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WaiSN vr^ reflect upon the great colchrity of the 
"Life, Exploits, and Adrentured of that ingenioufl 
GentlcmaD, Don Quixote de Ln. Manchu,^ and how 
hJ3 name has hecon:© quite proverhial amongst us, 
it seema strange that so littlo should be Imown con- 
cerning^ the great man to whose tmagtnatioti wo are 
indebted for w amuaing and instructive a tale. We 
cannot better introduoo our praflcnt eJition than hy a 
short flketch of hj3 lEfe, ddiling a few remarks on the 
work itself and the preeent adapted reprint of tt« 

The obscurity we Imve alluded to is one which 
I Cervantes aharea with niany others, ftome of them the 
most illuBtriflus authorn which th<j world ever pro- 
duced. Homer, Hesiod, — itamea'with. which the mouths 
of men have been ^miliar for centurioi*,^— how little is 
now known of them ! And not only so, but how little 
. wafl known of them even hy those, wii 6 lived compara- 
^tiveiy close upon their own time! llow .scattered and 
tinsutitdhctory are tlie few purticularv which we ba\re of 
the life of our own poet William Shakspcre ! 



Mifjfucl do Cervantes Saavedra waa bom at Alcala de Hennres, 
a town of New Castile, famous for its Univemity, founded by 
CafdioBl Ximenesv He was of gentle birth, both on hia fdtlier^ 
and molhcr^fl aide, Rodrigo de Ccrvantoa, his father, whb de- 
actinded fi-om an ancient family of Galieia, of which several 
branches were settled in some of the principal eitioK of SpaJn^ 
HiH mother^ name was Leouom de Coi-ttnaa, Wc find by the 
parish register of Santa 3Iaria la I^fayor, at Alcala i^e Hcnarea^ 
that Miguel was baptised in that cluireh on SLmdny, the ,9th of 
October, 1547 ; in which year we may conclude, therefore, that 
he was born. The discovery of this baptismal register set at rest a dispute 
which had for some time been going on between seven diifeieut citiQa^ esAb. 
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of which claimed the honour of being the native place of our author : these 
were, besides the one already mentioned, Seville, Madrid, Esquivias, 
Toledo, Lucena, and Alcazar de San Juan. In this respect we cannot 
avoid drawing a comparison between the fame of Cervantes and the prince 
of poets, Homer. 

From a child he discovered a great liking for books, which no doubt 
determined his parents, whose fortune, notwithstanding their good family, 
was any thing but affluent, to educate him for one of the learned profes- 
sions, by which alone at that time there was any chance of getting 
wealth. Miguel, however, did not take to the strict studies proposed to 
him : not that he was idle ; his days were spent in reading books of 
amusement, such as novels, romances, and poems. It was of the ma- 
terials afforded by such a pursuit that his fame was afterwards built. 

Cervantes continued at Madrid till he was in his twenty-first year, 
during which time he remained with his learned tutor Juan Lopez de 
Hoyos. He seems to have been a great favourite with him ; for, in a 
collection of" Luctus," published by Juan on the death of the Queen, 
we find an elegy and a ballad contributed by the editor's " dear and be- 
loved disciple Miguel de Cer\'antes." Under the same editorial care 
Cervantes himself tells us, in his Viage de Pamasso, that he published 
a pastoral poem of some length, called ' Filena,* besides several ballads, 
sonnets, canzonets, and other small poems. 

Notwithstanding the comparative insignificance of these productions, 
they probably excited some little attention ; for it appears not unlikely 
that It was to them that Cervantes owed his appointment to an office, 
which we find him holding, in 1569, at Rome, — that of chamberlain to his 
eminence the Cardinal Julio Aquaviva, an ecclesiastic of considerable 
learning. Such an appointment, however, did not suit the active disposi- 
tion and romantic turn of one so deeply read in the adventures of the 
old knights, the glory of which he longed to share ; from which hope, 
however, the inactivity and monotony of a court-life could not but ex- 
clude him. 

In 1571 there was concluded a famous league between Pope Pius 
v., Philip II. of Spain, and the Venetian Republic, against Selim, the 
Grand Turk, who was attacking Cyprus, then belonging to Venice. 
John of Austria, natural son of the celebrated Emperor Charles V., and 
brother of the king of Spain, was made commander-in-chief of the allied 
forces, both naval and military ; and under him, as general of the Papal 
forces, was appointed Mario Antonio Colonna, Duke of Paliano. It 
became fashionable for the young men of the time to enlist in this expe- 
dition ; and Cervantes, then about twenty-four years of age, soon enrolled 
himself under the standard of the Roman general. After various success 
on both sides, in which the operations of the Christians were not a little 
hindered by the dissensions of their commanders, to which the taking of 
Nicosia by the Turks may be imputed, the first year's cruise ended with 
the famous battle of Lepanto ; afler which the allied forces retired, and 
wintered at Messina. 

Cervantes was present at this famous victory, where he was wounded 
in the left hand by a blow from a scymitar, or, as some assert, by a gun- 
shot, so severely, that he was obliged to have it amputated at the wrist 
whilst in the hospital at Messina ; but the operation was so unskilfully 
performed, that he lost the use of the entire arm ever afterwards. He 
mia not dJacouraged by this wound, nor induced to give up his profession 
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as a soldier. Indeed, he seems, from his own words, to be very proud of 
the honour which his loss conferred upon him. " My wound," he says, 
*' was received on the most glorious occasion that any age, past or pre- 
sent, ever saw, or that the future can ever hope to see. To those who 
barely behold them, indeed, my wounds may not seem honourable ; it is 
by those who know how I came by them that they will be rightly esteemed. 
Better is it for a soldier to die in battle than to save his life by running 
away. For my part I had rather be again present, were it possible, in 
that famous battle, than whole and Round without sharing in the glory of 
it. The scars which a soldier exhibits in his breast and face are stars to 
guide others to the haven of honour and the love of just praise." 

The year following the victory of Lepanto, Cervantes still continued 
with the same fleet, and took part in several attacks on the coast of the 
Morea. At the end of 1672, when the allied forces were disbanded, 
Colonna returned to Rome, whither our author probably accompanied 
him, since he tells us that he followed his " conquering banners." He 
afterwards enlisted in the Neapolitan army of the king of Spain, in which 
he remained for three years, though without rising above the rank of a 
private soldier ; but it must be remembered that, at the time of which we 
are now speaking, such was the condition of some of the noblest men of 
their country ; it was accounted no disgrace for even a scion of the no- 
bility to fight as a simple halberdier, or musqueteer, in the service of his 
prince. 

On the 26th of September, 1575, Cervantes embarked on board a 
galley, called the ' Sun,^ and was sailing from Naples to Spain, when 
his ship was attacked by some Moorish corsairs, and both he and all the 
rest of the crew were taken prisoners, and carried off to Algiers. When 
the Christians were divided amongst their captors, he fell to the lot of 
the captain, the famous Arnautd Mami, an Albanian renegade, whose 
atrocious cruelties are too disgusting to be mentioned. He seems to have 
treated liis captive with peculiar harshness, perhaps hoping that by so 
doing he might render him the more impatient of his servitude, and so 
induce him to pay a higher ransom, which the rank and condition of his 
^ends in Europe appeared to promise. In this state Cervantes con- 
tinued five years. Some have thought that in "the captive's" tale, 
related in Don Quixote, we may collect the particulars of his own for- 
tunes whilst in Africa ; but even granting that some of the incidents may 
be the same, it is now generally supposed that we shall be deceived if we 
regard them as any detailed account of his captivity. A man of Cer- 
vantes' enterprise and abilities was not likely to endure tamely the hard- 
ships of slavery ; and we accordingly find that he was constantly forming 
schemes for escape. The last of these, which was the most bold and best 
contrived of all, failed, because he had admitted a traitor to a share in 
his project. 

There was at Algiers a Venetian renegade, named Hassan Aga, a 
friend of Amaut^ Mami ; he had risen high in the king's favour, and 
occupied an important post in the government of Algiers. We have a 
description of this man's ferocious character in Don Quixote, given us 
by the Captain de Viedma. Cervantes was often sent by his master as 
messenger to this man's house, situated on the sea-shore, at a short dis- 
tance from Algiers. One of Hassan's slaves, a native of Navarre, and a 
Christian, had the management of the gardens of the villa ; and with him 
Cervantes soon formed an acquaintance, and succeeded Vn i^et&vx&'^Tv^ 
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him to allow the making of a secret cave under the garden, which would 
form a place of concealment for hinuelf and fifteen of his fellow captives, 
on whom he could rely. When the cavern was finished, the adventurers 
made their escape bj night from Algiers, and took up their quarters in it. 
Of course an alarm was raised when they were missing ; but, although a 
most strict search after the fugitives was made, both by their masters and 
by Ochali, then despot of Algiers, here they lay hid for several months, 
being supplied with food by the gardener and another Christian slave, 
named £1 Dorador. 

One of their companions, named Viana, a gentleman of Minorca, had 
bcftn left behind them, so that he might bear a more active part in the 
escape of the whole party. A sum of money was to be raised for his 
ransom, and then he was to go to Europe and return with a ship in which 
Cervantes and his friends, including the gardener and £1 Dorador, were 
to embark on an appointed night, and so get back to their country. 
Viana obtained his liberty in September 1677, and having reached Min- 
orca in safety, he easily procured a ship and came off the coast ^of Bar- 
bary, according to the pre-concerted plan ; but before he could land, he 
was seen by the Moorish sentry, who raised an alarm and obliged him to 
put out to sea again, lest he should by coming too close attract attention 
to the cavern. This was a sore disappointment to Cervantes and his 
companions, who witnessed it all from their retreat. Still knowing Viana's 
courage and constancy, they had yet hopes of his returning and again en- 
deavouring to get them off. And this he most probably would have done 
had it not been for the treachery at which we hinted above. £1 Dorador 
just at this time thought fit to turn renegade ; and of course he could not 
begin his infidel career better than by infamously betraying his former 
friends. In consequence of his information Hassan Aga surrounded the 
entrance to the cave with a sufficient force to make any attempt at resist- 
ance utterly unavailing, and the sixteen poor prisoners were dragged out 
and conveyed in chains to Algiers. The former attempts which he made 
to escape caused Cervantes to be instantly fixed on as the contriver and 
ringleader of this plot; and therefore, whilst the other fifteen were sent 
back to their masters to be punished as they thought fit, he was detained 
by the king himself, who hoped through him to obtain further information, 
and so implicate the other Christians, and perhaps also some of the rene- 
gades. Even had he possessed any such information, which most likely 
he did not, Cervantes was certainly the very last man to give it : notwith- 
standing various examinations and threats, he still persisted in asserting 
that he was the sole contriver of the plot, till at length, by his firmness, 
he fairly exhausted the patience of Ochali. Had Hassan had his way, 
Cervantes would have been strangled as an example to all Christians who 
should heieafter try to run away from their captivity, and the king him- 
self was not unwilling to please him in this matter ; but then he was not 
their property, and Mami, to whom he belonged, would not consent to 
lose a slave whom he considered to be worth at least two hundred crowns. 
Thus did the avarice of a renegade save the future author of Don Quixote 
from being strangled with the bowstring. Some of the particulars of this 
affair are given us by Cervantes himself; but others are collected from 
Father Haedo, the contemporary author of a history of Barbary. "Most 
wonderful thing,'* says the worthy priest, " that some of these gentlemen 
remained shut up in the cavern for five, six, even for seven months, with- 
out even so much as seeing the light of day ; and all the time they were 
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sustained only by Miguel de Oervantet, and that too at the great and con- 
tinual risk of his own life ; no less than foar times did he incur the nearest 
danger of being burnt alive, impaled, or strangled, on account of the bold 
things which he dared in hopes o£ bestowing liberty upon many. Had 
his fortune corresponded to his spirit, skill, and industry, Algiers might at 
this day have been in the possession of the Christians, for his denies as- 
pired to no less lofty a consummation. In the end, the whole aff'uir was 
treacherously discovered; and the gardener, after being tortured and 
picketed, perished miserably. But, in truth, of the things which luip- 
pened in that cave during the seven months that it was inhabited by 
these Christians, and altogether of the captivity and various enter])rise8. 
of Miguel de Cervantes, a particular history might easily be formed. 
Hassan Aga was wont to say that, ' could he but be sure of that handles» 
Spaniard, he should consider captives, barks, and the whole city of Algiers 
in perfect safety.' " 

And Ochali seems to have been of the same opinion ; for he did not 
consider it safe to leave so dangerous a character as Cervantes in private 
hands, and so we accordingly find that he himself bought him of JViami, 
and then kept him closely confined in a dungeon in his ohti j^alaee, with 
the utmost cruelty. It is probable, however, that the extreme hardship 
of Cervantes* case did really contribute to his liberation. He found 
means of applying to Spain for his redemption ; and in consequence 
his mother and sister (the former of whom had now become a widow, 
and the latter. Donna Andrea de Cervantes, was married to a Tlorentine 
gentleman named Ambrosio) raised the sum of two hundred and Hfty 
crowns, to which ^ friend of the family, one Francisco Caramambel, con- 
tributed fifty mote. This sum was paid into the hands of Father Juan 
Gil and Father Antonio de la Vella Trinitarios, brethren of the * Society 
for the Redemption of Slaves,'^ who immediately set to work to ransom 
Cervantes. His case was, however, a hard one; for the king anked a 
thousand crowns for his freedom ; and the negotiation on this head caused 
a long delay, but was at last brought to an iusue by the abatement of the 
ransom to the sum of five hundred crowns ; the two hundred still wanting 
were made up by the good fathers, the king threatening that if the bar- 
gain were not concluded, Cervantes should be carried off to Constan- 
tinople ; and he was actually on board the galley for that purpose. So by 
borrowing some part of the required amount, and by taking the remainder 
from what was originally intrusted for the ransoming of other slaves, these 
worthy men procured our author his liberty, and restored him to Spain in 
the spring of 1581. 

On his return to his native land the prospects of Cervantes were not 
very flattering. He was now thirty-four years of age, and had spent the 
best portion of his life without making any approach towards eminence f>r 
even towards acquiring the means of subsistence ; his adventures, cntu- 
prises, and sufferings had, indeed, furnished him with a stock from which 
in after years his powerful mind drew largely in his writings ; but since he 

> Societies of this description, though not so common as in Spain, existed also in 
other coiutries. In England, since the Reformation, money bequcatlicd for this 
purpose was placed in tlie hands of some of the large London companies or guilds. 
Since the destruction of Algiers, by Lord Exmouth, and still later since ihe ibolition 
of that piratical kingdom by the French, such charitable bequests, having bocome 
usele«s for their original purpose, have in some instances b-. en devoted to the promo- 
tion at education by a decree of Chancery. This is the case with a large «um, u«v\^\\^ 
known as ' BeiU>n'B gift,' In the tTuateeihip of the Iroomongeis' Compaay. 
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did not at first devote himself to literary pursuits, at least not to those of 
an author, they could not afford him much consolation ; and as to a mili- 
tary career, his wound and long captivity seemed to exclude him from all 
hope in that quarter. His &mily was poor, their scanty means having 
suffered from the sum raised for his ransom ; and his connexions and 
friends were powerless to procure him any appointment at the court. 
He went to live at Madrid, where his mother and sister then resided, and 
there once more betook himself to the pursuit of his younger days. He 
shut himself up, and eagerly employed his time in reading every kind of 
books ; Latin, Spanish, and Italian authors — all served to contribute to 
his various erudition. 

Three whole years were thus spent ; till at length he turned his read- 
ing to some account, by publishing, in 1684, a pastoral novel entitled 
GalatcBa, Some authors, amongst whom is Pellicer, are inclined to 
think that dramatic composition was the first in which he appeared before 
the public ; but such an opinion has, by competent judges, been now 
abandoned. Galatsea, which is interspersed with songs and verses, is a 
work of considerable merit, quite sufficient, indeed, though of course in- 
ferior to Don Quixote, to have gained for its author a high standing 
amongst Spanish writers ; though in it we discern nothing of that peculiar 
style which has made Cervantes one of the most remarkable writers that 
ever lived, — that insight into human character, and that vein of humour 
with which he exposes and satirises its failings. It being so full of short 
metrical effusions would almost incline us to believe that it was written 
for the purpose of embodying the varied contents of a sort of poetical 
commonplace-book ; some of which had, perhaps, been written when he 
was a youth under the tuition of his learned preceptor Juan Lopez de 
Hoyos ; others may have been the pencillings of the weary hours of his 
long captivity in Africa. As a specimen of his power in the Spanish 
language it is quite worthy of him who in after years immortalised that 
tongue by the romance of Don Quixote. It had been better for Cer- 
vantes had he gone on in this sort of fictitious composition, instead of be- 
taking himself to the drama, in which he had very formidable rivals, and 
for which, as was afterwards proved, his talents were less adapted. 

On the 12th of December in the same year that his Galatsea was 
published, Cervantes married, at Esquivias, a young lady who was of one 
of the first families of that place, and whose charms had furnished the 
chief subject of his amatory poems ; she was named Donna Catalina de 
Salazar y Palacios y Vozmediano. Her fortune was but small, and only 
served to keep Cervantes for some few months in idleness ; when his dif- 
ficulties began to harass him again, and found him as a married man less 
able to meet them. He then betook himself to the drama, at which he 
laboured for several years, though with very indifferent success. He 
wrote, in all, it is said thirty comedies; but of these only eight remain, 
judging from the merits of which, we do not seem to have sustained any 
great loss in the others not having reached us. 

It may appear strange at first that one who possessed such a wonder- 
ful power of description and delineation of character as did Cervantes, 
should not have been more successful in dramatic writing ; but, whatever 
may be the cause, certain it is that his case does not stand alone. Men 
who have manifested the very highest abilities as romance- writers, have, if 
not entirely failed, at least not been remarkably successful, as composers 
of the drama ; and of our own titne, who so great a delineator of charac- 
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ter, or so happy in his incidents, or so stirring In liis plots, as the immor- 
tal Author of Waverley ? Yet the few specimens of dramatic composi- 
tion which he has left us, only serre to shew that, when Waverley, Gup 
Mannering^ Ivanhoe, and the rest of his romances are the delight of suc- 
ceeding generations, Halidon Hill and^e House of Aspen will, with the 
Kumancia Vengada of the author of Don Quixote, be buried in com- 
parative oblivion. 

In 1588 Cervantes left Madrid, and settled at Seville, where, as he 
himself tells us, ^' he found something better to do than writing comedies.^* 
This ^ something better" was probably an appointment in some mercantile 
business; for we know that one of the principal branches of his family 
were very opulent merchants at Seville at that time, and through them 
he might obtain some means of subsistence less precarious than that which 
depended upon selling his comedies for a few '' reals." Besides, two of 
the Cervantes-Saavedra of Seville were themselves amateur poets, and 
likely therefore to regard the more fevourably their poor relation, Miguel 
of Alcala de Henares, to whom they would gladly intrust the manage- 
ment of some part of their mercantile affairs. The change, however, of 
life did not prevent Cervantes from still cultivating his old passion for 
literature; and we accordingly find his name as one of the prize-bearers 
for a series of poems which the Dominicans of Saragoza, in 1595, pro- 
posed to be written in praise of St. Hyacinthus ; one of the prizes was 
adjudged to " Miguel Cervantes Saavedra of Seville." 

In ] 596 we find two short poetical pieces of Cervantes written upon 
the occasion of the gentlemen of Seville having taken arms, and prepared 
to deliver themselves and the city of Cadiz from the power of the Eng- 
lish, who, under the famous Earl of Essex, had made a descent upon the 
Spanish coast, and destroyed the shipping intended for a second armada 
for the invasion of England. In 1598 Philip II. died ; and Cervantes 
wrote a sonnet, which he then considered the best of his literary produc- 
tions, upon a majestic tomb, of enormous height, to celebrate the funeral 
of that monarch. On the day that Philip was buried, a serious quarrel 
happened between the civil and ecclesiastical authorities of Seville ; and 
Cervantes was mixed up in it, and was in some trouble for having dared 
to manifest his disapprobation by hissing at some part of their proceedings, 
but we are not told what. 

In 1599 Cervantes went to Toledo, which is remarkable as being the 
place where he pretended to discover the original manuscript of Don 
Quixote, by the Arabian Cid Hamet Benengeli. It was about this time, 
too, that he resided in La Mancha, where he projected and executed part, 
at least, of his immortal romance of Don Quixote, and where he also laid 
the scene of that " ingenious gentleman's" adventures. It seems likely 
that, whatever may have been Cervantes' employment at Seville, it 
involved frequent travelling ; and this may account for the very accurate 
knowledge which he displays of the different districts which he describes 
in his tale ; for it is certain that the earlier part of his life could have 
afforded him no means of acquiring such information. Some have thought 
also that he was occasionally employed on government business, and that 
it was whilst on some commission of this sort that he was ill-treated by 
the people of La Mancha, and thrown into prison by them at Argasa- 
milla. Whatever may have been the cause of his imprisonment, he 
himself tells us in the prologue to Don Quixote, that the first part of that 
work was composed in a jail. 
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But for fifteen years of Cervantes' life, from 1688 to 1G03, we "know 
but very little of his pursuits ; the notices we have of him during that 
time are very few and unsiitisfiictory ; and this is the more to be regretted 
because it certainly was then that his great work was conceived, atid in 
part executed. Soon after the accession of Philip the Third, he removed 
from Seville to Valladolid, probably for the sake of ]>eing near the court 
of that monarch, who, though remarkable for his indolence, yet professed 
himself the patron of letters. It was whilst living here that the first part 
of Don Quixote was published, but not at Valladolid ; it appeared at 
Madrid, either at the end of 1604, or, at the latest, in 10*05. 

The records of the magistracy of Valladolid afford us some curious 
particulars of our author's mode of life about the time of the publication 
of Don Quixote. He was brought before the court of justice, on sus- 
picion of having been concerned in a nightly brawl and murder, though 
he really had no share in it. A Spanish gentleman, named Don Gaspar 
Garibay, was stabbed about midnight near the house of Cervantes. When 
the alarm was raised, he was amongst the first to run out and proffer 
every assistance in his power to the wounded man. The neighbourhood 
was not very respectable, and this gave rise to our author's subsequent 
trouble in the matter ; for it was suspected that the ladies of his house- 
hold were, from the place where they lived, persons of bad reputation, 
and that he himself had, in some shameful affray, dealt the murderous blow 
with his own hand. He and all his family were, in consctjuence, directly 
arrested, and only got at liberty after undergoing a very minute and rigid 
examination. The records of the court tell us that Cervantes asserted 
that he was residing at Valladolid for purposes of business ; that, by reason 
of his literary pursuits and reputation, he was frequently honoured b^ 
visits from gentlemen of the royal household and learned men of the uni- 
versity ; and, moreover, that he was living in great poverty ; for we «ire 
told that he, his wife, and his two sisters, one of whom was a nun, and his 
niece, were living in a scanty and mean lodging on the fourth floor of a 
poor-looking house, and amongst them all had only one maid-Hcrvant. 
He stated his age to be upwards of fifty, though we know that, if born in 
1547, he must in fact have nearly, or quite completed his fifty-seventh 
year at this time. In such obscurity, then, was the immortal author of 
Don Quixote living at the time of its publication. 

The First Part of this famous romance was dedicated to Don Alonzo 
Lopez de Zuniga, Duke of Bexar or Bejar, who at this time affected the 
character of a Mecaenas ; whose conduct, however, towards Cervantes was 
not marked by a generosity suited to his rank, nor according to his pro- 
fession, nor at all corresponding to the merits and wants of the author. 
But the book needed no patron ; it must make its own way, and it did 
80i It was read immediately in court and city, by old and young, learned 
and unlearned, and by all with equal delight ; " it went forth with the 
universal applause of all nations." Four editions (and in the seventeenth 
century, when so few persons comparatively could read, that was etjuiva- 
lent to more than double the number at tlie present time) — four editions 
were published and sold in one year. 

The profits from the sale of Don Quixote must have been very con- 
siderable ; and they, together with the remains of his paternal estates, and 
the pensions from the count and the cardinal, enabled Cervantes to li ve 
in ea»e and comfort. Ten years elapsed before he sent any new work to 
the j>ress ; which time was paMed m study, and in attending to his pe- 
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cuniary aflhin. Though Madrid was now his fixed abode, we often find 
him at Esquivias, where he probably went to enjoy the quiet and repose 
of the village, and to look after the property which he there possessed as 
his wife's dowry. 

In 1613 he published his twelve Novelcu Exemplar ety or * Exemplary 
Novels,* with a dedication to his patron the Count de Lemos. He called 
them ^' exemplary,*' because, as he tells us, his other novels had been cen- 
sured as more satirical than exemplary ; which fault he determined to 
amend in these ; and therefore each of them contains interwoven in it 
some error to be avoided, or some virtue to be practised. He asHcrts that 
they were entirely his own invention, not borrowed or copied from any 
other works of the same sort, nor translated from any other language, as 
was the case with most of the novels which his countrymen had published 
hitherto. But, notwithstanding this, we cannot fail to remark a strong 
resemblance in them to the tales of Boccaccio ; still they are most excel- 
lent in their way, and have always been favourites with the Spanish youth 
for their interest and pure morality, and their ease and manliness of 
style. The titles of these novels are. The Little Oipsey, The Generous 
Lover^ Rinccnete and Coriadilloy The Spanish-English Lady, The (ilass 
Doctor^ The Force qf Blood, The Jealous Estremadura, The Illustrious 
Servant-Maid, The Two Damsels, The Lady Cornelia Bentivoglio, The 
Deceitful Marriage, and The Dialogue of the Dogs, They have all been 
translated into English, and are probably not unknown to some of our 
readers. 

The next year Cervantes published another small work, entitled the 
Viage de Pamasso, or ' A Journey to Parnassus,* which is a playful 
satire u^on the Spanish poets, after the manner of Caesar Caporali*s upon 
the Italian poets under a similar title. It is a good picture of the Spanish 
literature of his day, and one of the most powerful of his poetical works. 
It is full of satire, though not ill-natured, and there was no man of genius 
of the time who would complain of being too harshly treated in it. Cei> 
vantes introduces himself as the oldest and poorest of all the poetical fta- 
temity, *' the naked Adam of Spanish poets." The plot of the poem is 
as follows : — Apollo wishes to rid Parnassus of the bad poets, and to that 
end he calls together all the others by a message through Mercury. When 
all assembled; he leads them into a rich garden of Parnassus, and assigns 
to each the place which corresponds to his merits. Poor Cervantes alone 
does not obtain this distinction, and remains without being noticed in the 
presence of the rest, before whom all the works he has ever published 
are displayed. In vain does he urge his love for literature, and the 
troubles which he had endured for its sake ; no seat can he get At last 
Apollo, in compassion upon him, advises him to fold up his cloak, and to 
make that his seat ; but, alas, so poor is he that he does not possess such 
a thing, and so he is obliged to remain standing in spite of his age, hit 
talents, and the opinion of many who know and confess the honour and 
position which is his due. The vessel in which this * Journey to Par- 
naHsus* is performed It described in a way quite worthy of Cervantes : 
** From topmast to ketl it was all of verse ; not one foot of ])rosc was there 
in it. The airy railings which fenced the deck were all of double-rhymes. 
Ballads, an impudent but necessary race, occupied the rowing-benches ; 
and rightly, for there is nothing to which they may not be turned. The 
poop was grand and gay, but somewhat strange in its style, being stuck all 
over with sonnets of the richest workmanihip. The stroke-oans oix «v\^^t 
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side were pulled by two vigorous triplets, which regulated the motion of 
the vessel in a way both easy and powerful. The gangway was one long 
and most melancholy elegy, from which tears were continually dropping.'* 
The publication of a shameful imitation, pretending to be a Second 
Part of the Adventures of Don Quixote accelerated the production of 
Cervantes* own Second Part ; which accordingly made its appearance at 
the beginning of 1615. Contrary to common experience, this Second 
Part was received, and deservedly, with as great applause as was the First 
Part ten years before. 

Cervantes had now but a few more months to live ; and it must, in his 
declining years, have been a great consolation to find that the efforts of 
his genius were still appreciated by hb countrymen ; not to mention the 
relief from pecuniary embarrassments which the profits of the sale must 
have afforded him. Cervantes was now at the height to which his ambi- 
tion had all along aimed ; he had no rival ; for Lope de Vega was dead, 
and the literary kingdom of Spain was all his own. He was courted by 
the great ; no strangers came to Madrid without making the writer of 
Don Quixote the first object of their inquiry ; he reposed in honour, free 
from all calumny, in the bosom of his family. 

This same year he published eight comedies, and the same number of 
interludes ; two only in verse, the rest in prose. It does not seem likely 
that these were written at this time ; they must have been the works of his 
earlier years ; but, like his novels, corrected and given to the public when 
his judgment was more mature. Several of them had, no doubt, been 
performed on the stage many years before, and remained with Cervantes 
in manuscript. The dissertation which he prefixed to them is frill of 
interest, and is very curious and valuable, since it contains the only 
account we have of the early history of the Spanish drama. 

In 1616, he completed and prepared for the press a romance entitled 
Persiles and Sigismunda^ of a grave character, written in imitation of the 
Ethiopics of Heliodorus : it was the work of many years, and is accounted 
by the Spaniards one of the purest specimens of Castilian writing. He 
finished it just before his death, but never lived to see it published. The 
dedication and prologue of Persiles and Sigismunda are very affecting ; 
they are the voice of a dying man speaking to us of his approaching dis- 
solution. 

From the nature of his complaint, Cervantes retained his mental facul- 
ties to the very last, and so was able to be the historian of his latter days. 
At the end of the preface to Persiles^ he tells us that he had gone for a 
few days to Esquivias, in hopes that country air might be beneficial to 
him. On his return to Madrid, he was accompanied by his friends, when 
a young student on horseback overtook them, riding very hard to do so, 
and complaining in consequence of the rapid pace at which they were 
going. One of the three made answer that it was no fault of theirs, but 
that the horse of Miguel de Cervantes was to be blamed, whose trot was 
none of the slowest. Scarcely had the name been pronounced, when the 
young man dismounted ; and touching the border of Cervantes' left sleeve, 
exclaimed, '' Yes, yes, it is indeed the maimed peiibction, the all-famous, 
the delightful writer, the joy and darling of the Muses." This salutation 
was returned with Cervantes' natural modesty; and the worthy student 
performed the rest of the journey with him and his friends. " We drew 
up a little," says Cervantes, *'and rode on at a measured pace; and whilst 
we rode, we happened to talk of my illness. The good student soon 
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knocked away all mj hopes, and let me know my doom, by telling me 

that it was a dropsy that I had got : the thirst attending which, not all 

the waters of the ocean, though it were not salt, could suffice to quench. 

* Therefore, Senor Cervantes,' said he, * you must drink nothing at all, 

but forget not to eat, and to eat plentifully ; that alone will recover you 

without any physic' * Others have told me the same,' answered I; ' but 

I can no more forbear drinking, than if I had been bom to nothing else. 

. Hy life is fast drawing to a close ; and from the state of my pulse, I think 

I I can scarcely outlive Sunday next at the utmost ; so that I hardly think 

I shall profit by the acquaintance so fortunately made. But adieu, my 

merry finends all ; for I am going to die; and I hope to see you again ere 

' long in the next world as happy as hearts can desire.' With that, we found 

euiselves at the bridge of Toledo, by which we entered the city ; and the 

student took leave of us, having to go round by the bridge of Segovia." 

This is all that we know of the last sickness of Cervantes : it was 
dropsy, and this dropsy, according to his own prediction to the student, 
incresLsed so rapidly, that a few days after, on the 18th of April, 1616, he 
was considered to be past recovery, and it was thought advisable for him 
to receive the last sacrament of extreme unction, which he accordingly 
did with all the devotion of a pious Catholic. 

He died on the 23d day of April, 1616, in the sixty-ninth year of his 
^e ; and was buried in the habit of the Franciscans, whose order he had 
entered some time previous to his decease. It is a coincidence worth re- 
membering, that Mifftiel de Cervantes Saavedra terminated his mortal 
course in Spain on the very same day that William Shakspere died in 
JBngland. 

Ab regards style of composition, Cervantes is without a rival in the 
Spanish language. For the purity of his writing, he is even to this day 
acknowledged, not only to be first, but to have no one who can come near 
enough to be called second to him. But this is not his greatest praise. 
He must ever be remembered as the originator of a kind of writing, which 
the greatest of men since his time have thought it an honour, of whatever 
country they may have been, to imitate. All modem romance-writers, 
and novel-writers (and what a mighty host are they !) must be content 
to be accounted the followers of Miguel de Cervantes. 

With regard to Don Quivoie, it need hardly be said that its object is 
satire upon the books of knight-errantry, which were so much^used in the 
time of Cervantes, and especially by the Spanish. He conceived that 
these books were likely to give his countrymen false ideas of the world; to 
fill them all, but especially the young, with fanciful notions of life, and so 
make them unfit to meet its real difficulties and hardships. In order to 
exhibit the absurdity of such works (it must be remembered too, that the 
more fiamous books of knighthood had given rise to a host of spurious imi- 
tations, with all their faults and none of their beauties), the author of Don 
Quixote represents a worthy gentleman with his head turned by such 
reading, and then salljring forth and endeavouring to act in this plain 
matter-of-fiict world (where there are windmills, and not ^nter-\\xsv&^ ^lA 
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not castles— good honest hosts and hostesses, and not lords and ladies—- 
chambennaids, and not peerless beauties — estates to be got by bard labour, 
and not islands to be given away to one^s dependants as if by enchant- 
ment), endearouiing to act, we say, as if all that was said in Amadis dg 
Gatdy and PcUmerin of England^ and Olwante de Laura, were really tme. 
The absurdities into which the poor gentleman's madness constantly 
hurries him, the stem and bitter satire which is conveyed in these against 
the books which caused them all, did more towards putting down the 
extravagances of knight-errantry than many volumes of the bitterest invec- 
tive. We of this present day cannot be really alive to all the great 
genius displayed in Don Quixote. The books which it satirises are now 
almost unknown ; many who have heard of Amadis de Gaul have never 
read it, and still less have they read all the lineage of the Amadis. Be- 
sides, in some of the first of the chivalrous romances, such as Palmerin of 
England, the Morte d* Arthur ^ and others, there was undoubtedly very 
much talent and beauty of sentiment : and it was as such that South ey 
thought it right to translate them and present them to the English public 
some years ago ; and deeply indebted are we all to him for his labours, 
which revived among us somewhat of the taste for the old and stately prose 
of the ancient romances — a taste which in our day has given rise to those 
beautiful editions in English of the tales of De la Motte Fouqu^ But we 
must ever remember that it was not for the purpose of ridiculing those and 
similar books that Cervantes wrote his ** history" — one so keenly alive to 
the beauty of the poetry of the medieval writing as he was, never could 
have intended such a thing : it was to exterminate the race of miserable 
imitators, who, at his time, deluged Europe with sickening caricatures of 
the old romance. It has even been thought that he had intended another 
course in order to cure the disease, namely, that of himself composing a 
model romance in the style of Amadis, which, from its excellence, would 
make manifest the follies of men who had endeavoured to imitate that 
almost inimitable work. But the disease was past cure ; the Umb was 
obliged to be amputated ; books of knight-errantry could not be reformed, 
he thought ; and so mther than let them continue their mischief in their 
present shape, they must be quite destroyed ; and this the satire of Don 
Quixote was by its author considered the most proper means of effecting. 
This was indeed a daring remedy ; and, as may be supposed, by some 
it has been thought that Cervantes, in lopping off an excrescence, did also 
destroy a healthy limb,— that, in destroying knight-errantry, he destroyed 
also the holy spirit of self-devotion and heroism. The Count S<Jgur, we 
are told by an ingenious writer of the present time,* who joins the Count 

> Kenelm Dlgby, Esq., in hit beautiftd book entitled Gode/riduM, one of the 
rciamet of the Bro^ Slone of Honour. 
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in his opini * n, laments that the fine spirit of chiyaliy should have lost its 
empire, and that the romance of Don Quixote, hy its success and itr 
philosophy, concealed under an attractive fiction, should have completed 
the ruin hy fixing ridicule even upon its memory — a sentence indeed 
full of error ; for real philosophy needs not to be concealed to be attrac- 
tive. And Sir William Temple quotes the sa3dng of a worthy Spaniard, 
who told him ** that the History of Don Quixote had ruined the Spanish 
monarchy ; for since that time men had grown ashamed of honour and 
love, and only thought of pursuing their fortune and satisfying their 
lust" 

But surely such censure is misdirected — surely the downfall of Spain 
may be traced to other causes. It is not the spirit of heroism, or of Chris- 
tian self-devotion, which Cervantes would put down. His manly writing 
can never be accused of that : misfortune had taught him too well in his 
own earlier days how to appreciate such a virtue. In nothing is his con- 
lammate skill perceived more than in the way in which he prevents us fVom 
confounding the follies of the knights-errant, and of the debased books of 
romance, with the generous heart and actions of the true Christian gen- 
tleman. In spite of all his hallucination, who can help respecting Don 
Quixote himself? We laugh, indeed, at the ludicrous situations into 
which his madness is for ever getting him ; but we must reverence the 
good Christian cavalier who, amidst all, never thinks less of any thing 
than of himself and of his own interest. What is his character ? It is 
that of one possessing virtue, imagination, genius, kind feeling, — all that 
can distinguish an elevated soul, and an affectionate heart. He is brave, 
fiuthfuJ, loyal, always keeping his word ; he contends only for virtue and 
glory. Does he wish for kingdoms ? it is only that he may give them to 
his good squire Sancho Panza. He is a constant lover, a humane warrior, 
an affectionate master, an accomplished gentleman. It is not, then, by 
describing such a man that Cervantes desired to ridicule real heroism ; 
surely not : he would only shew that, even with all these good qualities, 
if they were misdirected or spoiled by vain imaginations, the most noble 
could only become ridiculous. He would teach us, that this is a world of 
action, and not oi fancy ; that it will not do for us to go out of ourselves 
and out of the world , and lead an ideal life : our duties are around us 
and within us ; and we need not leave our own homes in order to seek 
adventures wherein those duties may be acceptably performed. He per- 
ceived that by knight-errantry and romances some of the holiest aspira- 
tions of the human heart were, according to the adage, which affirms 
that ** there is but one step from the sublime to the ridiculous," by over- 
description and fulsome language, in danger of being exposed to ridicule^ 
and 80 of bein^ enuhed; and he resolved, by excess o! aalVtc^ \*o \vxx\. «k 
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stop at once to such a danger, — to crush those books which were daily 
destroying that which he held most dear — the true spirit of chivalry, the 
true defotion of the Christian gentleman. '* When the light of chivalry 
was expiring, Cervantes put his extinguisher upon it, and drove away the 
moths that alone still fluttered around it. He loved chivalry too well to 
be patient when he saw it parodied and burlesqued ; and he perceived that 
the best way of preserving it from shame was, to throw over it the sanctity 
of death."' 

With respect to the present edition, little need be said beyond what 
the title-page itself implies. With what degree of judgment the '^ cum- 
brous matter" has been removed, must be left to the public to deter- 
mine. The Editor may, however, say, that the task which he at first 
undertook with some trepidation, gradually assumed an easier and more 
pleasant aspect ; and he may add, that the result has been such as to 
satisfy himself of the success of the experiment. He trusts that he has 
placed in the hands of the mass of our reading population, and espe- 
cially of the youth of England, an edition of Cervantes' immortal work, 
in a convenient, but yet not too condensed form — retaining all the point, 
humour, and pathos of the original, without any of the prolixity, or the 
improprieties of expression, which have heretofore disfigured it. The 
judgment passed upon one of the books in our heroes library by his inqui- 
sitorial friends may well be applied to his own work : '* Had there been 
less of it, it would have been more esteemed. ^Tis fit the book should be 
pruned and cleared of some inferior things that encumber and deform 
it : keep it, however,*' &c. — {Page 23.) 

It only remains to add, that the excellent translation of Motteux 
has been principally adhered to in the present edition. 

London^ December U/, 1846. 

> Vide Gue$te* at Truth. 



NOTES. 

The holy brotherhood.-^Most readers would suppose at first sight that the Inquisi- 
tion is meant by this term, which occurs so often m the woric; it is not so, however. 
The " holy brotherhood" alluded to was simply an association for the prevention of 
robberies and murders in the less frequented parts of Spain. 

Afambrino't helmet.— Orl&nAo Furioso must be referred to for the history of this 
enchanted and invulnerable h«Mulpiece, which is several times alluded to in Don 
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DON QUIXOTE DE LA MANCHA. 



CHAPTER 1. 

T^t quttlity and way q/ living qf Don Q^irGU. 

^N a r^rtnin villnge in La Manchn, tn the 
kingdom of Arragon, of which I cannot re- 
^^ member the n&nie^ there Jived not Jong 
ago oDc of those DJd-fa.«)hionc<l gentJemen, 
who are never without n Jance upon ft mck^ an old^ 
Unrgetj a lean horse, and a greyhound, II it* diet con- 
sisted more of beef than mutt on j and, with m inched 
moat on most nightu^, lentlles on Fridnyfi, and n 
pigeon extraordinary on Sundajs, ho consumed three I 
quarters of hia rerenuo ; the rest wa;^ laid out in a 1 
plufih coat, velvet hreochert, with slrp|*ers of tho «amc, 
for holy day P ; and a suit of the very best homespiin ' 
doth^ which he beat^wedl on himself for workmg- 
daye. His whole family woa a housekeeper .?otn(«- 
thiug turned of fbrty^ a niece not twer^ty, and a man 
that served him in the house and in the field , and could 
saddle a hor»e, and handle the pruning- hook. Ttio mas- 
ted himself was nigh fifty years of a^, of a hale and 
strong complexion, lean- bodied and thin- faced ^ an early 
rtjier, and a lover of hunting. Some aav his sirnam^j was 
^ Quixadaj orQueaada (for authora differ in this particular): 
however, we may reasonably coiijtclure, he wa« called 
Quixada (r, c, Ian tern -jaws), though this eoncei*ns us but 
little, provided we keep strictly to the truth in every point 
ot tliib history. 

Be it known, then, that when our gentleman had nothing to 
do (which was almost ail the year round^, he passed his time in 
reatling books of knight-errantry , which he did with that appH- 
oation and delight, that at last he in a manner ^\u)W^ \^l\. ^Vx^ 
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country sports, and even the caro of bU estate ; nay, he erew no 
strangely enamoured of these amusements, that he sold many 
acres of land to purchase lK>oks of that kind, by which means he 
collected as many of them as he could ; but none pleased him like 
the works of the famous Feliciano de Sylva j for the brilliancy of 
his prose, and thone intricate expressions with which it is inter- 
laced seemed to him so manv pearls of eloquence, es])ecialiy when 
he came to read the love-aduresBes and challenges ; many of them 
in this extraordinary stylo. '' The reason of your unreasonable 
usage of my reason, do€;s so enf(;eble my reason, tliat I have rea- 
son to ex}M)Htulate with your beauty.'^ And this, *' The sublime 
heavens, which with your divinity divinely fortify you with the 
stars, and fix you the deservor of the desert tnat is deserved 
by your grandeur." These, and such-like rhapsodies, strangely 
puzzled tlie poor gentleman's understanding, while he was rack- 
ing his brain to unravel their meaning, wnich Aristotle himself 
could never have found, though he should have been raised from 
the dead for that very purpose. 

He did not so well like those dreadful wounds which Don 
Belianis gave and received ; for he considered that all the art of 
surgery could never secure his face and body from being strangely 
disfigured with scars. However, he highly commended the author 
for concluding his lx)ok with a promise to finish that unfinishablo 
adventure ; and many times he had a desire to put pen to naper, 
and faithfully and literally finish it himself; wnich ho hau cer- 
tainly done, and doubtless with good success, had not his thoughts 
been wholly engrossed in much more important designs. 

Ho would often dispute with the curate of the parish, a man 
of learning, that ha^l taken liiM degrees at Giguonza, as to which 
was the bett^jr knight, Pulmerin of England, or Amadis dc Cxaul ; 
but Master Nicholas, the barber of the same town, would say, that 
none of them could compare with the Knight of the Sun ; and 
that if any one came tumr him, it was certainly Don Galaor, the 
brother of Amadis de Gaul ; for he was a man of a most conimo- 
diouH tenip(T, neither was he so finical, nor such a whining lover, 
as his brother ; and as for courage, he was not a jot behind him. 

In fine, he gave himself uo so wholly to the reading of ro- 
mances, that at night he would pore on until it was day, and 
would read on all day until it was night; and thus a world 
of extraordinary notions, picked out of his books, crowded into 
his imagination ; now his head was full of nothing but enchant- 
ments, quarrels, battles, challenges, wounds, complaints, love- 
passages, torments, and abundance of absurd impossibilities ; in- 
somuch that all the fables and fantastical tales which ho reud 
seemed to him now as true as the most authentic histories. He 
would say, that the Cid Iluydiaz was a very brave knight, but not 
worthy to stand in competition with the Knight of the liurning- 
sword, y^ho, with a single back-stroke had cut in sunder two 
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fierce and m^kty giants. He liked yet better Bernardo del Car- 
pio, who, at KoncesvalleSy deprived of life the enchanted Orlando, 
having lifted him from the ground, and choiced him in the air, as 
Hcrc^uiea did Antseus, the son of the Earth. 

As for the giant Morgante, he always spoke very civil things 
of him ; for amone that monstrous brood, who were ever in- 
tolerably proud and insolent, he alone behaved himself like a civil 
and weU-bred person. 

But of all men in the world he admired Kinaldo of Montal- 
ban, and particularly his carrying away the idol of Mahomet, 
which was aU massy gold, as the history says ; while he so hated 
that traitor Galalon, that for the pleasure of kicking him hand- 
somely, he would have given up his housekeeper, nay and his 
niece mto the bargain. 

Having thus confused his understanding, he unluckily stumbled 
upon the oddest iancy that ever entered into a madman's brain ; 
for now he thought it convenient and necessary, as well for the 
increase of his own honour, as the service of the public, to turn 
knight-errant, and roam tlu'ough the whole world, armed cap-a- 
pie, and mounted on his steed, in auest of adventures; that thus 
imitating those knieht-errants of whom he had read, and follow- 
ing their course of life, redressing all manner of grievances, and 
exposing himself to danger on all occasions, at last, afltor a happy 
conclusion of his enterprises, he might purchase everlasting hon- 
our and renown. 

The first thing he did was to scour a suit of armour that had 
belonged to his great grandfather, and had lain time out of mind 
carelessly rusting in a comer : but when he had cleaned and re- 
paired it as well as he could, ne perceived there was a material 
piece wanting; for, instead of a complete helmet, there was only 
a single head-piece. However, his industry supplied that defect ; 
for with eomejooBiehotad he made a kind of half-beaver, or vizor, 
which, being fitted to the head-piece, made it look like an entire 
helmet. Then, to know whether it were cutlass-proof, he drew 
his sword, and tried its edffe upon the pasteboard vizor; but with 
the very nrst stroke he unmckuy undid in a moment what he had 
been a whole week in doing. He did not like its being broke 
with so much ease, and therefore, to secure it from the like acci- 
dent, he made it a-new, and fenced it with thin plates of iron, 
which he fixed on the inside of it so artificially, that at last he had 
reason to be satisfied with the solidity of the work ; and so, with- 
out any &rther experiment, he resolved it should pass to all in- 
tents and purposes for a full and sufiicient helmet. 

The next moment he went to view his horse, whose bones 
stuck out like the comers of a Spanish real, being a worse jade 
than QoneWs, qui tantum pellis etossafuit; however, his mas- 
ter thought that neither Alexander's Bucephalus nor the Cid's 
Babieca could be compared with him. He was fouT d^>j« ^tl* 
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sidering what Dame to give him ; for, as he argued with himself, 
there was no reason that a horse hestrid by so famoas a knight, 
and withal so excellent in himself, should not be distinguished by 
a particular name ; so, after many names which he devised, re- 
jected, changed, liked, disliked, and pitched upon again, he con- 
cluded to call him Rozinante. 

Having thus given his horse a name, he thought of choosing 
one for himself; and having seriously pondered on the matter 
eight whole days more, at last he determined to call himself Don 
Quixote. Whence the author of this history draws this inference, 
that his right name was Quixada, and not Quesada, as others ob* 
stinately pretend. And observing, that the valiant Amadis, not 
satisfied with the bare appellation of Amadis, added to it the 
name of his country, that it might grow more famous by his ex-^ 

I)loits, and so styled himself Amadis de Gaul ; so he, like a true 
over of his native soil, resolved to call himself Don Quixote de 
la Mancha; which addition, to his thinking, denoted very plainly 
his parentage and country, and consequently would fix a lasting 
honour on Uiat part of the world. 

And now, his armour being scoured, his head-piece improved 
to a helmet, his horse and himself new- named, he perceived he 
wanted nothing but a lady, on whom he might bestow the empire 
of his heart ; for he was sensible that a knight-errant without a 
mistress was a tree without either fruit or leaves, and a body 
without a soul. " Should I ," said he to himself, " by good or ill for* 
tune, chance to encounter some giant, as it is common in knight- 
errantry, and happen to lay him prostrate on the ground, trans- 
fixed with my lance, or cleft in two, or, in short, overcome him, 
and have him at ray mercy, would it not be proper to have some 
lady to whom I may send him as a trophy of my valour ? Then 
when he comes into her presence, throwing himself at her feet, 
he may thus make his humble submission : ' Lady, I am the 
giant Caraculiambro, lord of the island of Malindrania, van- 
quished in single combat by that never-deservedly-enough-ex- 
tolled knight-errant Don Quixote de la Mancha, who has com- 
manded me to cast myself most humbly at your feet, that it may 
S lease your honour to dispose of me according to your will.' " 
fear the place where he lived dwelt a ^od-looking country girl, 
for whom lie had formerly had a sort ot an inclination, though, it 
is believed, she never heard of it, nor regarded it in the least. Her 
name was Aldonza Lorenzo, and this was she whom he thought 
he might entitle to the sovereignty of his heart ; upon which he 
studied to find her out a new name, that might have some afifinity 
with her old one, and yet at the same time sound somewhat like 
that of a princess, or lady of quality ; so at last he resolved to call 
her Dulcmefl, with the addition of del Toboso, from the place 
where she was l>of n ; a name, in his opinion, sweet, harmonious^ 
and dignified, like the others which he had devised. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Which treats qf Don Quucott^s first sally, 

Thesb preparations being made, he found his designs ripe for 
action, and thought it now a crime to deny himself any longer to 
the injured world that wanted such a deliverer ; the more when 
he considered what grievances he was to redress, what wrongs 
and injuries to remove, what abuses to correct, and what duties to 
discharge. So one morning before day, in the greatest heat of 
July, without acquainting any one with his design, with all the 
secrecy imaginable, he armed himself cap-a-pie, laced on his ill- 
contrived helmet, braced on his target, grasped his lance, mounted 
Rozinante, and at the private door of his back-yard sallied out 
hito the fields, wondermlly pleased to see with how much ease he 
had succeeded in the beginning of his enter|)ri8e. But he had 
not eone far ere a terrible thought alarmed him ; a thought that 
had like to have made him renounce his great undertaking ; for 
now it came into his mind, that the honour of knighthood had 
not yet been conferred upon him, and therefore, according to the 
laws of chivalry, he neitner could nor ought to appear in arms 
against any professed knisht ; nay, he also considered, that 
though he were already knighted, it would become him to wear 
white armour, and not to adorn his shield with any device, until 
he had deserved one by some extraordinary demonstration of 
his valour. 

These thoughts staggered his resolution ; but his frenzy pre- 
vailing more than reason, he resolved to be dubbed a knight by 
the first he should meet, after the example of several others, who, 
as the romances informed him, had formerly done the like. As 
for the other difficulty about wearing white armour, he proposed 
to overcome it, by scouring his own at leisure until it should look 
whiter than ermine. And having thus dismissed these scruples, 
he rode calmly on, leaving it to his horse to go which way he 
pleased ; firmly believing, uiat in this consisted the very essence 
of adventures. And as he thus went on, *' no doubt, ^^ said he 
to himself, *^ that when the history of my famous achievenients 
shall be given to the world, the learned author will begin it in 
tills very manner, when he comes to give an account ofthis my 
setting out: 'Scarce had the ruddy Phoebus begun to spread 
the golden tresses of his lovely hair over the vast surface of the 
earthly globe, and scarce had those feathered poets of the grove, 
the pretty painted birds, tuned their little pipes, to sing their early 
welcomes in soft melodious strains to the beautiful Aurora, dis- 
playing her rosy graces to mortal eyes from the gates and bal- 
conies of the Mancheffan horizon, — when the renowned knight 
Don Quixote de la Mancha, disdaining soft repose, foraook tha 

b3 
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Toltrpiomu dawn^ and momitiiig his fiuDoas steed Bozinantey 
eutereti the ancient and celebrated {^ains of MontieL' '' This was 
indeed the Tery road he took ; and then proceeding, '^ O happy 
age ! O fortunate times !" cried he, '' deoved to usher into the 
world my fiimoos achievements ; achierements worthy to be en- 
grairen on brats, eanred on marble, and delineated in some mas- 
terpiece of painting, as monuments of my ^lory, and examples 
for |io§terity ! And thou, yenerable sage, wise enchanter, what- 
ever be thy name ; thou whom fiite has ordained to be the com- 
piler of tfajs rare history, forget not, I beseech thee, my trusty 
Koziuante, the eternal companion of all my adyentures/' After 
this, as if he had been really in love; ^'O Princess Dulcinea,'' 
cried he, ^* lady of this captive heart, much sorrow and woe you 
have doomed me to in banishing me thus, and imposing on me 
your rieorous commands, never to appear before your beauteous 
face ! Kemember, lady, that loyal heart your slave, who for your 
love submits to so many miseries." To these extravagant con- 
ceits, he added a world of others, all in imitation, and in the very 
style of those which the reading of romances had furnished him 
with ; and all this while he rode so softly, and the sun's heat in- 
creased so fast, and was so violent, that it would have been suffi- 
cient to have melted his brains, had he had any left. 

He travelled almost all that day without meeting any adven- 
ture worth the trouble of relating, which put him into a kind of 
despair ; for he desired nothing more than to encounter inmie- 
diately some person on whom he might try the vigour of his 
arm. 

Towards the evening, he and his horse being heartily tired and 
almost famished, Don Quixote looked about him, in hopes to dis- 
cover some castle, or at least some shepherd's cottage, there to 
repoHC and refresh himself; and at last near the road which he 
kept, he espied an inn, a most welcome sight to his longing eyes. 
Hastening towards it with all the speed he could, he got thither 
just at the close of the evening, lliere stood by chance at the 
inn-door two young female adventurers, who were going to 
Seville with some carriers that happened to take up their lodging 
there that very evening ; and as whatever our knight-errant saw, 
thought, or imagined, was all of a romantic cast, and appeared to 
him altogether after the manner of his favourite books, he no 
sooner saw the inn but he fancied it to be a castle fenced with 
four towers, and lofty pinnacles glittering with silver, together 
with a deep moat, drawbridge, and all those other appurtenances 
peculiar to such kind of places. 

When he came near it, he stopped a while at a distance from 
the ^ate, expecting that some dwarf would appear on the battle- 
ments, and sound nis trumpet to give notice of the arrival of a 
knight; but finding that nobody came, and that Kozinante was for 
making the best of his way to the stable, he advanced to the door^ 
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at which the umkeeper immediately appeared. He was a man 
whose harden of fat inclined him to peace and quietness, yet 
when he observed sach a strange disguise of human shape in his 
old armour and equipage, he could hfurdly forbear laughter ; but 
having the fear of such a warlike appearance before his eyes, he 
resolved to give him good words, and therefore accosted him 
civilly : " Sir Knight,'^ said he, "if your worship be disposed to 
alight, you will fau of nothing here but of a bed ; as for all other 
accommodations, you may be supplied to your mind/' Don 
Quixote observing the humility of |be governor of the castle (for 
such the innkeeper and inn seemed to him), " Senior Castel- 
lano," said he, " the least thing in the world suffices me ; for arms 
are the only things I value, and combat is my bed of repose." 
*^ At this rate. Sir Knight, you may safely alight, and I dare 
assure yon, you can hardly miss being kept awi£e all the year 
long in this house, much less one single night." With that he 
went and held Don Quixote's stirrup, who having ate nothing 
all that day, dismounted with no small trouble and difficulty. 
He immediately desired the governor Tthat is, the innkeeper) to 
have special care of his steed, assuring him that there was not a 
better in the universe ; upon which the innkeeper viewed him 
narrowly, but could not think him to be half so good as Don 
Quixote said. However, having set him up in the stable, he 
came back to the knight to see what he wanted, and whether he 
would eat anything. "That I will, with all my heart,'* cried 
Don Quixote, " wlmtever it be; for I am of opinion nothing can 
eome to me more seasonably." Now, it happened to be Friday, 
and there was nothing to be had at the inn but some pieces of 
fish, which they call truchuela ; so they asked him whether he 
could eat any of that truchuela, because they had no other fish 
to eive him. Don Quixote imagining they meant small trout, 
told them, that provided there were more than one, it was the 
same thing to him, they would serve him as well as a great one ; 
*'for," continued he, "it is all one to me whether I am paid a piece 
of eight in one single piece, or in eight small reals, which are 
worth as much. Besides, it is probable these small trouts may 
be like veal, which is finer meat than beef; or like the kid, which 
is better than the goat. In short, let it be what it will, so it 
oomes quickly ; for the weight of armour and the fatigue of travel 
are not to be supported without recruiting food." Thereupon 
thev laid the clotn at the inn-door for the benefit of the fresh air, 
anci the landlord brought him a piece of the salt fish, but ill- 
watered and as ill-dresMd ; and as for the bread, it was as mouldy 
and brown as the knight's armour. 

While he was at supper, a pig-driver happened to sound his 
cane-trumpet, or whistle of reeds, four or ^\e times as he came 
near the inn, which made Don Quixote the more positive that he 
was in a fSamous ca«tle^ where he was entertained with mMtSv&^t 
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supper, that the country girls were great ladies, and the inn- 
keeper the governor of the castle, which made hira applaud him- 
self for his resolution, and his setting out on such an account. 
The only thing that vexed him was, tfiit he was not yet dubbed 
a knight ; for he fancied he could not lawfully undertake any 
adventure till he had received the order of knighOiood. 



CHAPTER III. 

An account qf the pleasant method taken by Don Q^ixote to be dubbed 
a knight, 

Don Qttixotb's mind being disturbed with that thought, he 
abridged even his short supper ; and as soon as he had done, he 
called his host, then shut him and himself up in the stable, and 
falling at his feet, " I will never rise from this place," cried he, 
"most valorous knight, till you have graciously vouchsafed to 
grant me a boon, which I will now beg of you, and which will 
redound to your honour and the ^6od of mankind.'' The inn- 
keeper, strangely at a loss to find his guest at his feet, and talking 
at this rate, endeavoured to make him rise ; but all in vain, till he 
had promised to grant him what he asked. " I expected no less 
from your sreat magnificence, noble sir," replied Don Quixote ; 
"and therefore I make bold to tell 'you, that the boon which I 
beg, and you generously condescend to grant me, is, that to-mor- 
row you will he pleased to bestow the honour of knighthood upon 
me. This night I will watch my armour in the chapel of your 
castle, and then in the morning you shall gratify me, that I may 
be duly qualified to seek out adventures m every comer of the 
universe, to relieve the distressed, according to the laws of chivalry 
and the inclinations of knights-errant like myself." The inn- 
keeper, who, as I said, was a sharp fellow, and had already a- 
shrewd suspicion of his guest's disorder, was fully convinced 
of it when he heard him talk in this manner ; and, to make sport 
he resolved to humour him, telling him he was much to be com- 
mended for his choice of such an employment, which was altoge- 
ther worthy a knight of the first order, such as his gallant de- 
portment discovert him to be : that he himself had in his youth 
followed that profession, ranging through many parts of the world 
in search of adventures, tiU at leneth he retired to this castle, 
where he lived on his own estate and those of others, entertaining 
all knights-errant of what qusdity or condition soever, purely for 
the great affection he bore them, and to partake of what they 
might share with him in return. He added, that his castle at> 
present had no chapel where the knight might keep the vigil of his 
arms, it being pulled down in-order to be new built ; but that he 



CH. III.] DON QUIXOTS. 9 

knew tbey might lawfully be watched in anv other place in a case 
of necessity, and therefore he might do it that night in the court- 
yard of the castle; and in the morning all the necessary cere- 
monies should be performed, so that he mieht assure himself he 
should be dubbed a knight, nay as much a knight as any one in 
the world could be. He then asked Don Quixote whether he had 
any money ? " Not a cross," replied the knight, " for I never 
read in any history of chivalry that any kuight-errantever carried 
money about him/' ** You are mistaken," cried the innkeeper ; 
''for admit the histories are silent in this matter, the authors 
thinking it needless to mention things so evidently necessary as 
money and clean shirts, yet there is no reason to believe the 
knights went without either; and you may rest assured, that all 
the knights-errant, of whom so many histories are full, had their 
purses well lined to supply themselves with necessaries, and car- 
ried also with them some shirts, and a small box of salves to heal 
their wounds ; for they had not the conveniency of sureeons to 
cure them every time they fought in fields and deserts, unless tbey 
were so happy as to have some sage or magician for their friend 
to give them present assistance, sending them some damsel or 
dwarf through the air in a cloud, with a small bottle of water of 
so great a virtue, that they no sooner tasted a drop of it, but their 
wounds were as perfectly cured as if they had never received any. 
But when they wanted such a friend in former ages, the knights 
thought themselves obliged to take care that their squires should 
be provided with money and other necessaries ; and if those knights 
ever happened to have no squires, which was but very seldom, 
then they carried those things behind them in a little bag. I 
must therefore advise you," continued he, " never from this time 
forwards to ride without money, nor without the other neces- 
saries of which I spoke to you, which you will find very beneficial 
when you least expect it." Don Quixote promised to perform all 
his injunctions ; and so they disposed every thin^ in order to his 
watchio^ his arms in the great yard. To winch purpose the 
knight, naving got them all together, laid them in a horse-trough 
close by a well ; then bracing his target, and grasping his lance, 
just as it grew dark, he began to walk about by the horse-trough 
with a graceful deportment. In the mean while, the innkeeper 
acquainted all those that were in the house with the extravagan- 
cies of his guest, his watching his arms, and bis hopes of being 
made a knight. They all marvelled very much at so strange a 
kind of folly, and went on to observe him at a distance ; where, 
thev saw hira sometimes walk about with a great deal of gravity, 
ancf sometimes lean on his lance, with his eyes all the while fixed 
upon his arms. It was now undoubted night, but yet the moon 
did shine with such a brightness, as might almost have vied with 
that of the luminary which lent it her ; so that the knight was 
wholly exposed to the spectators' view. WhUe be Yf«A tL\x& ^m- 
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ployed, one of the carriers who lodged in the inn came out to 
water his mules, which he could not do without removing the 
arms out of the trough. With that, Don Quixote, who saw him 
make towards them, cried out to him aloud, **0 thou, whoever 
thou art, rash knight, that preparer to lay thy hands on the arms 
of the most valorous knight-errant that ever wore a sword, take 
heed ; do not audaciously attempt to profane them with a touch, 
lest instant death be the too sure reward of thy temerity/' But 
the carrier regarded not these threats ; ahd laying hold of the 
armour without any more ado, threw it a good way from him ; 
though it had been better for him to have let it alone ; for Don 
Quixote no sooner saw this, but lifting up his eyes to heaven, and 
thus addressing his thoughts, as it seemed, to his lady Dulcinea ; 
** Assist me, lady,'' cried ne, "in the first opportunity that offers 
itself to your faithful slave ; nor let your favour and protection be 
denied me in this first trial of my valour !" Repeating such-like 
ejaculations, he let slip his target, and lifting up his lance with 
both his hands, he gave the carrier such a terrible knock on his 
inconsiderate head with his lance, that he laid him at his feet in 
a woful condition; and had he backed that blow with another, the 
fellow would certainly have had no need of a surgeon. This 
done, Don Quixote took up his armour, laid it again in the horse- 
trough, and then walked on backwards and forwards with as great 
unconcern as he did at first. 

Soon after another carrier, not knowing what had happened, 
came also to water his mules, while the first yet lay on the ground 
in a trance ; but as he offered to clear the trough of the armour, 
Don Quixote, without speaking a word, or imploring any one's 
assistance, once more dropped his target, lifted up his lance, and 
then let it fall so heavily on the fellow's pate, that without da- 
maging his lance, he broke the carrier's head in three or four 
places. His outcry soon alarmed and brought thither all the 
people in the inn, and the landlord among the rest ; which Don 
Quixote prceiving, ** Thou Queen of Beauty," cried he, bracing 
on his shield, and drawing his sword, " thou courage and vijjour 
of my weakened heart, now is the time when thou must enliven 
thy adventurous slave with the beams of thy greatness, while this 
moment he is engaging in so terrible an adventure ! " With this, 
in his opinion, he found himself supplied with such an addition of 
courage, that had all the carriers in the world at once attacked 
him, he would undoubtedly have faced them all. On the other 
side, the carriers, enraged to see their comrades thus used, though 
they were afraid to come near, gave the knight such a volley of 
stones, that ho was forced to shelter himself as well as he could 
under the covert of his target, without daring to go iar from the 
horse-trough, lest he should seem to abandon his arms. The inn- 
keeper called to the carriers as loud as he could to let him alone ; 
that be had told them already he was mad, and consequently the 
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law would acquit him, though he should kill them. Don Quixote 
also made yet more noise, calling them false and treacherous 
▼illains, and the lord of liie castle base and unhospitable, and a 
discourteous knight, for suffering a knight-errant to be so abused. 
" I would make thee know," cned he, " what a perfidious wretch 
thou art, had I but received the order of knighthood ; but for you, 
base, ignominious rabble, fling on, do your worst ; come on, draw 
nearer if you dare, and receive the reward of your indiscretion - 
and insolence." This he spoke with so much spirit and undaunt- 
edness, that he struck a terror into all his assailants ; so that, partly 
through fear, and partly through the innkeeper's persuasions, 
they gave over flinging stones at him ; and he, on his side, per- 
mitted the enemy to carry ofl* their wounded, and then returned 
to the guard of his arms as calm and composed as before. 

The innkeeper, who began somewhat to disrelish these mad 
tricks of his guest, resolved to despatch him forthwith, and bestow 
on him that unlucky knighthood, to prevent farther mischief : so 
coming to him, he excused himself for the insolence of those base 
seoundrels, as being done without his privity or consent ; but their 
audaciousness, he said, was sufficiently punished. He added, that 
he had already told him there was no chapel in his castle ; and 
that indeed there was no need of one to finish the rest of the cere- 
mony of knighthood, which consisted only in the application of 
the sword to the neck and shoulders, as he had read in the register 
of the ceremonies of the order ; and that this might be performed 
as well in a field as anywhere else : that he had already fulfilled 
the obligation of watching his arms, which required no more than 
two hours watch, whereas he had been four hours upon the guard. 
Don Quixote, who easily believed him, told him he was ready to 
obey him, and desired him to make an end of the business as soon 
as possible ; for if he were but knighted, and should see himself 
once attacked, he believed he should not leave a man alive in the 
castle, except those whom he should desire him to spare for his 
lake. 

Upon thi?, the innkeeper, lest the knight should proceed to 
such extremities, fetched the book in which he used to set down 
the carriers' accounts for straw and barley ; and having brought 
with him the two kind females already mentioned, and a boy 
that held a piece of lighted candle in his hand, he ordered Don 
Quixote to kneel : then reading in his nianual, as if he had been 
repeating some pious oration, in the midst of his devotion he lifted 
up his hand, and eave him a good blow on the neck, and then a 
gentle slap on the back with the fiat of his sword, still mumbling 
some words between his teeth in the tone of a prayer. After this 
he ordered one of the ladies to sird the sword about the knight's 
waist : which she did with much solemnity, and, I may add, dis- 
cretion, considering how hard a thing it was to forbear laughing 
at every circumstance of the ceremony : it is true, the thou^ht&oC 
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the knighf s late prowess did not a little contribute to the sup- 
pression of her mirth. As she girded on his sword, "Heaven," 
cried the kind lady, " make your worship a lucky knight, and 

Srosper you wherever you go." Don Quixote desired to know 
er name, that he might understand to whom he was indebted for 
the favour she had bestowed upon him, and also make her par- 
taker of the honour he was to acquire by the strength of his arm. 
To which the lady answered with all humility, that her name was 
Tolosa, a cobbler's daughter, that kept a stall amon? the little 
shops of Sanchobinaya at Toledo ; and that whenever he pleased 
to command her, she would be his humble servant. Don Quixote 
begged of her to do him the favour to add hereafter the title of 
lady to her name, and for his sake to be called from that time the 
Laay Toloso ; which she promised to do. Her companion having 
buckled on his spurs, occasioned a like conference between them ; 
and when he had asked her name, she told him she went by the 
name of Molivera, being the daughter of an honest miller of 
Antequera. Our new knight entreated her also to style herself 
the Lady Molivera, making her new offers of service. These 
extraordmary cjeremonies (the like never seen before) being thus 
hurried over in a kind of post-haste, Don Quixote could not rest 
till he had taken the field in quest of adventures ; therefore having 
immediately saddled his Rozinante, and being mounted, he em- 
braced the innkeeper, and returned him so many thanks at so 
extravagant a rate, for the obligation he had laid upon him in 
dubbing him a knight, that it is impossible to give a true relation 
of them all ; to which the innkeeper, in haste to ffet rid of him, 
returned as rhetorical though shorter answers ; and without stop- 
ping his horse for the reckoning, was glad with all his heart to 
see him go. 



CHAPTER IV. 

What btfel the Knight after he had left the inn, 

Aurora began to usher in the mom, when Don Quixote sallied 
out of the inn, so overjoyed to find himself knighted, that he in- 
fused the same satisfaction into his horse, who seemed ready to 
burst his girths for joy. But calling to mind the admonitions 
which the innkeeper had given him, concerning the provision of 
necessary accommodation in his travels, particularly money and 
clean shirts, he resolved to return home to furnish himself with 
them, and likewise get him a squire, designing to entertain as 
such a labouring man, his neighbour, who was poor and had a 
number of children, but yet very fit for the office. With this reso- 
lution he took the road which led to his own village. The knight 
had not travelled far, when he fancied he heard an effeminate 
voice complaining in a thicket on his right hand. << I thask 



CH. IV.3 BON QUIXOTE. 13 

Heaveiiy'' said he^ when he heard the cries, ^^ for favouring me so 
soon with an opportunity to perform the duty of mj profession^ 
and rem the fruits of my desire ; for these complaints are cer- 
tainly the moans of some distressed creature who wants my pre- 
sent nelp." Then turning to that side with all the speed which 
Rozinante could make, he no sooner came into the wood hut he 
found a mare tied to an oak, and to another a young lad about 
fifteen years of age, naked from the waist upwards. This was he 
who made such a lamentable outcry ; and not without cause, for 
a lusty country-fellow was strapping him soundly with a girdle, 
at every stripe putting him in mind of a proverb, Keep your 
mouth shut, and your eyes open. ^^ Good master,^' cried the boy, 
** I'll do so no more : indeed, master, hereafter I'll take more 
care of your goods." Don Quixote seeing this, cried in an angry 
tone, '^ Discourteous knight, 'tis an unworthy act to strike a 
person who is not able to defend himself: come, bestride thy 
steed, and take thy lance, then I'll make thee know thou hast 
acted the part of a coward." The country-fellow, who gave him- 
self for lost at the sight of an apparition in armour brandishing 
his lance at his face, answered him in mild and submissive words: 
" Sir knight," cried he, *' this boy, whom I am chastising, is my 
servant; and because I correct him for his carelessness or his 
knavery, he says I do it out of covetousness, to defraud him of 
his -wsges ; but, upon my life and soul, he belies me." '' Say est 
thou tfis in my presence, vile rustic," cried Don Quixote ; " for 
thy insolent speech, I have a good mind to run thee through the 
boay with my lance. Pay the boy this instant, without any more 
words, or I will immediately despatch and annihilate thee : unbind 
him, I say, this moment." The countryman hung down his head, 
and without any further reply unbound the boy ; who being asked 
by Don Quixote what his master owed him, told him it was nine 
months' wages, at seven reals a month. The knight having cast it 
up, found it came to sixty-three reals in all ; which he ordered the 
&rmer to pay the fellow immediately, unless he intended to lose 
his life that very moment. " The worst is, sir knight," cried the 
£Eirmer, '^ that 1 have no money about me ; but let Andres go 
home with me, and I'll pay him every piece out of hand." 
" What, I go home with him !" cried the youngster ; ** I know 
better thines : for he*d no sooner have me by himself, but he'd 
flay me alive, like another St. Bartholomew." " He will not 
dare," replied Don Quixote ; '' I command him, and that's suffi- 
cient : therefore, provided he will swear by the order of knight- 
hood which has been conferred upon him, that he will duly 
observe this regulation, I will freely let him go, and then thou 
art secure of thy money." " Good sir, take heed what you say," 
eried the boy ; "for my master is no knight, nor ever was of any 
onier in his life : he's John Haldudo, the rich farmer of Quin- 
tinar*" '^ This signifies little," answered Don QuixotA, *' f^t 

c 
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there may be knights among the Haldudos ; besides, the brave 
man carves out his fortune, and every man is the son of his own 
works." " That's true, sir,'' quoth Andres ; " but of what works 
can this master of mine be the son, who denies me my wages, which 
I have earned with the sweat of my brows ?" ** I do not deny to 
pay thee thy wages, honest Andres," cried the master ; '^ do but 
go along with me, and by all the orders of knighthood in the 
world, Ipromise to pay thee every piece, as I said." " Be sure," 
said Don Quixote, " you perform your promise ; for if you fiail, I 
will assuredly return and find you out, and punish you more- 
over, though you should hide yourself as close as a lizard. And if 
you will be informed who it is that lays these injunctions on 
you, that you may understand how highly it concerns you to 
observe them, know, I am Don Quixote de la Mancha, the righter 
of wrongs, the revenger and redresser of grievances ; and so fare- 
well : but remember what you have promised and sworn, as you 
will answer for it at your peril." This said, he clapped spurs to 
Rozinante, and quickly left them behind. 

The countryman, who followed him with both his eyes, no 
sooner perceived that he was passed the woods, and quite out of 
si^ht, than he went back to his boy Andres. *' Come, child," 
said he, " I will pay thee what I owe thee, as that righter of 
wrongs and redresser of grievances has ordered me." " Ay," 
quoth Andres, "on my word, you will do well to fulfil the com- 
mands of that good knight, whom Heaven grant long to live ; for 
he is so brave a man, and so just a judge, that if you don't pay 
me, he will come back and make his words good." "I dare 
swear as much," answered the master ; " and to shew thee how 
much I love thee, I am willing to increase the debt, that I may 
enlarge the payment." With that he caught the youngster by 
the arm, and tied him again to the tree ; where he handled him 
so unmercifully, that scarce any signs of life were left in him. 
" Now call your righter of wrongs, Mr. Andres," cried the 
farmer, " ana you shall see he will never be able to undo what I 
have done ; though I think it is but a part of what I ought to do, 
for I have a good mind to fiay you alive, as you said I would, 
you rascal." However, he untied him at last, and gave him leave 
to go and seek out his judge, in order to have his decree put in 
execution. Andres went his ways, not very well pleased, you 
may be sure, yet fully resolved to find out the valorous Don 
Quixote, and give him an exact account of the whole transaction, 
that he might pay the abuse with sevenfold usury : in short, he 
crept off sobbing and weeping, while his master stayed behind 
laughing. And in this manner was this wrong redressed by the 
valorous Don Quixote de la Mancha. 

In the mean time the knieht, being highly pleased with him- 
self and what had happened, imagining he had given a most for- 
tunate and noble beginning to his feats of arms^ went on towards 



CH. IV«] DON QUIXOTff. 15 

-fais Village^ and soon found himself at a place where four roads 
met ; and this made him presently bethink of those cross- ways 
which often used to put kniffhts-errant to a stand, to consult 
with themselves which way they should take. That he might 
follow their example, he stopped a while, and after he had seri- 
ously reflected on the matter, gave Rozinante the reins, subjecting 
his own will to that of his horse, who, pursuing his first intent, 
took the way that led to his own stable. 

Don Quixote had not gone above two miles, when he discovered 
a company of people ridinflf towards him, who proved to be mer- 
chants of Toleao, going to buy silks in Murcia. They were six in 
all, every one screened with an umbrella, besides four servants on 
horseback, and three muleteers on foot. The knight no sooner 
perceived them but he imagined this to be some new adventure ; 
so, fixing himself in his stirrups, couching his lance, and covering 
his breast with his target, he posted himself in the middle of the 
road, expecting the coming up of the supposed knights-errant. 
As soon as they came within hearing, with a loud voice and 
haughty tone, "Hold,'' cried he ; ** let no man hope to pass fur- 
ther, imless he acknowledge and confess that there is not in the 
universe a more beautiful damsel than the empress of La Mancha, 
the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso.'' At those words the mer- 
chants made a halt, to view the unaccountable figure of their 
opponent; and conjecturing, both by his expression and disguise, 
that the poor gentleman had lost his senses, they were willing 
to understand the meaning of that strange confession which m 
would force from them ; and therefore one of the company, who 
loved raillery, and had discretion to manage it, undertook to talk 
to him. " Signer cavalier," cried he, "we do not know this 
worthy lady you talk of; but be pleased to let us see her, and 
then if we find her possessed of those matchless charms, of which 

}roa assert her to be the mistress, we will freely, and without the 
east compulsion, own the truth which you would extort from 
us.'* " Had I once shewn you that beauty," replied Don Quixote, 
" what wonder would it be to acknowledge so notorious a truth? 
the importance of the thing lies in obli^ng you to believe it, con- 
fess it, affirm it, swear it, and maintain it, without seeing her ; and 
therefore make this acknowledgment this very moment, or know 
that with me you must join in battle, ye proud and unreasonable 
mortals ! Come one by one, as the laws of chivalry require, or all 
at once, according to the dishonourable practice of men of your 
stamp ; here I expect you all my single self, and will stand the 
encounter, confiding in the justice of my cause." " Sir knight,*' 
replied the merchant, " I beseech you, that for the discharge of 
our consciences, whidi will not permit us to affirm a thing we 
never heard or saw, and which, besides, tends so much to the dis- 
honour of the empresses and queens of Alcaria and Estramadura, 
your worship will vouchsafe to let us see some poTlmlxsi^ q^XIcaX 
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lady, though it were no bigger than a grain of wheat ; for by a 
small sample we may judge of the whole piece, and by that means 
rest secure and satisfied, and you contented and appeased. Nay, 
I verily believe, that we all find ourselves already so inclinable 
to comply with you, that though her picture should represent her 
to be blind of one eye, and distilling vermilion and brimstone 
at the other, yet to oblige you, we shall be ready to say in her 
favour whatever your worship desires.'^ " Distil, ye infamous 
scoundrels," replied Don Quixote in a burning rage, " distil, say 
you ? know, that nothing distils from her but amber and civet ; 
neither is she defective in her make or shape, but more straight 
than a Guadaramian spindle. But you shall all severely pay for 
the blasphemy which thou hast uttered against the transcendent 
beauty of my incomparable lady." Saying this, with his lance 
couched, he ran so furiously at the merchant who thus provoked 
him, that had not ^ood rortune so ordered it that Uozinante 
should stumble and fall in the midst of his career, the audacious 
trifler had paid dear for his raillery : but as Rozinante fell, he 
threw down his master, who rolled and tumbled a good way on 
the ground without being able to jget upon his legs, though he 
used all his skill and strength to effect it, so encumbered he was 
with his lance, target, spurs, helmet, and the weight of his rusty 
armour. However, in this helpless condition he played the hero 
with his tongue ; " Stay," cried he ; " cowards, rascals, do not 
fiy ! it is not through my fault that I lie here, but through that 
of my horse, ye poltroons !" 

One of the muleteers, who was none of the best-natured crea- 
tures, hearing the overthrown knight thus insolently treat his 
master, could not bear it without returning him an answer on his 
ribs ; and therefore coming up to him as he lay wallowing, he 
snatched his lance, and having broke it to pieces, so belaboured 
Don Quixote's sides with one of them, that, m spite of his arm.s, 
he thrashed him like a wheatsheaf. His master indeed called to 
him not to lay on him so vigorously, and to let him alone ; but 
the fellow, whose hand was in, would not give over till he had 
tired out his passion and himself; and therefore running to the 
other pieces of the broken lance, he fell to it again without ceas- 
ing, till he had splintered them all on the knight's iron enclosure. 
At last the mule-driver was tired, and the merchants pursued 
their journey, sufiiciently furnished with matter of discourse at 
the poor knight's expense. When he found himself alone, he tried 
once more to set on his feet ; but if he could not do it when he 
had the use of his limbs, how should he do it now, bruised and 
battered as he was ? But yet for all this, he esteemed himself a 
happy man, being still persuaded that his misfortune was one of 
those accidents common in knight-errantry, and such a one as he 
could wholly attribute to the felling of his horse. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A further account qfcwr Knight* 8 mi^ortunea, 

Don Quixote perceiving that he was not able to stir, resolved 
to have recourse to his usual remedv, which was to bethink him- 
self what passage in his books might afford him some comfort : 
and presently his frenzy brought to his remembrance the story 
of Baldwin and the Marquis of Mantua, when Chariot left the 
former wounded on the mountain ; a story learned and known by 
little children, not unknown to young men and women, cele- 
brated, and even believed, by the old, and yet not a jot more 
authentic than the miracles of Mahomet. This seemed to him as 
if made on purpose for his present circumstances, and therefore 
he fell a roUmg and tumbling up and down, expressing the great- 
est pain and resentment, and breathing out, with a languishing 
voice, the same complaints which the wounded Knight of the 
Wood is said to have made ! 

" Alaa ! T?here are you, lady dear, 
That for my woe you do not moan ? 
You little know what ails me here. 
Or at^ to me disloyal grown." 

Thus he went on with the lamentations in that romance, till 
he came to these verses : — 

" O thou, my imcle and my prince, 

Marquis of Mantua, noble lord !'' — 

When kind fortune so ordered it that a ploughman, who lived in 
the same village, and near his house, happened to pass by, as he 
came from the mill with a sack of wheat. The fellow seeing a 
man lie at his full length on the ground, asked him who he was, 
and why he made such a sad complaint. Don Quixote, whose 
distempered brain presently represented to him the countryman 
as the Marquis of Mantua, his imaginary uncle, made him no an- 
swer, but went on with the romance. The fellow stared, much 
amazed to hear a man talk such unaccountable stuff; and taking 
off the yizor of his helmet, broken all to pieces with blows be- 
stowed upon it by the mule-driver, he wiped off the dust that 
covered nis face, and presently knew the gentleman. " Master 
Quixada!" cried he (tor so he was properly called when he had 
the right use of his senses, and had not yet from a sober gentle- 
man transformed himself into a wandering knight); '^ how came 
you in this condition V But the other continuedf his romance^ 
and made no answers to all the questions the countryman put to 

c2 
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him, but what followed in course in the book : which the good 
man perceiving, he took off the battered adventurer's armour as 
well as he could, and fell a searching for his wounds ; but finding 
no sign of blood, or any other hurt, he endeavoured to set him 
upon nis legs ; and at last with a great deal of trouble, he heaved 
him upon his own ass, as being the more easy and gentle carriage : 
he also got all the knight's arms together, not leaving behind so 
much as the splinters of his lance ; and having tied them up, and 
laid them on Kozinante, which he took by the bridle, and nis ass 
by the halter, he led them all towards the village, and trud|;ed on 
foot himself, while he reflected on the extravagances which he 
heard Don Quixote utter. ^Nor was the Don himself less melan- 
choly ; for he felt himself so bruised and battered that he could 
hardly sit on the ass ; and now and then he breathed such griev- 
ous sighs, as seemed to pierce the very skies, which moved his 
compassionate neighbour once more to entreat him to declare to 
him the cause of his grief: so he bethought himself of the Moor 
Abindaraez, whom Rodrigo de Narvaez, Alcade of Antequera, 
took and carried prisoner to his castle ; so that when the husband- 
man asked him how he did and what ailed him, he answered 
word for word as the prisoner Abindaraez replied to Rodrigo 
de Narvaez, in the Diana of George di Montemayor, where that 
adventure is related ; applying it so properly to his purpose, 
that the countryman wished himself any where than within the 
hearing of such strange nonsense ; and beine now fully con- 
vinced that his neighbour's brains were turned, he made all the 
haste he could to the village, to be rid of him. Don Quixote 
in the mean time thus went on : " You must know, Don Rod- 
rigo de Narvaez, that this beautiful Xerifa, of whom I gave you 
an account, is at present the most lovely Dulcinea del Toboso, 
for whose sake I have done, still do, and will achieve the most 
famous deeds of chivalry that ever were, are, or ever shall be 
seen in the universe." ^* Good sir," replied the husbandman, 
'^ I am not Don Rodrigo de Narvaez, nor the Marquis of Mantua, 
but Pedro Alonzo by name, your worship's neighbour ; nor are 
you Baldwin, nor Abindaraez, but only that worthy gentleman 
Senior Quixada." " I know very well who I am," answered 
Don Quixote ; " and what's more, I know, that I may not only 
be the persons I have named, but also the twelve peers of France, 
nay and the nine worthies all in one ; since my achievements will 
out^rival not only the famous exploits which made any of them 
singly illustrious, but all their mighty deeds accumulated to^- 
gether." 

Thus discoursing, they at last got near their village about sun- 
set ; but the countryman stayed at some distance till it was dark, 
that the distressed gentleman might not be seen so scurvilv 
mounted, and then he led him home to his own house, whien 
he found in great confusion. The curate and the barber of the 
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viUage, both of tbem Don Quixote's intimate acquaintances, hap- 
pen^ to be there at that juncture, as also the housekeeper, 'who 
was arffuing with them : " What do you think, pray, good Doctor 
Perez," said she, (for this was the curate's name) " what do you 
think of my master's mischance? neither he, nor his horse, nor 
his tarset, lanoe, nor armour, have been seen these six days. 
What &all I do, wretch that I am ? I dare ]ay my life, and it is 
as sure as I am a living creature, that those cursed books of 
arrantry, which he used to be always poring upon, have set bim 
beside his senses ; for now I remember I have heard him often 
mutter to himself that he had a mind to turn knight-errant, and 
lamble up and down the world to find out adventures/' His 
niece added, addressing herself to the barber ; '* You must know, 
Mr. Nicholas, that many times my uncle would read you those 
unconscionable books of disventures for eight-and-forty hours to- 
gether; then away he would throw his book, and drawing his 
sword, ho would nill a fencing against the walls ; and when he 
had tired himself with cutting and slashing, he would cry he bad 
killed four giants as big as any steeples ; and the sweat which he 

d himself into, he would say was the blood of the wounds he 
received in the fi^ht : then would he swallow a huge jug of 
cold water, antl presenuy he would be as quiet and as wefl as ever 
he was in his life ; and he said that this same water was a sort of 
precious drink brought him by the sage Esquife, a great magi- 
cian and his special friend. Now, it is I who am the cause of 
all this mischief, for not giving you timely notice of my uncle's 
raving, that you might have put a stop to it, ere it was too late, 
and have burnt all these excommunicated books ; for there are I 
do not know how many of them that deserve as much to be burnt 
as those of the rankest heretics." " I am of your mind," said 
the curate; "and verily to-morrow shall not pass over before I 
have fairly brought them to a trial, and condemned them to the 
flames, that they may not minister occasion to such as would read 
them, to be perverted after the example of my good friend." 

The countryman, who, with Don Quixote, stood without, lis- 
tening to all this discourse, now perfectly understood the cause 
of his neighbour's disorder ; and, without any more ado, he called 
out, *' Open the gates there, for the Lord Baldwin, and the Lord 
Marquis of Mantua, who is coming sadly wounded ; and for 
the Moorish Lord Abindaraez, whom the valorous Don Hodrigo 
de Narvaez, Alcade of Antequera, brings prisoner." At which 
words they all got out of doors ; and the one finding it to be her 
imcle, and the other to be her master, and the rest their friend, 
who bad not yet alighted from the ass, because indeed he was not 
able, they all ran to embrace him ; to whom Don Quixote : " For- 
bear," said he, " for I am sorely hurt, by reason that my horse 
fiuled me ; carry me to bed, and, if it be possible, let the enchan- 
tress Urganda be sent for to cure my wounds." *' Now^^' quioth. 
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the housekeeper, " see whether I did not guess right, on which 
foot my master baited ! — Come, get to bed, I beseech you ; and, 
my life for yours, we will take care to cure you without sending 
for that same Urganda. A hearty curse, I say, light upon those 
books of chivalry that have put you in this pickle \" Whereupon 
they carried him to his bed, and searched for his wounds, but 
could find none ; and then he told them he was only bruised, hav- 
ing had a dreadful fall from his horse Rozinante while he was 
fighting ten giants, the most outrageous and audacious upon the 
face of the earth. " Ho, ho V cried the curate, ^' are there giants 
too in the dance ? nay, then, we will have them all burnt by to- 
morrow night." Then they asked the Don a thousand questions, 
but to every one he made no other answer, but that they should 
give him something to eat, and then leave him to his repose. 
They complied with his desires ; and then the curate informed 
himself at lar^e in what condition the countryman had found 
him; and havmg had a full account of every particular, as also 
of the knight's extravagant talk, both when the fellow found him, 
and as he brought him home, this increased the curate's desire of 
efiecting what he had resolved to do next morning : at which time 
he called upon his friend, Mr. Nicholas the barber, and went 
with him to Don Quixote's house. 



CHAPTER VI. 

0/ the pleasant and curiow scrutiny which the Curate and the Barber 
made of the library of our ingenious gentleman. 

The knight was yet asleep, when the curate came, attended by 
the barber, and desired his niece to let him have the key of the 
room where her uncle kept his books, the author of his woes : 
she readily consented ; and so in they w^t, and the housekeeper 
with them. There they found above an nundred large volumes 
neatly bound, and a good number of small ones. As soon as the 
housekeeper had spied them out, she ran out of the study, and 
returned immediately with a holy-water pot and a sprinkler: 
" Here, doctor," cried she, " pray sprinkle every cranny and 
corner in the room, lest there should lurk in it some one of the 
many sorcerers these books swarm with, who might chance to 
bewitch us, for the ill-will we bear them, in going about to send 
them out of the world." The curate could not forbear smiling at 
the good woman's simplicity ; and desired the barber to reach 
him the books one by one, that he might peruse the title-pages, 
for perhaps he might find some among them that might not de- 
serve this fate, *• Oh, by no means," cried the niece ; " spare 
none of them ; they all help, somehow or other, to crack my uncle's 
brain. I fancy we had best throw them all out at the window 
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in the yard, and lay tbem together in a heap, and then set them 
on fire, or else carry them into the back-yard, and there make a 

Cof them, and bum them, and so the smoke will offend uo- 
Y" The housekeeper joined with her, so eagerly bent were 
both upon the destruction of those poor innocents ; but the curate 
would not condescend to those irregular proceedings, and resolved 
first to read at least the title-page of every book. 

The first that Mr. Nicholas put into ms hands was Amadis de 
Gaul, in foor volumes. '' There seems to be some mystery in this 
book's being the first taken down," cried the curate, as soon as 
he bad looked upon it ; ^^ for I have heard it is the first book of 
kniffht-errantry tnat ever was printed in Spain, and the model 
oful the rest; and therefore I am of opinion, that, as the first 
teacher and author of so pernicious a sect, it ought to be con- 
demned to the fire without mercy." " I beg a reprieve for him," 
cried the barber ; ^< for I have been told 'tis the best book that has 
been written in that kind ; and therefore, as the only ^ood thing of 
that sort, it may deserve a pardon." " Well then," replied the 
earate, '^ for this time let nim have it. Let's see that other, 
which lies next to him." '< These," said the barber, ''are the 
exploits of Esplandian, the son of Amadis de Graul." " Verily," 
laid the curate, '' the father's goodness shall not excuse the want 
of it in the son. Here, eood mistress housekeeper, open that win- 
dow, and throw it into the yard, and let it serve as a foundation to 
that pile we are to set a blazing presently." She was not slack in 
her obedience ; and thus poor Don Esplandian was sent headlong 
into the yard, there patiently to wait the time of punishment. 

" To the next," cried the curate. "This," said the barber, 
''is Amadis of Greece; and Fm of opinion that all those that 
stand on this side are of the same family." " Then let them all 
be sent packing into the yard," replied the curate. They were 
deliyered to the housekeeper accordingly, and many they were ; 
and to save herself the labour of carrying them down stairs, she 
fidrly sent them flying out at the window. 

" What overgrown piece of lumber have we here?" cried the 
curate. " Olivante de Laura," returned the barber. " The same 
author wrote the Garden of Flowers ; and, to deal ingeniously 
with you, I cannot tell which of the two books has most truth in 
it, or, to speak more properly, less lies : but this 1 know for cer- 
tain, that he shall march into the back-yard, like a nonsensical 
arrogant blockhead as he is.'' 

** The next," cried the barber, " is Florismart of Hyrcania." 
*' How ! my Lord Florismart, is he here ?" replied the curate : 
" nay, then truly, he shall e'en follow the rest to the yard, in spite 
of his wonderfiil birth and incredible adventures ; for his rou^h, 
dull, and insipid style deserves no better usage. Come, toss mm 
into the yard, and this other too, good mistress." 

" Here's the noble Don Platir," cried the barber. " 'T\a wi 
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old book," replied the curate, ** and I can think of nothing in 
him that deserves a grain of pity : awav with him, without any 
more words ;" and down he went acc(M*dmgly. 

Another book was opened, and it proved to be the Knight of 
the Cross, "The holy title," cried the cdtate, " might in some 
measure atone ibr the badness of the book ; but then, as the say- 
ing is. The devil lurks behind the cross! To the flames with him/' 

Then opening another volume, he found it to be Palmerin de 
Oliva, and the next to that Palmerin of England. " Ha, have 
I found you V* cried the curate. " Here, take that Oliva, let him 
be torn to pieces, then burnt, and his ashes scattered in the air ; 
but let Palmerin of England be preserved as a sin^Iar relic of 
antiquity ; and let such a costly box be made for nim as Alex- 
ander found among the spoils of Darius, which he devoted to 
enclose Homer's works : tor I must tell you, neighbour, that 
book deserves particular respect for two things ; first, for its own 
excellencies ; and, secondly, for the sake of its author, who is 
said to have been a learned king of Portugal : then all the 
adventures of the Castle of Miraguarda are well and artfully 
managed, the dialogue very courtly and clear, and the decorum 
strictly observed in equal character, with equal propriety and 
judgment. Therefore, Master Nicholas," continued he, "with 
submission to your better advice, this and Amadis de Gaul shall 
be exempted from the fire ; and let all the rest be condemned, 
without any further inquiry or examination." " By no means, 
I beseech you," returned the barber, " for this which I have 
in my hands is the famous Don Bellianis." "Truly," cried 
the curate, "he, with his second, third, and fourth parts, had 
need of a dose of rhubarb to purge his excessive choler: besides, 
his Castle of Fame should be demolished, and a heap of other 
rubbish removed; in order to which I give my vote to grant 
them the benefit of a reprieve ; and as they shew signs of amend- 
ment, so shall mercy or justice be used towards them : in the 
mean time, neighbour, take them into custody, and keep them 
safe at home ; but let none be permitted to converse with them." 
" Content," cried the barber ; and to save himself the labour of 
looking on any more books of that kind, he bid the housekeeper 
take all the great volumes, and throw them into the yard. This 
was not spoken to one stupid or deaf, but to one who had a greater 
mind to be burning them, than weaving the finest and largest 
web : so that laying hold of no less than eight volumes at once, 
she presently made them leap towards the place of execution. 
" But what shall we do with all these smaller books that are 
left?" said the barber. " Certainly," replied the curate, "these 
cannot be books of knight-errantry, they are too small ; you will 
find they are only poets." And so opening one, it happened to 
bo the Diana of Montemayor ; which made him say, (believing 
a)} the rest to be of that stamp) ^' These do not deserve to l^ 
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panished like the others, for they neither have done, nor can do, 
that mischief which those stories of chivalry have done, being 
generally ingenious books, that can do nobody any prejudice." 
" Oh ! good sir," cried the niece, " bum them with the rest, I 
beseech you ; for should mv uncle get cured of his knisht-crrant 
frenzy, and betake himself to the reading of these books, we 
should have him turn shepherd, and so wander through the woods 
and fields ; nay, and what would be worse yet, turn poet, which 
they say is a catching and incurable disease." *' The gentle- 
woman is in the right," said the curate ; '^and it will not be amiss 
to remove that stumbling-block out of our friend's way ; and 
since we began with the Diana of Montemayor, I am of opinion 
we ought not to bum it, but only take out that part of it which 
treats of the magician Felicia and the enchanted water, as also 
all the longer poems ; and let the work escape with its prose, and 
the honour of oeing the first of that kind." ** Here," quoth the 
barber, " I've a book called the Ten Books of the Fortunes of 
Love, by Anthony de Lofraco, a Sardinian poet." **Now we 
have got a prize," cried the curate, *^ I do not think since Ai)ollo 
was Apollo, the muses muses, and the poets poets, there ever was 
t more humorous, more whimsical book ! Of all the works of the 
kind commend me to this, for in its way 'tis certainly the best 
tnd most singular that ever was published; and he that never 
read it may safely think he never in his life read any thing that 
was pleasant." With that he laid it aside with extraordinary 
satisfaction ; and the barber went on : " The next," said he, ** is 
tibe Shepherd of Filida." " He's no shepherd," returned the cu- 
rate, '* but a very discreet courtier ; keep him as a precious jewel." 
'* Here's a bigger," cried the barber, " called the Treasure of 
divers Poems." " Had there been less of it," said the curate, 
'* it would have been more esteemed. 'Tis fit the book should 
be pruned and cleared of some inferior things that encumber and 
deform it : keep it, however, because the author is my friend, 
•ad for the sake of his other more heroic and lofty productions. 
Whaf 8 the next book ?" *'The Galatea of Miguel de Cervantes," 
replied the barber. '^ That Cervantes has been my intimate ac- 
muuntance these many years," cried the curate ; " and I know he 
has been more conversant with misfortunes than with poetry. 
His book, indeed, has I don't know what, that looks like a good 
design; he aims at something, but concludes nothing: thcre- 
f<Nre we must stay for the second part, which he has promised 
OS ; perhaps he may make us amends, and obtain a full pardon, 
wlucQ is aenied him for the present; till that time keep him 
close prisoner at your house." ** I will," quoth the barber : 
** but see, I have here three more for you, the Araucana of Don 
Alonso de Ercilla ; the Austirada of Juan RufFo, a magistrate of 
Cordova ; and the Monserrato of Christopher de Virves, a Valen-^ 
tian poet." *^ These," cried the curate, << are the beat heroic 
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poems we have in Spanish, and may vie with the most celebrated 
of Italy : reserve them as the most valuable performances which 
Spain has to boast of in poetry." 

At last the curate grew so tired with prying into so many 
volumes, that he ordered all the rest to be burnt at a venture. 
But the barber shewed him one which he had opened by chance 
ere the dreadful sentence was past. " Truly," said the curate, 
who saw by the title it was the Tears of Angelica, " I should have 
wept myself, had I caused such a book to share the condemnation 
of ihe rest; for the author was not only one of the best poets in 
Spain, but in the whole world, and translated some of Ovid's 
&bles with extraordinary success." 



CHAPTER VIL 

Don (^ixote's second sally in quest qf adventures. 

TvLi, fifteen days did our knisht remain quietly at home, with« 
out betraying the least sign of his desire to renew his rambling ; 
during which time there passed a great deal of pleasant discourse 
between him and his two friends, the curate and the barber; 
while he maintained, that there was nothing the world stood so 
much in need of as knights-errant ; wherefore he was resolved to 
revive the order : in which disputes Mr. Curate sometimes con- 
tradicted him, and sometimes submitted ; for had he not now and 
then given way to his fancies, there would have been no convers- 
ing with him. 

In the mean time Don Quixote solicited one of his neighbours, 
a country labourer and honest fellow, though poor in purse as 
well as in brains, to become his squire ; in short, the knight talked 
long to him, plied him with so many arguments, and made him 
so many fair promises, that at last the poor silly clown consented 
to go along with him, and be his squire. Amon^ other in- 
ducements to entice him to do it willingly, Don Quixote forgot 
not to tell him, that it was likely such an adventure would pre- 
sent itself, as might secure him tne conquest of some island in the 
time that he might be picking up a straw or two, and then the 
squire might promise himself to be made governor of the place. 
Allured with these large promises, and many others, Sancho 
Panza (for that was the name of the fellow) forsook his wife and 
children to be his neighbour's squire. 

This done, Don Quixote made it his business to furnish him- 
self with money ; to which purpose, selling one house, mortgag- 
ing another, and losing by all, he at last got a pretty good sum 
together. He also borrowed a target of a friend; and having 
patched up his head-piece and beaver as well as he could, he gave 
ids squire notice of the day and hour when he intended to set out. 
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that he also might itmiish himself with what he thought neces- 
sary ; but, above all, he charged him to provide himself with a 
wallet ; whicb Sancho promised to do, telling him he would also 
take his ass along with him, which being a very good one, might 
be a great ease to him, for he was not used to travel much a-foot. 
The mentioning of the ass made the noble knight pause a while ; 
he mused and pondered whether he had ever read of any knight- 
errant, whose squire used to ride upon an ass ; but he could not 
remember any precedent for it : however, he gave him leave at 
l&it to bring his ass, hoping to mount him more honourablv with 
the first opportunity, by unhorsing the next discourteous Knight 
be should meet. He also furnished himself with linen, and as 
many other necessaries as he could conveniently carry, according 
to the innkeeper's advice. Which being done, Sancho Panza, 
without bidding either his wife or children good-bye ; and Don 
Quixote, without taking any more notice of his housekeeper or 
of his niece, stole out of the village one night, not so much as 
suspected by anybody, and made such haste, that by break of 
day they thought themselves out of reach, should they happen to 
be pursued. As for Sancho Panza, he rode like a patriarch, with 
his canvass knapsack, or wallet, and his leathern bottle ; having a 
huge desire to see himself governor of the island, which his roas- 
ter had promised him. 

As they jogged on, " I beseech your worship, sir knight- 
errant,'' quoth Sancho to his master, " be sure you don't forget 
what you promised me about the island ; for I dare say I shall 
make shift to govern it, let it be never so big." "You must 
know, friend Sancho," replied Don Quixote, " that it has been 
the constant practice of knights-errant in former ages to make 
their squires governors of the islands or kingdoms they conquered : 
now I am resolved to outdo my predecessors ; for whereas some-p 
times other knights delayed rewarding their squires till they 
were grown old, and worn out with services, and then put them 
offwitn some title, either of count, or at least marquis of some 
▼alley or province, of great or small extent ; now, if thou and I 
do but live, it may happen, that before we have passed six days 
together, I may conquer some kingdom, having many other 
kingdoms annexed to its imperial crown ; and this would fall out 
most luckily for thee ; for then would I presently crown thee 
king of one of them. Nor do thou ima^ne this to be a mighty 
matter ; for so strange accidents and revolutions, so sudden and 
aonnforeseen, attend the profession of chivalry, that I might easily 

S've thee a great deal more than I have promised." " Why, 
onJd this come to pass," quoth Sancho Panza, " and I be made 
a king by some sucli miracle as your worship says, then Mary 
Gutierez would be at least a (][ueen, and my children infantas and 
princes, an't like your worship." " Who doubts of that?" cried 
Don Quixote. << I doubt of it/' replied Sancho Panza ; << for I 
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cannot help believing, that though it should rain kingdoms down 
upon the face of the earth, not one of them would sit well upon 
Mary Gutierez*8 head ; for I must needs tell you, she*s not worth 
two brass jacks to make a aueen of: no, countess would be better 
for her ; and that, too, will be as much as she can handsomely 
manage." ** Recommend the matter to providence," returned 
Don Quixote; ** 'twill be sure to give what is most expedient for 
thee." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Of the good success which the valorous Don Quixote had in the most 
terrifying and incredible adventure of the WindmillSf with other 
transactions worthy to be transmitted to posterity. 

As they were thus discoursing, they discovered some thirty or 
forty windmills, in the plain ; and as soon a» the knight had 
spied them, " Fortune," cried he, "directs our affairs better than 
we could have wished : look yonder, Sancho, there are at least 
thirty outrageous giants, whom I intend to encounter ; and hav- 
ing aeprivea them of life, we will begin to enrich ourselves with 
their spoils : for they are lawful prize ; and the extirpation of 
that cursed brood will be an acceptable service to heaven." 
♦'What giants?" quoth Sancho Panza. "Those whom thou 
see'st yonder," answered Don Quixote, "with their long ex- 
tended arms; some of that detested race have arms of so immense 
a size that sometimes they reach two leagues in length." " Pray 
look better, sir," quoth Sancho : ^* those things yonder are no 
giants, but windmills, and the arms are their sails, which being 
whirled about by the wind, make the mill go." " 'Tis a sign," 
cried Don Quixote, " thou art but little acquainted with adven- 
tures ! I tell thee, they are giants ; and therefore if thou art 
afraid, go aside and say thy prayers, for I am resolved to engage 
in combat with them all." This said, he clapped spurs to his horsey 
without giving ear to his squire, who bawled out to him, and as- 
sured him that they were windmill<«, and no giants. But he was 
so fully possessed with a strong conceit of the contrary, that ho 
did not so much as hear his squire, nor was he sensible of what 
they were, although he was already very near them. " Stand, 
cowards!" cried he as loud as he could; "stand your ground, 
ignoble creatures, and ny not basely from a single knight, who 
dares encounter you all." At the same time the wind rising, the 
mill-sails began to move, which, when Don Quixote spied, 
" Base miscreants," cried he, " though you move more arras 
than the giant Briareus, you shall pay for your arrogance." He. 
most devoutly recommended himself to his Lady Dulcinea, im- 
plorinor her assistance iu this perilous adventure ; and so covering 
nimself with hb shield^ and couching his lance, he rushed with 
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'Rozinante's utmost speed upon the first windmill be could come 
at, and mnnius his lance into the sail, the wind wliirled it about 
with such swinnesSy that the rapidity of the motion presently 
broke the lance into shivers, and hurled away both knight and 
horse along with it, till down he fell, rolling a eood way off in 
the field. Sancho Panza ran as fast as his ass could drive to help 
his master, whom he found lyine, and not able to stir. '^ Did 
not I give your worship fair warning?*' cried he ; " did not I tell 
you they were windnulls, and that nobody could think otherwise, 
unless he had also windmills in his head?^' "Peace, friend 
Sancho," replied Don Quixote ; " there is nothing so subject to 
the inconstancy of fortune as war. I am verily persuaded, that 
cursed necromancer Freston, who carried away my study and 
my books, has transformed these giants into windmills, to de- 
prive me of the honour of the victory ; such is his inveterate 
malice against me : but in the end, all his pernicious wiles . and 
stratagems shall prove inefiectual a^inst the prevailing edge of 
my sword." *' So let it be," replied Sancho. And heaving him 
up again upon his lees, once more the knisht mounted poor 
fiozinante, who was hsuf disjointed with his fall. 

This adventure was the subject of their discourse, as tliey 
made the best of their way towards the pass of Lapico ; for Don 
Quixote took that road, believing he could not miss of adventures 
in one so mightily frequented. 

Sancho desired him now to consider that it was high time to 
go to dinner ; but his master answered him, that he might eat 
whenever he pleased ; as for himself, he was not yet disposed to 
do so. Sancho having obtained leave, fixed himself as orderly as 
he could upon his ass ; and taking some victuals out of his wallet, 
fell to munching lustily : and ever and anon he lifted his bottle 
to his nose, and fetched such hearty pulls, that it would have 
made the best-pampered vintner in Malaga dry to have seen him. 

In fine, they passed that night under some trees ; from one of 
which Don Quixote tore a withered branch, which in some sort 
was able to serve him for a lance, and to this he fixed the head or 
spear of his broken lance. But he did not sleep all that night, 
keeping his thoughts intent on his dear Dulcinea, in imitation of 
what he had read in books of chivalry, where the knights pass 
their time, without sleep, in forests and deserts, wholly taken 
up with entertaining thoughts of iheir absent ladies. The next 
day they went on directly towards the pass of Lapice, which 
they discovered about three o'clock. When they came near it, 
" Here it is, brother Sancho," said Don Quixote, ** that we may, 
as it were, thrust our arms up to the very elbows in that which 
we call adventures. But let me give thee one necessary caution ; 
know, that though thou shouldst see me in the greatest extremity 
of danger, thou roust not offer to draw thy sword in my defence, 
unless thou findest me assaulted by base plebeiaua and'vVX^ ^ow.w- 
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drels ; for in such a case thou mayest assist thy master ; but if 
those with whom I am fii^rhting are knights, thou must not do it ; 
for the laws of chivalry do not allow thee to encounter a knight 
till thou art one thyself." "Never fear," quoth Sancho; " I'll 
be sure to obey your worship in that, I'll warrant you ; for I 
have ever loved peace and quietness, and never cared to thrust 
myself into frays and quarrels." 

As they were talking, they spied coming towards them two 
monks of the order of St. Benedict mounted on two dromedaries, 
for the mules on which they rode were so high and stately, that 
they seemed little less. Aner them came a coach, with four or 
five men on horseback, and ^wo muleteers on foot. There proved 
to be in the coach a Biscayan lady, who was going to Seville to 
meet her husband, that was there in order to embark i^or the 
Indies, to take possession of a considerable post. Scarce had the 
Don perceived the monks, who were not of the same company, 
though they went the same way, but he cried to his squire, 
" Eiuier I am deceived, or this will prove the most famous ad- 
venture that ever was known ; for without all question those two 
black things that move towards us must be necromancers, that 
are carrying away by force some princess in that coach ; and 'tis 
my duty to prevent so great an injury." " I fear me this will 
prove a worse job than the windmills," quoth Sancho ; " take 
warning, sir, and do not be led away a second time." " I have 
already told thee, Sancho," replied Don Quixote, " thou art 
miserably ignorant in matters of adventures : what I say is true, 
and thou shalt find it so presently." This said, he spurred on 
his horse, and posted himself just in the midst of the road where 
the monks were to pass. And when they came within hearing, 
he immediately cried out in a loud and haughty tone, '^ Release 
those high-bom princesses whom you are violently conveying 
away in the coach, or else prepare to meet with instant death, as 
the just punishment of your deeds." The monks stopped, no less 
astonished at the figure than at the expressions of the speaker. 
** Sir knight," cried they, " we are no such persons as you are 
pleased to term us, but religious men of the order of St. Bene- 
dict, that travel about our afiairs, and are wholly i^orant 
whether or no there are any princesses carried away by force in 
that coach." " I am not to be deceived," replied Don Quixote ; 
" I know you well enough, perfidious caitifis r and immediately, 
without waiting their reply, he set spurs to Rozinante, and ran 
so furiously, with his lance couched, against the first monk, that 
if he had not prudently flung himself to the ground, the knight 
would certainly have laid him either dead, or grievously wounded. 
The other observing this, clapped his heels to his mule's flanks, 
and scoured over the plain as if he had been running a race with 
the wind. Sancho no sooner saw the monk fall, but he leapt off 
bis ass, and numing to him, began to strip him immediately ; but 
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the two muleteers, who waited on the monks, came up to him, 
aad asked why he offered to strip him? Sancho told them that 
this belooeed to him as lawful plunder, being the spoils won in 
battle by his lord and master Don Quixote. The fellows, with 
whom there was no jesting, not knowing what he meant by his 
spoils and battle, and seeing Don Quixote at a eood distance in 
deep discourse by the side of the coach, fell both upon poor 
Scmcho, threw him down, tore his beard from his chin, trampled 
on him, and there left him lying without breath or motion. In 
the mean while the monk, scared out of his wits and as pale 
as a ghost, got u})on his mule afi;ain as fast as he could, and 
spurred after his friend, who stayed for him at a distance, expect- 
ing the issue of this strange adventure ; but being unwilling to 
stay to see the end of it, they made the best of their way, making 
more signs of the cross than if the devil had been posting after 
them. 

Don Quixote was all this while engaged with the lady in the 
coach. " Lady," cried he, " your discretion is now at liberty to 
dispose of your beautiful self as you please ; for the presumptuous 
arrogance of those who attempted to enslave your person lies 
prostrate in the dust, overthrown by this arm : and that you may 
not be at a loss for the name of your deliverer, know I am called 
Don Quixote de la Mancha, by profession a knight-errant and 
adventurer, captive to that peerless beauty Donna Dulcinea del 
Toboso : nor do I desire any other recompense for the service I 
have done you, but that you return to Toboso to present your- 
self to that lady, and let her know what I have done to pur- 
chase your deliverance." So saying he bade her courteously 
fiurewell^ and pursued his way. 



CHAPTER IX. 

What passed between Don Quixote and the Goatherds. 

After travelling the remainder of the day without further ad- 
venture, they came to a place where some goatherds had set up 
some small huts ; and there they concluded to take up their lodg- 
ing that night. This was as great a mortification to Sancho, who 
was altogether for a good town, as it was a pleasure to his master, 
who was for sleeping in the open fields ; and who believed that, 
as often as he did it, he confirmed his title to knighthood by a 
new act of possession. 

The knight was very courteously received by the goatherds ; 
and as for Sancho, after he had set up Rozinante and: his ass as 
well as he could, he presently repaired to the attractive smell of 
some pieces of kid's flesh which stood boiling in a kettle over the 

d2 
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fire. The hungry squire would immediately have tried whether 
they were fit to be removed out of the kettle into the stomach, 
but was not put to that trouble ; for the goatherds took them 
off the fire, and spread some sheep-skins on the ground, and soon 
sot their rural feast ready ; and cheerfully invited his master and 
him to partake of what they had. Next, with some coarse com- 

Sliment, after the country way, they desired Don Quixote to sit 
own on a trough with the bottom upwards; and then six of 
them, who were all that belonged to that fold, squatted them 
down round the skins, while Sancho stood to wait upon his mas- 
ter, and gave him drink in a horn cup, which the goatherds used. 
But he seeing his man stand behind, said to him, '* Sancho, it is 
my pleasure that thou sit thee down by me, in the company of 
these good people, that there be no difference now observed be- 
tween thee and me, thy natural lord and master ; for it may be 
said of knight-errantry as of love, that it makes all things equal.'' 
" I thank your worship," cried Sancho ; " but yet I must needs 
own, had I but a good deal of meat before me, I'd eat it as well, 
or rather better, standing, and by myself, than if I sat by an 
emperor ; and, to deal plainly and truly with you, I had rather 
munch a crust of brown bread and an onion in a corner, without 
any more ado or ceremony, than feed upon turkey at another 
roan's table, where one is fain to sit mincing and chewing his 
meat an hour together, drink little, be always wiping his fingers 
and his mouth, and never dare to cough or sneeze, though he has 
never so much a mind to it, nor do a many thines whicn a body 
may do freely by one's self: therefore, good sir, change those 
tokens of your kindness, which I have a right to by being your 
worship's squire, into something that may do me more good. 
As for these same honours, I heartily thank you as much as if I 
had accepted them ; but yet I give up my right to them from this 
time to the world's end." " Talk no more," replied Don Quixote, 
** but sit thee down, for the humble shall be exalted ;" and so 
pulling him by the arms, he forced him to sit by him. 

All this while the goatherds said nothing, but stared upon 
their guests ; who swallowed whole luncheons as big as their fists 
with a mighty appetite. 

A young fellow, who used to bring them provisions from the 
next village, happened to come while they were eating, and ad- 
dressing himself to the goatherds, " Hark ye, friends," said he, 
" d'ye hear the news ?" " What news ?" cried one of the com- 
pany.^ " That fine shepherd and scholar Chrysostome died this 
morning," answered the other; ''and they say it was for love 
of Marcella, daughter of William the rich, that goes up and down 
the country in me habit of a shepherdess." " For Marcella !" 
cried one of the goatherds. " I say for her," replied the fellow ; 
" and what is more, it is reported he has ordered by his will they 
should bury him in the fields like any heathen Moor, hard by the 
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CKMrk-tree fountain, where they say he first saw her. Nay, he has 
likewise ordered many other strange things to be done, which the 
elergy cannot allow of; while Ambrose, tiie other scholar, who 




thought 1 

cany the day; and to-morrow morning he is to be buried in 
great state where I told you: I ftncy it will be worth seeing; 
and I intend to go and see it, even though I should not eet back 
again to-morrow." " We will all go," cried the goatherds, " and 
cast lots who shall tarry to look after the goats." " Well said, 
Pedro," cried one of the goatherds ; "but as for casting of lots, 
I will save you that labour, for I will stay myself, not so much 
out of kindness to you neither, or want of curiosity, as because of 
the thorn in my toe, that will not let me go." Don Quixote, 
who heard all this, entreated Pedro to tell him who the deceased 
was, and also to give him a short account of the shepherdess. 

Peter answered, that all he knew of the matter was, that the 
deceased was a wealthy gentieman, who had been several years 
at the university of Salamanca, and came home miehtily improved 
in his learning. Within some few months after ne had left the 
university, on a certain morning we saw him come dressed for all 
the world like a shepherd, and driving his flock, having laid 
down the long gown, which he used to wear as a scholar. At 
the same time one Ambrose, who had been his fellow-scholar, 
also took upon him to go like a shepherd, and keep him company, 
which we all did not a little marvel at. Somewhat before that 
time Chrvsostome's father died, and left him a large estate ; and 
in truth ne deserved it all, for he was bountiful to the poor, a 
friend to all honest people, and had a face like any blessing. At 
last it came to be known, that the reason of his altering his garb 
in that fashion was only that he might go up and down after that 
shepherdess Marcella, whom our comrade told you of before, for 
he was fallen mightily in love with her. And now I will tell you 
who this lady is. You must know that there lived near us one 
William, a yeoman, who was richer yet than Chrysostome's father; 
now he had no child but a daughter ; whose mother was as good 
a woman as ever went upon two le?s : methinks I see her yet 
standing afore me, with that blessed face of hers. She was an 
excellent housewife, and did a deal of good among the poor ; for 
which, I believe, she is at this very time in paradise. Alas, her 
death broke old William's heart; he soon followed her, poor 
man, and left all to his little daughter, that Marcella by name, 
^ving charge of her to her uncle, the parson of our parish. 
When she came to be fourteen or fifteen years of age, no man 
set his eyes on her that did not bless heaven for having made her 
so handsome ; so that most men fell in love with her, and were 
ready to run mad for her. All this while her uncle kept her yer^ 
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' close : yet the. report of her great beauty and wealth spread far 
and near, insomuch that almost all the young men in our town 
asked her of her uncle ; nay, there fiocked whole droves of 
suitors, and the very best in the country too, who all begged, 
and sued, and teazed her uncle to let them have her. But though 
he*d have been glad to have got fairly rid of her, yet would not 
he advise or marry her against her will ; for he's a good man, 
I'll say that for him, and a true Christian every inch of him, and 
scorns to keep her from marrying to make a benefit of her estate; 
and, to his praise be it spoken, he has been mainly commended 
for it more than once, when the people of our parish meet to- 
gether. For I would have you know, Sir Errant, that here in 
the country, and in our little towns, there is not the least thing 
can be said or done but people will talk and find fault : indeed, 
the parson must be essentially good who could bring his whole 
parish to give him a good word." " Thou art in the right," cried 
Don Quixote, "and therefore go on ; for the story is pleasant, and 
thou tellest it with a grace." " May I never want God's grace," 
quoth Pedro, "for that is most to the purpose. But for our 
parson, as I told you before, though he took care to let her know 
of all those proposals, yet would she never answer otherwise, but 
that she had no mind to wed as yet, as finding herself too young 
for the burden of wedlock. But behold, when we least dreamed 
of it, the coy lass must needs turn shepherdess; and neither her 
uncle, nor all those of the village who advised her against it, 
could persuade her, but away she went to the fields to keep her 
own sheep with the other young lasses of the town. But then 
it was ten times worse; for no sooner was she seen abroad, 
when I cannot tell how many spruce gallants, both gentlemen 
and rich farmers, changed their garb for love of her, and fol- 
lowed her up and down in shepherd's guise. One of them, as 
I have told you, was this same Chrysostome, who now lies dead, 
of whom it is said he not only loved, but worshipped her. In 
this way Marcella does more harm in this country than the 
plague would do ; for her courteousness and fair looks draw on 
every body to love her ; but then her reserve and disdain break 
their hearts ; and all they can do, poor vtrretches, is to make a 
heavy complaint, and call her cruel, unkind, ungrateful, and a 
world of such names, whereby they plainly shew what a sad con- 
dition they are in : were you but to stay here some time, you 
would hear these hills and valleys ring again with the doleful 
moans of those she has denied, w£lo yet have not courage to give 
over following her. Here sighs one shepherd, there another 
moans ; here is one sin^ng doleful ditties, there another is wring- 
ing his hands and making woful complaints. And all this whOe 
the hard-hearted Marcella never minds any one of them, and 
does not seem to be the least concerned for them. We are all 
at a loss to know what will be the end. of all this pride and coy- 
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ness, imcl who shall be the happy man that shall at last succeed 
in taming her. Now, because mere is nothing more certain than 
all this, 1 am the more apt to eive credit to what our comrade 
has told us, as to the occasion of Chrysostome's death ; and there- 
fore I would needs have you so and see him laid in his grave 
to-morrow ; which I believe wiU be worth your while, for he had 
many friends, and it is not half a league to the place where it 
was his will to be buried." " I intend to be there," answered 
Don Quixote ; *' and in the mean time I return thee many thanlis 
for the extraordinary satbfiaotion this story has afforded me." 



CHAPTER X. 

A continuation qfthe story qfMarcella, 

SoARCB had day begun to appear from the balconies of the east, 
when five of the goatherds got up, and having waked Don 
Quixote, asked him if he held to his resolution of going to the 
fhneral, whither they were ready to bear him company. There- 
upon the knight presently arose, and ordered Sancho to set ready 
immediately; which he did with all expedition, and then they 
set forwards. They had not gone a quarter of a league before 
they saw advancing out of a cross path six shepherds clad in black 
duns, their heads crowned with garlands or cypress and bitter 
rose-bay-tree, with long hoUv-stayes in their hands. Two gentle- 
men on horseback, attended by three young lads on foot, followed 
them : as they drew near, they saluted one another civilly, and 
after the usual question, — "Which way do you travel?" they 
found they were all going the same way, to see the funeral ; and 
so they all joined company. " I fancy, Senior Vivaldo," said 
one of the gentlemen, addressing himself to the other, " we shall 
not think our time misspent in going to see this famous funeral, 
for It must of necessity be very extraordinary, according to the 
account which these men have given us of the dead shepherd and 
his murdering shepherdess." "I am so far of your opinion," 
answered Vivaldo, " that I would not stay one day, but a whole 
week, rather than miss the sight." After this Vivaldo asked 
the knight why he travelled so completely armed in so peaceable 
a country? ** My profession,^' answered the champion, " does 
not permit me to ride otherwise. Luxurious feasts, sumptuous 
dresses, and downy ease, were invented for effeminate courtiers ; 
but labour, vigilance, and arms are the portion of those whom 
^e world calls knights-errant, of which number I have the 
honour to be one, though the most unworthy." He needed to 
say no more to satisfjr them that his brains were out of order ; 
however, that they might the better understand the nature of his 
kUlYf Vivaldo asked him what he meant by a kuighVeTroatl 
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" Have you not read, then/' cried Don Quixote, " the Annals 
and History of Britain, where are recorded the famous deeds of 
King Arthur, who, according to an ancient tradition in that king- 
dom, never died, but was turned into a raven by enchantment, 
and shall one day resume his former shape, and recover his king- 
dom again ? For which reason, since that time, the people of 
Great Britain dare not offer to kill a raven/' 

After a great deal of conversation of this kind, the travellers 
were sufficiently convinced of Don Quixote's frenzy. Nor were 
they less surprised than were all those who had hitherto dis- 
covered so unaccountable a distraction in one who seemed a 
rational creature. However, Vivaldo, who was of a gay disposi- 
tion, had no sooner made tlie discovery than he resolved to make 
the best advantage of it that the shortness of the way would allow 
him. 

" Methinks, Sir Knight-errant," said he, " you have taken 
up one of the strictest and most mortifying professions in the 
world. I do not think but that even a Carthusian friar has a 
better time of it than you have." " The profession of the Car- 
thusian,", answered Don Quixote, '^ may be as austere, but ours 
is perhaps hardly less beneficial to the world. We knights, like 
soldiers, execute what they prav for, and procure those benefits 
to mankind, by the strength of our arms, and at the hazard of 
our lives, for which thejr only intercede. Nor do we do this 
-sheltered from the injuries of the air, but under no other roof 
than that of the wide heavens, exposed to summer's scorching 
heat, and winter's pinching cold. However, gentlemen, do not 
imagine I would insinuate as if the profession of a knight-errant 
was a state of perfection equal to that of a holy recluse : 1 would 
only infer from what I have said, and what I myself endure, that 
ours without question is more laborious, more subject to the dis- 
cipline of heavy blows, to maceration, to the penance of hunger 
and thirst, and, in a word, to rags, to want, and misery. For if 
you find that some knights-errant have at last by their valour 
been raised to thrones and empires, you may be sure it has been 
still at the expense of much sweat and blood. And had even 
those happier knights been deprived of those assisting sages and 
enchanters, who helped them in all emergencies, they would 
have been strangely disappointed of their mighty expectations." 
" I am of the same opinion," replied Vivaldo. " But one thing 
I would ask, sir, since I understand it is so much the being of 
knight-errantry to be in love, I presume you, who are of that 
profession, cannot be without a mistress. And therefore, if you 
do not set up for secrecy, give me leave to beg of you, in the 
name of all the company, that you will be pleasedso far to oblige 
us as to let us know the name and quality of your lady, the 
place of her birth, and the charms of her person. For, without 
doubt, she cannot but esteem herself fortunate in being known 



CH. X.] DONT QUIXOTB* 35 

to all the world to be the o^'ect of the wishes of a knight so ac- 
complished as yourself.^' With that Don Quixote, breathing out 
a deep sigh, " I cannot tell," said he, " whether this lovely 
enemy of my repose is the least affected with the world's being 
informed of her power over my heart ; all I dare say, in com- 
pliance, with your request U, that her name is Dulcinea, her 
country La Mancha, and Toboso the happy place which she 
honours with her residence, ^s for her quality, it cannot be 
less than princess, seeing she is my lady and my queen. Her 
beauty transcends all the united charms of her whole sex ; even 
those chimerical perfections, which the hyperbolical imaginations 
of poets in love have assigned to their mistresses, cease to be 
mcredible descriptions when applied to her, in whom all those 
miraculous endowments are most divinely centred. The curling 
locks of her bright flowing hair are purest gold ; her smooth fore- 
head the Elysian plain ; her brows are two celestial bows ; her 
eyes two glorious suns ; her cheeks two beds of roses ; her lips 
are coral ; her teeth are pearl ; her neck is alabaster ; her breasts 
marble; her hands ivory; and snow would lose its whiteness 
near her bosom/' 

As they went on in this and like discourse, they saw, upon the 
hdlow road between the neighbouring mountains, about twenty 
shepherds more, all accoutred in black skins, with garlands on 
their heads, which, as they afterwards perceived, were all of yew 
or Cyprus ; six of them carried a bier covered with several sorts 
of l!oughs and flowers : which one of the goatherds espying, 
" Those are they,'' cried he, " that are carrying poor Chrysos- 
tome to his zrave ; and it was in yonder hollow that he gave 
charge they should bury his corpse." This made them all double 
their pace, that they nught get thither in time ; and so they ar- 
rived just as the bearers nad set down the bier upon the ground, 
and four of them had begun to open the ground with their spades 
at the foot of a rock. They all saluted each other courteously, 
and condoled their mutual loss; and then Don Quixote, with 
those who came with him, went to view the bier ; where they 
saw the dead body of a young man in shepherd's weeds all strewed 
over with flowers. The deceased seemed to be about thirty years 
old ; and, dead as he was, it was easily perceived that both his 
&ce and shape were extraordinarily handsome. This doleftil 
object so strangely filled all the company with sadness, that not 
only the beholders, but also the grave-makers and the mourning 
shepherds, remained a long time silent ; till at last one of the 
bearers, addressing himself to one of the rest, '' Look, Ambrose," 
cried he, "whether this be the place which Chrysostome meant, 
since you must needs have his will so punctually performed ?" 
** This is the very place," answered the other ; " there it was that 
my unhappy friend many times told me the sad story of his cruel 
fortune ; and there it waa that he first saw that mortal exx^ixv^ ^ 
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mankind ; there it was that he made the first discovery of his 
passion, no less innocent than violent ; there it was that the re- 
lentless Marcella last denied, shunned him, and drove him to 
that extremity of sorrow and despair that hastened the sad cata- 
strophe of his miserable life ; and there it was that, in token of so 
many misfortunes, he desired to be committed to the bosom of 
ihe earth." 

Then addressing himself to Don Quixote and the rest of the 
travellers, " Tiiis body, gentlemen," said he, " which here you 
now behold, was once enlivened by a soul which heaven had en- 
riched with the greatest part of its most valuable graces. This is 
the body of that Chrysostome who was unrivalled in wit, match- 
less in courteousness, incomparable in gracefulness, a phoenix in 
friendship, generous and magnificent without ostentation, pru- 
dent and grave without pride, modest without affectation, plea- 
sant and complaisant without meanness ; in a word, the first in 
every thing good, though second to none in misfortune : he loved 
well, and was hated ; he adored, and was disdained ; he begged 
pity of cruelty itself; he strove to move obdurate marble; pur- 
sued the wind ; made his moans to solitary deserts ; was constant 
to ingratitude ; and, for the recompense of his fidelity, became a 
prey to death in the flower of his age, through the barbarity of a 
shepherdess, whom he strove to immortalise by his verse; as 
these papers which are here deposited might testify, had he not 
commanded me to sacrifice them to the flames, at the same time 
that his body was committed to the earth." 

" Should you do so," cried Vivaldo, " you would appear more 
cruel to them than their unhappy author. Consider, sir, His not 
consistent with discretion, nor even with justice, so nicely to per- 
form the request of the dead, when it is repugnant to reason. 
Augustus Caesar himself would have forfeited his title to wisdom, 
liaa he permitted that to have been effected which the divine 
Virgil had ordered by his will. Therefore, sir, now that you re- 
^gn your friend's boay to the grave, do not hurry thus the noble 
and only remains of that dear unhappy man to a worse fate, the 
death of oblivion. What though he has doomed them to perish 
in the height of his resentment, you ought not indiscreetly to be 
their executioner; but rather reprieve and redeem them from 
eternal silence, that they may live, and, flying through the world, 
transmit to all ages the dismal story of your friend's virtue and 
Marcella's ingratitude, as a warning to others, that they may 
avoid such tempting snares and enchanting destructions ; for not 
only to me, but to all here present, is well known the history of 
your enamoured and desperate friend : we are no strangers to the 
friendship that was between you, as also to Marcella's cruelty 
which occasioned his death. Last night being informed that he 
was to be buried here to-day, moved not so much by curiosity as 
pjtjr, we are come to heboid with our eyes that which gave us so 
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tnucli trouble to hear. Therefore, in the nftme«of all the com- 
pany, — deeply affected like me, with a sense of* Chrysostome's 
extraordinary merit, and his unhappy fnte, and desirous (o pre- 
vent such deplorable disasters for the future, — 1 beg that vou will 
permit me to save some ot* these papers, whatever you resolve to 
do with the rest." And so, without waiting; for an nnswer, he 
»tretched out his arm, and t.>ok out those papers which Liy next 
to hU hand. ** Well, sir," said Ambrose, ** you have found a way 
to make me submit, and you may keep those papers; hut tor the 
rest, nothing shall make me alter my resolution of burniii<; them." 
Vivaldo said no more; but being impatient to see what those 
pajiers were which he had re^cued from the flames, lie 0|)€ned 
one c)f ibem immediately, and rea<l the title of it. which was, * The 
des|iairing Lover.' ** That," said Ambrose, " was the last piece 
my dear friend ever wrote; and therefore, that you may all hear 
to what a sad condition his unhappy pas>ion had reduceii him, 
read it aloud, I beseei-h you, sir, while the grave is making." 
" With hU my heart," replied Vivaldo; and so the company, 
having the same desire, presently gathered round about him while 
he read the lines. 

The verses were well approved by all the company ; and Vi- 
valdo was about to read another paper, when they were unex- 
pectedly prevented by a kind of apparition that offered itself to 
their view. It was Marcella herself, who appeared at the top of 
the rock, at the foot of which they were digging the grave ; but 
so beautiful, that fame seemed rather to have lessened than to 
have magnified her charms : those who had never seen her before 
gazed on her with silent wonder and delight ; nay, those who 
used to see her every day seemed no less lost in admiration than 
the rest. But scarce had Ambrose spied her, when, with anger 
and indignation in his heart, he cried out, '^ What dost thou 
there, thou cruel basilisk of these mountains? comest thou to see 
whether the wounds of thy unhappy victim will bleed afresh at 
thy presence? or comest tnou to glory in the fatal effects of thy 
inhumanity, like another Nero at the sight of flamine Rome 1^' 
" I come not here to any of those ungrateful ends, Ambrose," re- 
plied Marcella ; " but only to clear my innocence, and shew the 
mjnstice of all those who lay their misfortunes and Chrysostome's 
death to my charge : therefore, I entreat you all who are here at 
this time to hear me a little, for I shall not need to use many 
words to convince people of sense of an evident truth. Heaven, 
you are pleased to say, has made me beautiful, and that to such 
a degree that you are forced, nay, as it were, compelled to love 
me, in spite of your endeavours to the contrary ; and for the sake 
of that love, you say I ought to love you again. Now, though I 
am sensible that whatever is beautiful is lovely, I cannot conceive 
that what is loved for being handsome should be bound to love 
that by which it it loved merely because it is lovodu IL^ ^XttX 
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loves a beautiful object may happen to be ugly j and as what is 
ugly deserves not to be loved, it would be ridiculous to sav, I 
love you because you are handsome, and therefore you must love 
me again though I am ugly. But suppose two persons of differ- 
ent sexes are equally handsome, it does not follow that their 
desires should be alike and reciprocal ; for all beauties do not 
kindle love ; some only recreate the sight, and never reach nor 
captivate the heart. Alas, should whatever is beautiful produce 
love, and enslave the mind, mankind's desires would ever run 
confused and wandering, without being able to ^x their deter- 
minate choice ; for as there is an infinite number of beautiful 
objects, the desires would consequently be also infinite ; whereas, 
on the contrary, I have heard that true love is still confined to one, 
and is voluntary and unforced. This being granted, why would 
you have me force my inclinations for no other reason but that 
you say you love me ? Tell me, I beseech you, had Heaven 
formed me as ugly as it has made me beautiml, could I justly 
complain of you for not loving me ? Pray consider also, that I 
do not possess those charms by choice ; such as they are, they 
were freely bestowed on me by Heaven : and as the viper is not 
to be blamed for the poison with which she kills, seeing it was 
assigned her by nature, so I ought not to be censured for that 
beauty which I derive from the same cause ; for beauty in a vir- 
tuous woman is but like a distant flame, or a sharp-edged sword, 
and only bums and wounds those who approach too near it. 
Honour and virtue are the ornaments of the soul, and that body 
that is destitute of them cannot be esteemed beautifiil, though it 
be naturally so. If, then, honour be one of those endowments 
which most adorn the body, why should she that is beloved for 
her beauty expose herself to the loss of it, merely to gratify 
the inclinations of one who, for his own selfish ends, uses all the 
means imaginable to make her lose it ? I was bom free, and, that 
I might continue so, I retired to these solitary hills and plains, 
where trees are my companions, and clear fountains my looking- 
glasses. With the trees and with the waters I communicate my 
thoughts and my beauty. I am a distant flame, and a sword far 
off: those whom I have attracted with my sight I have unde- 
ceived with my words ; and if hope be the food of desire, as I 
never gave any encouragement to Chrysostome, nor to any other, it 
may well be said, it was rather his own obstinacy than my cruelty 
that shortened his life. If you tell me that his intentions were 
honest, and therefore ought to have been complied with, I answer, 
that when, at the very place where his grave is making, he dis- 
covered his passion^ I told him I was resolved to live and die 
single, and that the earth alone should reap the fruit of my re- 
servedness and enjoy the spoils of my beauty ; and if, after all 
the admonitions I gave him, he would persist in his obstinate pur- 
0olt, and sail against the wind, what wonder ia it he ahonld.jperish 
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in the iraTet of his indiscretion ? Had I ever encouraged him, or 
amiued him with ambiguous words, then I had been faUe ; and 
had I gratified his wishes, I had acted contrary to my better re- 
solves: he persisted, though I had given him a due caution, and 
he despaired without being hated. Now I leave you to judge 
whether I ought to be blamed for his sufferings. If I have de* 
ceived any one, let him complain ; if I have broke my promise to 
any one, let him despair ; if I encourage any one, let him pre- 
sume ; if I entertain any one, let him boast : but let no man call 
me cruel nor murderer until I either deceive, break my promise, 
encourage, or entertain him. Let him that calls me a tieress and 
a basilisk avoid me as a dangerous thing ; and let him that calls 
me ungrateful give over serving me : I assure them I will never 
seek nor pursue them. Therefore let none hereafter make it their 
business to disturb my ease, nor strive to make me hazard among 
men the peace I now enjoy, which I am persuaded is not to be 
found witn them. I have wealth enough ; I neither love nor hate 
any one ; the innocent conversation of the neighbouring shep- 
herdesses, with the care of my flocks, help me to pass away my 
time, without either coquetting with this man, or practising arts 
to ensnare that other. My thoughts are limited by these moun- 
tains ; and if they wander further, it is only to admire the beauty 
of heaven, and thus by steps to raise my soul towards her original 
dwelling.^' 

As soon as she had said this, without waiting for any answer, 
she left the place, and ran into the thickest of the adjoining wood, 
leaving all that heard her charmed with her discretion, as well at 
her b^uty. 

However, so prevalent were the charms of the latter that 
some of the company, who were desperately struck, could not 
forbear offering to follow her, without being m the least deterred 
by the solemn protestations which they had heard her make that 
▼ery moment. But Don Quixote perceiving their desimi, and 
bebeving he had now a fit opportunity to exert his knight- 
errantry ; " Let no man," cried he, " of what quality or condition 
soever, presume to follow the fair Marcella, under the penalty of 
incurring my displeasure. She has made it appear, by undeniable 
reasons, that she was not guilty of Chrysostome's death ; and has 
positively declared her firm resolution never to condescend to the 
desires of any of her admirers : for which reason, instead of being 
importuned and persecuted, she ought to be esteemed and hon- 
oured by all good men, as being one of the few women in the 
world who have lived with such a virtuous reservedness." 

Now, whether it were that Don Quixote's threats terrified them, 
or that Ambrose's persuasion prevailed with them to stay and see 
their friend interred, none of the shepherds left the place, till the 
pave being made, and the papers burnt, the body was deposited 
tn the bosom of the earth, not without many tears from alltha 
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assistants. Tbey covered the erave with a great stone, and 
strewed upon it many flowers and boughs ; and every one having 
condoled a while with his friend Ambrose, they took their leave 
of him, and departed. Vivaldo and his companion did the like ; 
as did also Don Quixote, who was not a person to forget himself 
on such occasions ; he likewise bid adieu to the kind goatherds 
that bad entertained him, and to the two travellers, who desired 
him to go with them to Seville, assuring him there was no place 
in the world more fertile in adventures, every street and every 
comer there producing some. Don Quixote returned them thanks 
for their kind information, but told them, "he neither would nor 
ought to go to Seville till he had cleared all those mountains of 
the thieves and robbers which he heard very much infested all 
those parts." Thereupon the travellers, being unwilling to divert 
him from so good a design, took their leaves of him once more> 
and pursued their journey, sufliciently supplied with matter to 
discourse on from the story of Marcella and Chrysostome, and 
the follies of Don Quixote. 

The knight and his squire continued their journey, and on 
quitting an inn, which, notwithstanding the remonstrances of 
oancho, the Don, as usual, insisted was a castle, all the people 
in the yard, above twenty in number, stood gazing at him ; and, 
smon^ the rest, the host's daughter, while he on his part removed 
not his eyes from her, and ever and anon sent forth a sigh, which 
teemed to proceed from the bottom of his heart. 

Being now both mounted, and at the door of the inn, he 
oalled to the host, and, in a grave and solemn tone of voice, said 
to him : ^* Many and great are the favours, signor governor, 
which in this your castle I have received, and I am bound to be 
grateful to yoa all the days of my life. If I can make you some 
compensation by taking vengeance on any proud miscreant who 
hath insulted you, know that the duty of my profession is no 
other than to strengthen the weak, to revenge the injured, and to 
chastise the perfidious. Consider, and if your memory recall 
anything of this nature to recommend to me, vou need only de» 
clare it ; for I promise you, by the order of knighthood I have 
received, to procure you satisfaction and amends to your heart's 
desire I" The host answered with the same gravity : "Sir knight, 
I have no need of your worship's avenging any wrong for me ; I 
know how to take the proper revenge when any injury is done 
me : all I desire of your worship is, to pay me for what you have 
had in the inn, as well for the straw and barley for vour two 
beasts as for your supper and lodging." " What! is this an 
inn ?" exclaimed Don Quixote. " Ay, and a very creditable one," 
answered the host. " Hitherto, then, I have been in an error," 
answered Don Quixote ; " for in truth I took it for a castle ; but 
since it is indeed no castle, but an inn, all that you have now to do 
is to excuse the payment ; for I cannot act contrary to the law of 
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Inights-emnty of whom I certainly know (havinff hitherto read 
nothing to the contrary) that they never paid for lodging or any- 
thing else in the inns where they reposed ; because every accom- 
modation is legally and justly due to them, in return for the 
insufferable haraships they endure while in quest of adventuret), 
by night and by day, in winter and in summer, on toot and on 
horseback, with thirst and with hunger, with heat and witli cold ; 
subject to all the inclemencies of heaven, and to all the incon- 
veniences of earth/' " I see little to my purpose in all this," 
answered the host; ''pay me what is my due, and let us have 
none of your stories and knight-errantries ; all I want is to get 
my own.'' ''Thou art a blockhead, and a pitiful innkeeper," 
answered Don Quixote: so clapping spurs to Rozinante, and 
brandishing his Imice, he sallied out of the inn without opposition, 
and, never turning to see whether his squire followed him, was 
soon a good way off. 

The host, seeing him ^o without paying, ran to seize on Sancho 
Panza, who said that, smce his master would not pay, neither 
would he pay ; for being squire to a knight-errant, the same rule 
and reason held as good for him as for his master. The inn- 
keeper, irritated on hearing this, threatened, that if he did not 
pay him, he should repent his obstinacy. 

Poor Sancho's ill-luck would have it that, among the people 
in the inn, there were four clothworkers of Segovia, three needle- 
makers from the fountain of Cordova, and two neighbours from 
the market-place of Seville, — ^frolicksome fellows, who, instigated 
and moved by the self-same spirit, came up to Sancho, and, hav- 
ing dismounted him, one of them produced a blanket from the 
landlord's bed, into which he was immediately thrown ; but, per- 
ceiving that the ceiling was too low, they determined to execute 
tlieir purpose in the yard, which was bounded above only by 
the sky. Thither Sancho was carried ; and, being placed in the 
middle of the blanket, they began to toss him aloft, and divert 
themselves with him as with a dog at Shrovetide. The cries 
which the poor blanketed squire sent forth were so many and so 
loud that tney reached his master's ears ; who, stopping to listen 
attentively, believed that some new adventure was at hand, until 
he plainly recognised the vuice of his squire ; then turning the 
reins, he perceived the wicked sport they were making with his 
squire. He saw him ascend and descend through the air with so 
much grace and a^ty, that, if his indignation would have suf- 
fered him, he certamly would have laughed outright. But they 
suspended neither their laughter nor their labour ; nor did the fly- 
ing Sancho cease to pour forth lamentations, mingled now with 
threats, now with entreaties ; yet all were of no avail, and they 
desisted at last only from pure fatigue. They then brought him 
his ass, and, wrapping him in his cloak, mounted him thereon. 
The compassionate maid of the inn, seeing him so exhausted^ be- 
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thought of helping him to a jug of water, and that it might be 
the cooler, she fetched it from the well. Sancho took it, and 
instantly began to drink ; but at the first sip, finding it was water, 
he would proceed no further, and be««ougnt Maritornes to bring 
him some wine, which she did willingly, and ])aid for it with her 
own money ; for it is indeed said of her that, although in that 
station, she had some faint traces of a Chri>tian. When Sancho 
had ceased drinking, he clHpped heels to \n> ass ; and, the inn- 
gate being thrown wide open, out he went, satisfied that he had 
paid nothing, and had carried his point, though at the expense 
of his usual pledge, namely, his back. The landlord, it is true, 
retained his wallets in payment of what was due to him ; but 
Sancho never missed them in the hurry of his departure. The 
innkeeper would have fastened the door well after him, as soon 
88 he saw him out; but the blanketeers would not let him, being 
persons (»f that sort that, though Don Quixote had really been one 
of the knights of the round table, they would not have cared two 
farthings tor him. 

Sancho came up to his master so faint and dispirited that he 
was notable to urge his ass forward. Don Quixote, perceiving 
him in that condition, said : *^ Honest Sancho, that castle, or inn, 
I am now convinced, is enchanted ; for they who so cruelly sported 
with thee, what could they be but phantoms and inhabitants of 
another world ? And I am confirmed in this from having found 
that, when I stood at the pales of the yard, beholding the acts of 
your sad tragedy, I could not possibly get over them, nor even 
alight from Kozinante ; so that they must certainly have held me 
enchanted. If I could have got over, or alighted, I would have 
avenged thee in such a manner as would have made those pol- 
troons and assassins remember the jest as long as they lived, even 
though I should have thereby transgressed the laws of chivalry ; 
for, as I have often told thee, they do not allow a knight to lay 
hand on his sword against any one who is not so, unless it be in 
defence of his own life and person, and in cases of urgent and 
extreme necessity." "And I too," quoth Sancho, " would have 
revenged myself if I had been able, knight or no knight, but I 
could not; though, in my opinion, they who diverted themselves 
at my expense were no hobgoblins, but men of flesh and bones, 
as we are ; and each of them, as I heard while they were tossing 
me, had his proper name ; so that, sir, as to your not being able 
to leap over the pales, nor to alight from your horse, the fault lay 
not in enchantment, but in something else. And what I gather 
clearly from all this is, that these adventures we are in quest of 
will in the long-run bring us into so many misadventures that we 
ihall not know which is our right foot. So that, in my poor 
opinion, the better and surer way would be to return to our vil- 
lage, now that it is reaping-time, and look after our business, nor 
£^ rambling thus out of t£e frying-pan into the fire." 
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*' How little dost thou know, Sancho," answered Don' Quixote, 
''of what appertains to chivalry ! Peace, and have patience ; for 
the day will come when thine eyes shall witness how lionourHble 
a thing it is to follow this ])rofession. For tell me what jjreater 
satisfaction can the world afford, or what ])lea8ure can be com- 
pared with that of winning a buttle, and triumphing over an 
adversary ? Undoubtedly none." " It may be so,** answered 
Sancho, "though I do not know it. I only know that since wo 
have been knights-errant, or since you have been one, sir (for 1 
have no right to reckon myself of that honourable number), we 
have never won any battle; we have had nothing but drubbings 
upon drubbings, cuffs upon cuffs, with my blanket- tossing into 
the bargain, and that by persons enchanted, on whom I cannot 
revenge myself, and thereby know what that pleasure of over- 
coming an enemy is which your worship taJks of.*' " That is 
what troubles me, and ought to trouble thee also, Sancho,** an- 
swered Don Quixote ; " but henceforward I will endeavour to 
have ready at hand a sword made with such art that no kind of 
enchantment can touch him that wears it ; and perhaps fortune 
may put me in possession of that of A mad is, when he called him- 
self * Knight of the Burning Sword,' which was one of the best 
weapons that ever was worn by knight ; for, beside the virtue 
aforesaid, it cut like a razor ; and no armour, however strong or 
enchanted, could withstand it." " Such is my luck,*' quoth 
Sancho, " that though this were so, and your worship should find 
such a sword, it would be of service only to those who are dubbed 
knights ; as for the poor squires, they may sing sorrow.*' " Fear 
not, Sancho," said Don Quixote ; " Heaven will deal more kindly 
by thee." 

The knight and his squire went on conferring thus together, 
when Don Quixote perceived, in the road on which they were 
travelling, a great and thick cloud of dust coming towards them ; 
upon which he turned to Sancho, and said, " This is the day, O 
Sancho, that shall manifest the good that fortune hath in store for 
me. This is the day, I say, on which shall be proved, as at all 
times^ the valour of my arm ; and on which I shall perform ex- 
ploits that will be recorded and written in the book of fame, there 
to remain to all succeeding ages. Seest thou that cloud of dust, 
Sancho ? It is raised by a prodigious army of divers nations, who 
are on the march this way." " If so, there must be two armies," 
said Sancho ; " for here, on this side, arises just another cloud of 
dust." Don Quixote turned, and seeing that it really was so, he 
rejoiced exceedingly, taking it for granted they were two armies 
coming to engage m the midst of that spacious plain ; for at all 
hours and moments his imagination was full of the battles, en- 
chantments, adventures, extravagances, combats, and challenges 
detailed in nis favourite books ; and in everv thought, word, and 
action he reverted to them. Now the cloud of dust he saw waa 



44 DON QUIXOTE. 

raised by two great flocks of sheep going the same road from dif- 
ferent parts, and as the dust concealed them until they came 
near, and Don Quixote affirmed so positively that they were 
armies, Sancho began to believe it, and said, ^* Sir, what then 
must we do?'' " What," replied Don Quixote, " but favour and 
assist the weaker side ? Thou must know, Sancho, that the army 
which marches towards us in front is led and commanded by the 
great Emperor Alifanfaron, lord of the great island of Taprobana : 
Siis other, which marches behind us, is that of his enemy, the king 
of the Garamantes, Pentapolin of the Naked Arm — ^for he always 
enters into battle with his right arm bare/' ^' But why do these 
two princes bear one another so much ill-will?" demanded 
Sancho. ** They hate one another," answered Don Quixote, 
** because this Ali&nfaron is a furious pagan, in love with the 
daughter of Pentapolin, who is most beautiful, and also a Chris- 
tian ; but her father will not give her in marriage to the pa^n 
king unless he will first renounce the religion of his false propnet 
Mahomet, and turn Christian." " By my beard," said Sancho, 
** Pentapolin is in the right ; and I am resolved to assist him to 
the utmost of my power." ** Therein wilt thou do thy duty, 
Sancho," said Don Quixote ; ^' but listen with attention whilst I 
Ijpive thee an account of the principal knights in the two approach- 
ing armies ; and, that thou mayest observe them the better, let 
us retire to that rising ground, whence both armies may be dis- 
tinctly seen." Seeing, however, in his imagination, what did not 
exist, he began, with a loud voice, to say: "The knight thou 
seest yonder with the gilded armour, who bears on his shield a 
lion crowned, couchant at a damsel's feet, is the valorous Laur- 
calco. Lord of the Silver Bridge. The other, with the armour 
flowered with gold, *who bears three crowns argent, in a field 
azure, is the formidable Micocolembo, Grand Duke of Quiracia. 
The third, with ^gantic limbs, who marches on his right, is the 
undaunted Brandabarbaran of Boliche, Lord of the three Arabias. 
He is armed with a serpent's skin, and bears, instead of a shield, 
a gate, which fame says is one of those belonging to the temple 
which Samson pulled down when with his death he avenged him- 
self upon his enemies. 

In this manner he went on naming sundry knights of each 
squadron, as his fancy dictated, and giving to each their arms, 
colours, devices, and mottos, extempore ; and, without pausing, 
he continued thus : " That squadron in the front is formed and 
composed of people of diflerent nations. Here stand those who 
drink the sweet waters of the famous Xanthus ; the mountaineers 
who tread the Massilian fields ; those who sift the pure and fine 
gold-dust of Arabia Felix ; those who dwell along the famous and 
refreshing banks of the clear Thermodon ; those who drain, by 
divers and sundry ways, the golden veins of Pactolus ; the Numi- 
dians^ un&ithful in their promises ; the Persians, famous for bows 
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and arrows ; the Partbians and Medes, who fight flying ; the 
Arabians, x>enP^tually changing their habitations ; the Scythians, 
as cruel as fair ; the broad-lipped Ethiopians ; and an infinity of 
other nations, whose countenances I see and know, although I 
cannot recollect their names/' 

How many provinces did he name ! how many nations did he 
enumerate, giving to each, with wonderful readiness, its peculiar 
attributes! Sancho Panza stood confounded at his discourse, 
witbout speaking a word ; and now and then he turned his head 
about, to see whether he could discover the knights and giants 
his master named. But seeing none, he said, *' Sir, not a man, 
or giant, or knight, of all you have named, can I see any where.'' 
^' How say est thou, Sancho?" answered Bon Quixote; ''hearest 
thou not the neighine of the steeds, the sound of the trumpets, 
and the rattlins of tne drums?" '^ I hear nothing," answered 
Sancho, '' but tne bleating of sheep and lambs :" and so it was ; 
for now the two flocks were come very near them. " Thy fears, 
Sancho," said Don Quixote, "prevent thee from hearing or seeing 
aright; for one eflect of fear is to disturb the senses and make 
thines not to appear what they really are : and if thou art so 
much afraid, retire and leave me alone ; for with my single arm 
I shall ensure victory to that side which I favour with my assist- 
ance :" then, clapping spurs to Rozinante, and setting his lance 
in his rest, he darted down the hillock like lightning. Sancho 
cried out to him : ** Hold, Sigfior Don Quixote, come back I they 
are only lambs and sheep you are going to encounter ; pray come 
back ; what madness is this ! there is neither giant, nor knight, 
nor horses, nor arms, nor shields quartered or entire, nor true 
azures, nor devices: what are you doing, sir?" Notwithstand- 
ing all this, Don Quixote turned not a^in, but still went on, 
crying aloud, *^ Ho, knights, you that foUow and fidit under the 
banner of the valiant Emperor Pentapolin of the Naked Arm, fol- 
low me all, and you shall see with how much ease I revenge him 
on bis enemy Alifanfaron of Taprobana." With these words he 
rushed into the midst of the squadron of sheep, as courageously 
and intrepidlv as if in good earnest he was engaging his mortal 
enemies. The shepherds and herdsmen who came with the 
flocks called out to him to desist ; but seeing it was to no pur- 
pofie, they unbuckled their slings, and began to salute his ears 
with a shower of stones. Don Quixote cared not for the stones, 
but, ealloping about on all sides, cried out : " Where art thou, 
proud Ahfanfaron ? Present thyself before me ; I am a single 
knight, desirous to prove thy valour hand to hand, and to punish 
thee with the loss of life for the wrong thou dost to the valiant 
Pentapolin Garamahta." At that instant a large stone struck 
him with such violence that he believed himself either slain or 
sorely wounded ; and remembering some balsam which he had, he 
pulled out the cruse, and applying it to his mouth, began to v^^\<i^ 
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low some of the liquor ; bat before he ooald take what he thought 
sufficient, another hit him full on the hand, and dashed the cruse 
to pieces : carrying off three or four of his teeth by the way, and 
grievously bruising two of his fingers. Such was the first blow, 
and such the second, that the poor knight fell from his horse to 
the ground. The shepherds ran to him, and verily believed they 
had killed him ; whereupon in all haste they collected their flock, 
took up their dead, which were about seven, and marched off 
without farther inquiry. 

All this while Sancho stood upon the hillock, beholding his 
master's actions — tearing his beard, and cursing die unfortunate 
hour and moment that ever he knew him. But seeing him fallen 
to the ground and the shepherds gone off, he descended from the 
hillock, and, running to him, found him in a very ill plight, 
though not quite bereaved of sense ; and said to him, '* Did I 
not beg you, Signor Don Quixote, to come back ; for those you 
went to attack were a flock of sheep, and not an army of men V 
*' How easily," replied Don Quixote, " can that thief of an en- 
chanter, my enemy, transform things or make them invisible! 
However, do one thing, Sancho, for my sake, to undeceive thy- 
self, and see the truth of what I tell thee; mount thy ass, and 
follow them fair and softly, and thou wilt find that, when they 
are eot a little farther off, they will return to their first form, and, 
ceasing to be sheep, will become men, proper and tall, as I 
described them at first. But do not go now ; for I want thy 
assistance ; come hither to me, and see how many of my teeth are 
deficient ; for it seems to me that I have not one left in my head." 

He now raised himself up, and placing his left hand on bis 
mouth, to prevent the remainder of his teeth from falling out, 
with the other he laid hold on Rozinante's bridle, who had not 
stirred from his master's side, such was his fidelity, and went 
towards his squire, who stood leaning with his breast upon the 
ass, and his cheek reclining upon his hand, in the posture of a 
man overwhelmed with thought. Don Quixote, seeing him 
thus, and to all appearance so melancholy, said to him, " Know, 
Sancho, that one man is no more than another, only inasmuch 
as he does more than another. So do not afflict thyself for the 
mischances that befall me, since thou hast no share in them.'' 
"How? no share in them!" answered Sancho; " peradventure 
he they tossed in a blanket yesterday was not my father's son, 
and the wallets I have lost to-day, with all my movables, belong 
to somebody else?" "What! are the wallets lost?" quoth Don 
Quixote. " Yes, they are," answered Sancho. " Then we have 
nothing to eat to-day?" replied Don Quixote. "It would be 
so," answered Sancho, " if these fields did' not produce those 
herbs which your worship says you know, and with which un- 
lucky knights-errant like your worship are used to supply such 
wants/* "2>^everthele88," said Don Quixote, "at this time 1 
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would rather have a slice of bread and a couple of heads of salt 
pilchards tiian all the herbs described bv Dioscorides, though 
oommented upon by Doctor Lagun a himself. But, good Sancho, 
get upon thy ass, and follow me ; for God, who provides for all, 
will not desert us, since he neglects neither the birds of the air, 
the beasts of the earth, nor toe fish of the waters ; more espe- 
cially beinff engaged, as we are, in his service." " Your wor- 
ship,'' said San(£o, " would make a better preacher than a 
knight-errant." " Sancho," said Don Quixote, " the knowledge 
of knights-errant must be universal ; there have been knights- 
errant, in times past, who would make sermons or harangues on 
the kin^s highway as successfully as if they had taken their 
degrees m the university of Paris ; whence it may be inferred 
that the lance never blunted the pen, nor the pen the lance." 
** Well, be it as your worship says," answered Sancho ; " but 
let us begone hence, and endeavour to get a lodging to-ni^ht; 
and pray God it be where there are neither blankets or blanket- 
heavers, hol^oblins or enchanted Moors." 



CHAPTER XI. 

J%e sage diwourae continuedt with the adventures of a dead body. 

Thus discoursing, night overtook them, and they were still in the 
high road ; and the worst of it was, they were famished with 
hunger : for with their wallets they had lost their whole larder 
of provisions, and, to complete their misfortunes, an adventure 
BOW befell them which appeared indeed to be truly an adventure. 
The ni^ht came on rather dark ; notwithstanding which they saw 
advancing towards them a great number of lights, resembling so 
many moving stars. Sancho stood aghast at the si^ht of them, 
nor was Don Quixote unmoved. The one checked his ass, and 
the other his horse, and both stood looking before them with 
eager attention. They perceived that the lights were advancing 
towards them, and that as they approached nearer they appeared 
larger. ^' I beseech thee, Sancho, to be of good courage ; for 
experience shall give thee sufficient proof of mine." ''Iwill, if 
it please God," answered Sancho ; and, retiring a little on one 
side of the road, and again endeavouring to discover what those 
walking lights might be, they soon after perceived a great many 
persons clothed in white ; this dreadful spectacle completely an- 
nihilated the courage of Sancho, whose teeth besan to chatter, as 
if seized with a quartan ague. But it was otherwise with his 
master^ whose lively imagination instantly suggested to him that 
this must be truly a chivalrous adventure. He conceived that 
the litter was a bieri whereon .w^s carried some kui^l ^oieV^ 
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wounded or slain, whose revenge was rei?€rved for him alone. 
He therefore, without delay, couched his gjiear, seated himself 
firm in his saddle, and, with ersce and spirit, advanced into the 
middle of the road by which the procession must fmss ; and 
when they were near he raised hw voice, and f^aid : ** Ho ! 
knights whoever ye are, halt, and give me an account to whom 
ve Belong, whence ye come, whither ye are going, and what it 
IS ye carry upon that bier ; for, in all appearance, either ye have 
done some injury to others, or others to you ; and it is expedient 
and necessary tliat I be informed of it, either to chastise ye for the 
evil ye have done, or to revenge ye of wrongs sustained." " We 
are in haste,'' answered one in the proces^iion ; the inn is a great 
way off; and we cannot sta^ to give so long an account as you 
require :" th^u, spurring his mule, he passed forward. Don 
Quixote, highly resenting this answer, laid hold of his bridle, 
and said, '< Stand, and with more civility give me the account I 
demand ; otherwiite I challenge ye all to battle.'' Tlie mule was 
timid, and started so much upon his touching the bridle, that, 
rising on her hind-legs, she threw her rider over the crupf»er to 
the ground. A lacquey that came on foot, seeing the man in 
white fall, began to revile Don Quixote ; whose cholcr being now 
raised, he couched his spear, and immediately attacking one of 
the mourners, laid him on the ground grievously wounded ; then 
turning about to the rest, it was worth seeing with what agility 
he attacked and defeated them ; it seemed as if wings at that 
instant had spnmg on Rozinante — so lightly and swiftly he 
moved ! All the white-robed jieople, being timorous and un- 
armed, soon quitted the skirmish, and ran over the plain with 
their lighted torches, looking like so many masqueraders on a 
carnival or a festival night. The mourners were so wrapped up 
and muffled in their long robes that they could make no exertion ; 
80 that the Don, with entire safety to himself, assailed them all, 
and, sorely against their will, obliged them to quit the field ; for 
they thought him no man, but the devil broke loose upon them 
to seize the dead body they were conveying in the litter. 

All this Sancho beheld, with admiration at his master's intre- 
pidity, and said to himself, ^'This master of mine is certainly as 
valiant and magnanimous as he pretends to be." A burning 
torch lay on the ground, near the first whom the mule had over- 
thrown ; by the light of which Don Quixote espied him, and 
going up to him placed the point of his spear to his throat, com- 
roanaing him to surrender, on pain of death. To which the fallen 
man answered, ^* I am surrendered enough already, since I 
cannot stir, for one of mv legs is broken. I beseech you, sir, if 
you are a Christian gentfeman, do not kill me ; you would com- 
mit a great sacrilege ; for I am a licentiate, and have taken the 
lesser orders." ** What, then, I pray you," said Don Quixote, 
^^broujsht you hither, being an ecclesiastic ?" ** What, sir ?" re- 
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plied the fiiUen man, '* but my evil fortune." *' A worse fate now 
threatens you," said Don Quixote, ** unless you reply satisfac- 
torily to all my first questions." ** Your worship shslll soon bo 
satisned," answered the licentiate ; " and therefore you must 
know, sir, that, though I told you before that I was a licentiate, 
I am, in fact, only a bachelor of arts, and my name is Alonzo 
Lopez. I am a native of Alcovendas, and came from the city of 
Baeza, with eleven more ecclesiastics, the same who fled with the 
torches ; we were attending the corpse in that litter to the city of 
Segovia: it is that of a gentleman who died in Baeza, where he 
was deposited till now that, as I said before, we are carrying his 
bones to their place of burial in Segovia, where he was born." 
*' And who killed him ?" demanded Don Quixote. " God," re- 
plied the bachelor, ** by means of a pestilential fever." " Then," 
said Don Quixote, " Heaven hath saveci me the labour of re- 
venging his death, in case he had been slain by any other hand ; 
but since he fell by the decree of God, there is nothing expected 
from us but patience and resignation ; for just the same must 
I have done, had it been his pleasure to pronounce the fatal sen- 
tence upon me. It is proper that your reverence should know 
that I am a knight of La Mancha, Don Quixote by name ; and 
that it is my oflBce and profession to go all over the world, righting 
wrongs and redressing grievances." " I do not understand your 
way of righting wrongs," said the bachelor ; " for from right you 
have set me wrong, having broken my leg, which will never be 
right again whilst I live. But since my fate ordained it so, I 
b^ech vou, signor knight-errant, who have done me such arrant 
mischief^ to help me to get from under this mule : for my leg is 
held fast between the stirrup and the saddle." ^* I might have 
eontioued talking until to-morrow," said Don Quixote ; " why- 
did you delay acquainting me with your embarrassment ?" He 
then called out to Sancho Panza to assist ; but he did not choose 
to obey, being employed in ransacking a sumpter-mule, which 
those pious men had brought with them, well stored with eat- 
ables. Sancho made a bao: of his cloak, and having crammed 
into it as much as it would hold, he loaded his beast ; after which 
he attended to his master's call, and helped to disengage the 
bachelor from the oppression of his mule ; and, having mounted 
him and eiven him the torch, Don Quixote bade him follow the 
track of his companions, and beg their pardon, in his name, for 
the injury which he could not avoid doing them. Sancho like- 
wise said, ** If perchance those gentlemen would know who is 
tiie champion that routed them, tell them it is the famous Don 
Quixote de la Mancha, otherwise called the Knight of the Sor- 
rowful Figure." 

The bachelor bein^ gone, Don Quixote asked Sancho what 
mduced him to call him the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure, at 
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that time more than any other? " I will tell you,'' answered 
Sancho ; *Mt is because I have been viewing you by the light of 
the torch, which that unfortunate man earned ; and, in truth, 
your worship at present makes the most woful figure I have ever 
seen ; which must be owing, I suppose, either to the fatigue of 
this combat or the want of your teeth." " It is owing to 
neither," replied Don Quixote ; " but the sage who has the charge 
of writing the history of my achievements has deemed it proper 
for me to assume an appellation, like the knights of old ; one of 
whom called himself the Knight of the Burning Sword ; another 
of the Unicom ; this, of the Damsels ; that, of the Phoenix ; 
another, the Knight of the Griffin ; and another, the Knight of 
Death ; and by those names and ensigns they were known over 
the whole surface of the earth. And therefore I say that the 
sage I just now mentioned has put it into thy thoughts and into 
thy mouth to call me the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure, as I 
purpose to call myself from this day forward ; and that this name 
may fit me the better, I determine, when an opportunity offers, 
to nave a most sorrowful figure painted on my shield." " You 
need not spend time and money in getting this figure made," 
said Sancho; "your worship need only shew your own, and, 
without any other image or shield, they will immediately call 
you him of'^the Sorrowful Figure ; and be assured I tell you the 
truth ; for I promise you, sir (mind, I speak in jest), that hunger 
and the loss of your teeth makes you look so ruefully that, as I 
said before, the sorrowful picture may very well be spared." 

Don Quixote smiled at Sancho's pleasantry ; nevertheless, he 
resolved to call himself by that name, and to have his shield 
or buckler painted accordingly ; and he said, " I conceive, 
Sancho, that I am liable to excommunication for having laid 
violent hands on holy things, 'Juxta illud, Siquis suadente 
diabolo,' &;c. : although I know I did not lay my hands, but my 
spear, upon them ; besides, I did not know that I was engaging 
with priests, or things belonging to the Cfiiurch, which I reverence 
and adore, like a go^ catholic and faithful Christian as I am, but 
with phantoms and spectres of the other world. And even were 
it otherwise, I perfectly remember what befell the Cyd Ruy Diaz, 
when he broke the chair of that kind's ambassador in the pre- 
sence of his holiness the Pope, for which he was excommunicated ; 
yet honest Roderigo de Vivar passed that day for an honourable 
and courageous knight." 

They had not gone far between two hills, when they found 
themselves in a retired and spacious valley, where they alighted. 
Sancho disburdened his beast ; and, extended on the ^reen grass, 
with hunger for sauce, they despatched their breakSist, dinner, 
afternoon's luncheon, and supper all at once ; regaling their pa- 
lates with more than one cold mess, which the ecclesiastics who 
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attended the deceased had brought with them on the sumpter- 
mole. But there was another misfortune, which Sancho accounted 
the worst of all ; namely, they had no wine, nor even water, to 
drink ; and were, moreover, parched with thirst. 

But they had not gone two hundred paces when a great noise of 
water reached their ears, like that of some mighty cascade pour- 
ing down from a vast and steep rock. The sound rejoiced them 
exceedingly, and stopping to listen whence it came, they heard 
on a sudden another dread t'ul noise, which abated the pleasure 
occasioned by that of the water ; especially in Sancho, who was 
naturally fietint-hearted. I say they neard a dreadful din of irons 
and rattling chains, accompanied with mighty strokes, repeated 
in regular time and measure ; which, together with the lurious 
noise of the water, would have struck terror into any other heart 
but that of Don Quixote. The night, as we have before said, was 
dark ; and they chanced to enter a erove of tall trees, whose 
leaves, agitated by the breeze, caused a kind of rustling noise, 
not loud, though fearful ; so that the solitude, the situation, the 
darkness, and the sound of rushing water, with the agitated 
leaves, ail concurred to produce surprise and horror, especially 
when they found that neither the blows ceased, nor the wind 
slept, nor the morning approached; and in addition to all this 
was their total ignorance of the place where they were in. But 
Don Quixote, supported by his mtrepid heart, leaped upon Ho- 
zinante, and, bracing on his buckler, brandished his spear, and 
said, " Friend Sancho, know that, by the will of Heaven, I was 
bom in this age of iron, to revive in it that of gold, or, as it is 
usually termed, ^ the golden ase.' I am he for whom dangers, 
mat exploits, and valorous achievements, are reserved ; I am he, 
I say again, who am destined to revive the order of the round 
table ; that of the twelve peers of France, and the nine worthies , 
and to obliterate the memory of the Platirs, the Tablantes, Oli- 
vantes, and Tirantes, Knights of , the Sun, and the Belianises, 
with the whole tribe of the famous knights-errant of times past. 
Stay for me here three days, and no more : if I return not in that 
time, thou mayest go back to our village ; and thence, to oblige 
me, repair to Toboso, and inform my incomparable lady Dulcinea 
that her enthralled knight died in attempting things that might 
have made him worthy to be styled hers." 

When Sancho heard these words of his master, he dissolved 
into tears, and said^ "Sir, I cannot think why your worship 
should encounter this fearful adventure. It is now night, and 
nobod V sees us. We may easily turn aside, and get out of dan- 
ger, though we should not drink these three days ; and, being 
unseen, we cannot be taxed with cowardice. Besides, I have 
heard the curate of our village, whom your worship knows very 
well, say in the pulpit that ^ he who seeketh danger perishetn 
therein \* so that it is not good to tempt God by undeitd^skk^^ ^^ 
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extravagant an exploit, whence there is no escaping but by a 
miracle. I left my comitry and forsook my wife and children 
to follow and serve your worship; but as covetousness bursts 
the bag, so hath it rent my hopes; for when they were most 
ah've, and I was just expecting to obtain that uiducky island 
which you have so often promised me, I find myself, in lieu 
thereof, ready to be abandoned by your worship in a place remote 
from every thing human." " Be silent,*' said Don Quixote ; "for 
God, who has inspired me with courage to attempt this unparal- 
leled and fearful adventure, will not fail to watch over my safety, 
and comfort thee in thy sadness. All thou hast to do is to girth 
Rozinante well, and remain here ; for I will quickly return, alive 
or dead.'* 

Sancho now had recourse to stratagem ; therefore, while he 
was tightening the horse's girths, softly, and unperceived, with 
his halter he tied Rozinante's hinder feet together, so that when 
Don Quixote would fain have departed, the horse could move 
only by jumps. Sancho, perceiving the success of his contriv- 
ance, said : " Ah, sir, behold how Heaven, moved by my tears and 
prayers, has ordained that Rozinante should be unable to stir ; 
and if you will obstinately persist to spur him, you will but pro- 
voke fortune." This made the Don quite desperate, and the more 
he spurred his horse the less he could move him ; he therefore 
thought it best to be quiet, and wait either until day appeared or 
until Rozinante could proceed ; never suspecting the artifice of 
Sancho, whom he thus addressed : " Since so it is, Sancho, that 
Rozinante cannot move, I consent to remain until the dawn 
smiles, although I weep in the interval." " You need not weep," 
answered Sancho ; "for I will entertain you until day by telling 
you stories, if you had not rather alight and compose yourself to 
sleep a little upon the green grass, as knights-errant are wont to 
do, so that you may be less weary when the day and hour comes 
for engaging in that terrible adventure you wait for." " To 
whom dost thou talk of alighting or sleeping ?" said Don Quixote. 
** Am I one of those knights who take repose in time of danger ? 
Sleep thou, who wert bom to sleep, or do what thou wilt : I shall 
act as becomes my profession." ** Pray, good sir, be not angry," 
answered Sancho : " I did not mean to offend you :" and, coming 
close to him, he laid hold of the saddle before and behind, and 
thus stood embracing his master's left thigh, without daring to 
stir from him a finger's breadth, so much was he afraid of the 
blows which still continued to sound in regular succession. Don 
Quixote bade him tell some story for his entertainment, as he had 
promised ; Sancho replied that he would, if his dread of the noise 
would permit him : " I will endeavour," said he, " in spite of it, 
to tell a story, which, if I can hit upon it, and it slips not through 
my fingers, is the best of all stories; and I beg your worship to 
be atteative, for now I begin ; 
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<* What hatli been, hath been ; the good that shall befall be for 
B8 all, and evil to him that evil seeks. Which fits the present 
purpose like a ring to your finger, signifying that your worship 
should be quiet, and not go about searching after evil." <* Pro- 
ceed with tny tale, Sancho," said Don Quixote, "and leave to my 
care the road we are to follow." " I say then," continued San- 
cho, " that in a village of Estremadura, there was a shepherd, I 
mean a goatherd; which shepherd, or goatherd, as my story says, 
was called Lope Ruiz ; and this Lope Ruiz was in love with a 
shepherdess called Torralva ; which shepherdess called Torralva 

was daughter to a rich herdsman, and this rich herdsman" '<If 

this be mv manner of telling a story, Sancho," said Don Quixote, 
" thou wilt not have done these two days ; tell it concisely, and 
like a man of sense, or else say no more." " I tell it in the same 
manner that they tell all stones in my country," answered San- 
cho ; *^ and I cannot tell it otherwise, nor ought your worship to 
require me to make new customs." " Tell it as ihou wilt, then," 
said Don Quixote; <' since it is the will of flEite that I must hear 
thee, go on." 

'^ And so, sir," continued Sancho, " as I said before, this shep- 
herd was in love with the shepherdess Torralva, who was a merry 
strapping wench, somewhat scornful, and somewhat masculine ; 
but, in process of time, it came about that the love which the shep- 
herd bore to the shepherdess turned into hatred ; and the cause 
was a certain quantity of Jittle iealousies she gave him, so as to 
exceed all bounds : and so mucn did he hate her thenceforward, 
that, to shun the sight of her, he chose to absent himself from that 
country, and go where his eyes should never more behold her. 
Torralva, who found herselt disdained by Lope, then began to 
love him better than ever she had loved him before." " It is a 
disposition natural in women," said Don Quixote, "to slight 
those who love them, and love those who hate them : go on, 
Sancho." 

" It fell out," proceeded Sancho, "that the 'shepherd put his 
design into execution ; and, collecting together his goats, wont 
over the plains of Estremadura, in order to pass over into the 
kingdom of Portugal. Upon which, Torralva followed him at a 
distance, on foot and bare-legged, with a pilgrim's staff in her 
hand, and a wallet about her neok. Presently, the shepherd 
came with his fiock to pass the river Guadiana, which at that 
time was swollen, and had almost overflowed its banks ; and on 
the side he came to there was neither boat nor any body to ferry 
him or his flock over to the other side ; which grieved him 
mightily : for he saw that Torralva was at his heels, and would 
give him much disturbance by her entreaties and tears. He 
therefbre looked about him until he espied a fisherman with a 
boat near him, but so3 mall that it could hold only one person and 
one goat : however i .) spoke to him^ and agreed \<r\til\ \^iKi Xi^ 
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cariy over himself and his three hundred goats. The fisherman 
gjot into the boat, and carried over a goat ; he returned and car- 
ried over another ; he came back again, and carried over another. 
Pray, sir, keep an account of the goats that the fisherman is»car- 
ryinj: over ; for if you lose count of a single goat, the story ends, 
and it will be impossible to tell a word more of it. I go on then, 
and say that the landing-place on the opposite side was covered 
with mud, and slipperv, and the fisherman was a great while in 
coming and going. However, he returned for another goat, and 
another, and another." " Suppose them all carried over,'' said 
Don Quixote, *^ and do not be going and coming in this manner ; 
or thou wilt not have finished carrying them over in a twelve- 
month." "Tell me, how many have passed already?" said 
SanchOb " How should I know?" answered Don Quixote. " See 
there, now ! did I not tell thee to keep an exact account ? There 
is now an end of the story ; I can go no farther." " How can 
this be?" answered Don Quixote. "Is it so essential to the 
story to know the exact number of goats that passed over, that 
if one error be mad(5, the story can proceed no farther?" "Even 
80," answered Sancho ; "for when I de»ired your worship to tell 
me how many goats had passed, and you answered you did not 
know, at that very instant all that I had to say fled out of mv 
memory ; though, m truth, it was very edifying and satisfactory." 
" So, then," said Don Quixote, "the story is at an end?" " To 
be sure it is," quoth Sancho. " Verily," answered Don Quix- 
ote, ** thou hast told one of the rarest tales, fables, or histories, 
imaginable; and thy mode of relating and concluding it is such 
as never was, nor ever will be, equalled ; although I expected no 
less from thy good sense : however, I do not wonder at it, for this 
incessant din may have disturbed thy understanding/' "All that 
may be," answered Sancho; " but as to my story, I know there's 
no more to be told ; for it ends just where the error begins in the 
account of carrying over the goats." " Let it end where it will," 
said Don Quixote, " and let us see whether Rozinante can stir 
himself.*' Again he clapt spurs to him, and again the animal 
jumped, and then stood stock still, so effectually was he fettered. 
Thus passed theaijgbt; and when Sancho perceived the dawn 
of morning, with much caution he unbound Rozinante, who being 
at liberty, though naturally not over-mettlesome, seemed to feel 
himself alive, and began to paw the ground ; but as for curvet- 
ting (begging his pardon^ he knew nothing about it. Don Quix- 
ote, perceiving that Rozinante began to be active, took it for a. 
good omen, and a signal that he should forthwith attempt the 
tremendous adventure. The dawn now making the surrounding 
objects visible, Don Quixote perceived he was beneath some tall 
chestnut-trees, which afforded a gloomy shade : but the cause of 
that strikinfT, which yet continued, he was unable to discover; 
therefore, without fartner delay, he made Rozinante feel the spur^ 
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and again taking leave of Sancho, commanded him to wait there 
three days at the farthest, as he had said before, and that if he re- 
turned not by that time, he might conclude that it was the^will of 
Heaven that he should end his days in that perilous adventure. And 
now, dissembling as well as he couLJ, he advanced towards the 
place whence the noise of the water and of the strokes seemed to 
proceed. Sancho followed him on foot, leading his ass — that 
constant companion of his fortunes, good or bad. And having 
proceeded some distance among those shady chestnut- trees, they 
came to a little green meadow, bounded by some steep rocks, 
down which a mighty torrent precipitated itself. At the foot of 
these rocks were several wretched huts, that seemed more like 
ruins than habitable dwellings ; and it was from them, they now 
discovered, that the fearful din proceeded. Rozinante was star- 
tled at the noise ; but Don Quixote, after quieting him, went slowly 
on towards the huts, recommending himself devoutly to his lady^ 
and beseeching her to favour him in so terrific an enterprise. 
Sancho kept close to his side, stretching out his neck to see if he 
could discover tlie cause of his terrors. In this manner they ad- 
vanced about a hundred yards farther, when, on doubling a point, 
the true and undoubted cause of that horrible noise, which had held 
them all night in such suspense, appeared plain and exposed to 
view. It was (kind reader, take it not in dudgeon) six fuUing- 
hammers, whose alternate strokes produced that hideous sound. 
Don Quixote, on beholding them, was struck dumb, and in the 
utmost confusion. Sancho looked at him, and saw he hung down 
his head upon his breast, with manifest indications of being 
abashed. Don Quixote looked also at Sancho, and seeing his 
cheeks swollen, and his mouth full of laughter, betraying evident 
signs of being ready to explode, notwithstanding his vexation he 
could not forbear laughing himself at the sight of his squire, who, 
thus encouraged by his master, broke forth in so violent a man- 
ner that he was forced to apply both hands to his sides, to securo 
himself from bursting. Don Quixote, perceiving that Sancho 
made ajest of him, was so enraged that he lifted up his lance, and 
discharged two such blows on him that, had he received them on 
his heady instead of his shoulders, the knight would have acquit- 
ted himself of the payment of his wages, unless it were to his 
heirs. Sancho, finding he paid so dearly for his jokes, and fear- 
ing lest his master should proceed farther, with much humility 
said, ** Pray, sir, be pacifipd ; as truly as I live, I did but 
jest." ** Though thou mayest jest, I do not," answered Don 
Quixote. " Come hither, merry sir ; what thinkest thou ? Sup- 
pose these mill-hammers had really been some perilous adven- 
tore, have I not given proof of the courage requisite to undertake 
and achieve it? Am 1 obliged, being a knight as I am, to dis- 
tinguish sounds, and know which are, cr are not, those of a full- 
ing-mill^ more especially if (which is indeed tVie tt\iX\v^ \ W^ 
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never seen any fulling-mills in my life, as thou hast — a pitiful 
rustic as thou art, who wert bom and bred amongst them ? but 
let these six fiilling-hammers be transformed into six giants, and 
let them beard me one by one, or altogether, and if I do not set 
them all on their heads, then make what jest thou wilt of me." 
*' It is enough, good sir,'* replied Sancho ; " I confess I have been 
a little too jocose ; but pray tell me, now that it is peace between 
us, was it not a thing to be laughed at, and worth telling, what a 
fearful taking we were in last night — I mean, that I was in ?— for I 
know that your worship is a stranger to fear." ** I do not deny," 
answered Don Quixote, '^ that what has befallen us may be risi- 
ble, but it is not proper to be repeated ; for all persons have not 
the sense to see things in their right point of view." "But," 
answered Sancho, " your worship know how to point your lance 
aright when you pointed it at my head, and hit me on the shoul- 
ders ; let that pass, for I have heard say, * he loves thee well who 
makes thee weep ;' and, besides, your people of condition, when 
they have given a servant a hard word, presently give him some 
old hose, though what is usually given after a beating I cannot 
tell, unless it be that your knights-errant, after bastinados, be- 
stow islands, or kingdoms on terra firma." "The die may so 
run," quoth Don Quixote, "that all thou hast said may come to 
pass ; excuse what is done, since thou art considerate ; for know 
that first impulses are not under a man's control : and that thou 
mayest abstain from talking too much with me henceforth, I 
apprise thee of one thingf, that in all the books of chivalry I ever 
read, numerous as they are, I recollect no example of a squire 
who conversed so much with his master as thou dost with thine. 
And really I account it a great fault both in thee and in myself; 
in thee, because thou payest me so little respect ; in me, that I do 
not make niyself respected more. There was Gandalin, squire to 
Amadis de Gaul, earl of the firm island, of whom we read that 
he always spoke to his master cap in hand, his head inclined, and 
body bent after the Turkish fashion. What shall we say of Gasa- 
bel, squire to Don Galaor, who was so silent that, to illustrate the 
excellence of his marvellous taciturnity, his name is mentioned 
but once in all that great and faithful history ? From what I have 
said, thou mayest infer, Sancho, that there ought to be a differ- 
ence between master and man, between lord and lacquey, and be- 
tween knight and squire ; so that, from this day forward, we must 
be treated with more respect : for howsoever thou mayest excite 
my anger, *it will go ill with the pitcher.' The favours and be- 
nefits I promised thee will come in due time ; and if they do not 
come, the wages, at least, thou wilt not lose." " Your worship 
says very well," quoth Sancho ; " but I would fain know (if per- 
chance the time of the favours should not come, and it should be 
necessary to have recourse to the article of the wages) how much 
might the sqvdre of a knight-errant get in those times? and 
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whether they agreed by the months or by the day, like labourers?" 
**l do not believe," answered Don Quixote, ** that those squires 
were retained at stated wages, but they relied on courtesy ; and 
if I have appointed thee any in the will I left sealed at home, it 
was in case of accidents ; for I know not yet how chivalry may 
succeed in these calamitous times, and I would not have mv soul 
suffer in the other world for trifles ; for I would have thee Know, 
Sancho, that there is no state more perilous than that of adven- 
turers." ^' It is so, in truth," said Sancho, '^ since the noise of 
the hammers of a fulling-mill were sufficient to disturb and dis- 
compose the heart of so valorous a knight as your worship." 



CHAPTER XTI. 

Which treats qfthe prand adventure of Mambrino's helmet f with other 
things which brfel our invincible Knight. 

About this time it began to rain, and Sancho proposed entering 
the fulling-mill ; but Don Quixote had conceived such an abhor- 
rence for the late jest that he would by no means go in. Soon 
after he discovered a man on horseback, who had on his head 
•something which glittered, as if it had been of eold ; and turning 
to Sancho^ he said, ^'I am of opinion. Sancho, tnere is no proverb 
but what IS true, because thej are all sentences drawn from ex- 
perience ; especially that which says, ' Where one door is shut, 
another is opened.' I say this because, if fortune last night shut 
the door against us with the fulling-mills, it now opens another, 
for a better and more certain adventure, in which, if I am de- 
ceived, the fault will be mine, without imputing it to my ignor- 
ance of fulling-mills, or to the darkness of night. This 1 say 
because, if I mistake not, there comes one towards us who carries 
on his head Mambrino's helmet." '* Take care, sir, what you say, 
and more what you do," said Sancho ; '^ for I would not wish 
for other falling-mills to finish the milling and mashing our 
senses." '^ What has a helmet to do with fuUing-mills 7" replied 
Don Quixote. ^'I know not," answered Sancho; '^but if I 
might talk as much as I used to do, perhaps I could give such 
reasons that your worship would see you are mistaken in what 
you say." "How can I be mistaken?" said Don Quixote. 
**8eest thou not yon knight coming towards us on a dapple- 
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grey steed, with a helmet of gold on his head ?" " What I see 
and perceive," answered Sancho, ** is only a man on a grey ass 
like mine, with something on his head that glitters." '* Why, 



that is Mambrino's helmet," said Don Quixote; '^ retire, and 
leave me alone to deal with him, and thou shalt see how, in order 
to save time^ I shall conclude this adventure without &^Q^Vm^^ 
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^ I «idin tkiK ore to ^ ont of ^^ ^rn:,^ sgifiBdSmic^; -^biit 
^rufl, I «nr lisuii. it hatjuotjsuvt mAer ^iIBii^HiiaD adrcD. 
tttre^^ ^ f ^/ive hhvMdj'ttAd -Aaee^ S— rfan^ not tf» mftinm time 
^dliiif:-iid2k, iKV evoi &xik cf cbem.^ aid Dm i^nzose. 

Kvv^ liie Imdi of tbe awtter. cDneeaDii^ ^le beimet. iIk 
iit(»iadL iflttd tliC! kxd^ tiioe^ Den Qinxxtte sw, ^ns duw IWre 
w«re tv« wT3}Mg» hi ikitt ^e^tkMmahood, cne of Ibem «o sbsII 
Uttt it tdud iMsdbiT diiop nor laiiier^ but die other a^amii^ to it 
kidUfdi; liieniore llie bsHier of like Infer flersvd aiwibeless» 
wi^^gi^a <wftt? ^iirtOBier iMwr ^raalBd t» lie let Mood, md aocaber » 
be hAjmt^ ; io ytHorm videii tlie bnifer was noir od 1u£ vm j, 
evrrvm^ nidi ioaD Ids brattt bsm; md it so bsfipeDed tiuty 
niim itpcw ihni ro9d, it besan to nin, mud to are las Imt, whidi 
wik» m xtierHr oute, be; dspped tbe basa on Ids bead, wbidi bong 
kit^lv tenuund^ vau^ Heu ^atUaJB^ at ibe iTiil—i ofbilfa leigoe; 
and be rode <« a grer a*a, as Saadio bad dfcaind TbasDon 
Qttix^^ took tbe; £axber far a kai^^ bis ass fior a dafiple-^y 
it«^^ asd bis baHXi £c»r a grAden bebaet ; and wbea tibe kmgfat 
drew ttear^ be advaoeed at Bozinaidie's best ^eed, and eoodied 
bk bmee^ inteudan^ to ma bim tbroogb and tbroogb ; but when 
cir>«e nntm biio, widbout efaedung tbe fory of kis careo*, be cried 
<Ntty ^' JMeod iSttyuAf, caitifi; or mstuitlT snrreDder wbat is justly 
my due V* Tbe'fiarber bad no otber way to aroid tl^ tbrast of 
fto binee than to slip down firom tbe ass : and kaim^i^ nimUer 
tban a roeboek, be scampered orer tbe plain with socih speed diat 
ttM; wind eoald not orertake bun. Tbe baan be \eh on tbe 
wnmtid, with wbich Don Qnixote was satisfied. He ordered 
Banctio io take up tbe belmet, wbo, bolding it in his band, said, 
** l\ui fiasin is a special odc, and is well worth a piece of eight, 
if it is worth a farthing/' He then gave it to his master, who 
immediately placed it upon his head, taming it round in search 
of tlie vizor : and, not finding it, he said, '' Doubtless the pagan 
1(jr whom this famous helmet was origiDally forged must have 
bad a podigions head — the worst of it is, that one half is want- 
ing/' When Sancho heard tbe basin called a helmet, he could 
not fm})HSLr laughing ; which, however, he instantly checked on 
recollf^cting his master's late choler. " What dost Aou ladgh at, 
Sancho ?" said Don Quixote. " I am laughing," answered he, 
^'to think what a huge head the pagan had who owned that 
helmrit, which is for all the world just like a barber's basin/' 
" Knowcst thou, Sancho, what I conceive to be tbe case ? This 
fkmcmn piece, tbis enchanted helmet, by some strange accident 
must have fallen into tbe possession of one who, ignorant of its 
truo value as a helmet, and seeing it to be of the purest gold, 
hatb inconsideratelv melted down tbe one half for lucre's sake, 
and of the otber half made tbis, which, as thou sayest, doth indeed 
Jaok like a barber's basin ; but to me, who know what it really 
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is, its transformation is of no importance, for I will have it so 
repaired, in the first town whore there is a smith, that it shall 
not be surpassed, nor even e(][iial]ed. In the mean time I will 
wear it as I can; for something is better than nothing; and it 
will be sufficient to defend me from stones." ** It will so," said 
Sancho, *' if they do not throw them with slings, as thoy did in 
the battle of the two armies, when they cross^ your worship's 
chops. As to being tossed again in a blanket, I say nothing ; 
for it is difficult to prevent such mishaps, and if thoy do come, 
there is nothing to be done but to wink, hold one's breath, and 
submit to go whither fortune and the blanket shall please." 
^^ Thou art no good Christian, Sancho," said Don Quixote, 
*' since thou dost not forget an injury once done thee ; but know 
it is inherent in eenerous and noble minds to disregard trifles. 
What leg of thine is lamed, or what rib or head broken, that thou 
canst not forget that jest? for, properly considered, it was a more 
jest and pastime; otherwise 1 should lon^ ago have returned 
thither, and done more mischief in revenging thy quarrel than 
the Greeks did for the rape of Helen ; who, lim she lived in those 
times, or my Dulcinea in those, would never have been so famous 
for beauty as she is I" and here he heaved a si^h towards heaven. 
'^ Let it pass, then^ for a jest," said Sancho, ^' since it is not likoly 
to be revenged in earnest : but I know of what kind the jests 
and the earnests were ; and I know also thoy will no more slip 
out of my memory than off my shoulders. But, setting this aside, 
tell me, sir, what shall we do with this dapple-grey steed which 
looks so like a grey ass, and which that caitiff whom your wor- 
ship overthrew has left behind here, to shift for itself; tor, by his 
scouring off so hastily, he does not think of over returning for 
him ; and, by my beard, the beast is a special one." " It is not 
my custom," said Don Quixote, " to plunder those whom I over- 
come, nor is it the usage of chivalry to take from the vanquished 
their horses, and leave them on foot, unless the victor hath lost 
bis own in the conflict ; in such a case it is lawful to take that of 
the enemy, as fairly won in battle. Therefore, Sancho, leave 
this horse, or ass, or whatever thou wilt have it to be ; for, when 
we are gone, his owner will return for him." 

They now breakfasted on the remains of the plunder from 
the sumpter-mule, and drank of the water belonging to the full- 
ing-mills, but without turning their faces towards them — such 
was the abhorrence in which they were held. Being thus re- 
freshed and comforted, both in body and mind, they mounted, 
and, without determining upon what road to follow, according to 
the custom of knights-errant, they went on as Rozinante's will 
directed, which was a guide to his master and also to Dapple, 
who always followed, in love and good fellowship, wherever ho 
led the way. They soon, however, turned into the great road, 
which they followed at a venture, without forming any plan, ^flF 
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As ihej were Urns saanteiing <m, Sancho said to bis master : 
'^ Sir, will yoor worship be pleased to indulge me the liberty of 
a word or two ; lor, smce joo imposed on me that harsh com- 
mand of sileiice, snndry things have been rotting in my breast, 
and I bare one iost now at my tongue's end that I would not for 
any Mag should miscarry." '* Speak, then/' said Don Quixote, 
'^and be brief in thy discourse; for what is prolix cannot be 
pleasing/' ** I sav, then, sir," answered Sancho, ^' that for some 
days past I bare been considering how little is gained by wan- 
dering about in quest of those adyentures your worship is seeking 
through these deserts and cross ways, where, though you should 
overcome and achieye the most perilous, there is nobody to see 
or know anything of them ; so that they must remain in perpetual 
oblhrion, to the prejudice of your worship's intention and their 
deserts. And therefore I think it would be more advisable for us, 
with submission to your better judgment, to serve some emperor 
or other great prince engaged in war, in whose service your wor- 
ship may display your valour, great strength, and superior un- 
derstanding: which beins perceived by the lord we serve, he 
must of course reward each of us according to hL<t merit. This is 
what I would be at," quoth Sancho ; " this I stick to : for every 
tittle of this must happen." '^ Doubt not that this will happen, 
Sancho," replied Don Quixote ; ^^ for by those very means and 
those very steps which we are pursuing, knights-errant do rise, 
and have risen, to be kings ana emperors. All that remains to 
be done is to look out and find what king of the Christians or of 
the Pagans is at war, and has a beautiful daughter — but there is 
time enough to think of this ; for you know we must procure 
renown elsewhere before we repair to court. Besides, there is 
yet another difficulty ; for, if a king were found who is at war 
and has a handsome daughter, and I had acquired incredible fame 
throughout the whole universe, I do not see how it can be made 
appear that I am of the lineage of kings, or even second cousin to 
an emperor ; for the kine will not give me his daughter to wife 
until he is nrst very well assured that I am such, however my 
renowned actions might deserve it. For thou must know, Sancho, 
that there are two kinds of lineages in the world. Some there 
are who derive their pedigree from princes and monarchs, whom 
time has gradually reduced until they have ended in a point, like 
a pyramid ; others have had a low origin, and have risen by de- 

grees, until they have become great lords. So that the difference 
i, that some have been what now they are not, and others are 
now what they were not before ; and who knows but I may be 
one of the former, and that, upon examination, m^ origin may 
be found to have been great and glorious, with which the king, 
my future father-in-law, ou^ht to be satisfied ? and if he should 
not be satisfied, the infanta is to be so in love with me that, in 
spite of her father, she is to receive me for her lord and husband. 
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even though she knew me to be the son of a water-carrier ; and 
in case she should not, then is the time to take her away by force, 
and convey her whither I please ; there to remain until time or 
death put a period to the displeasure of her parents." 

" Here," said Sancho, " comes in properly what some naughty 
people say, ' Never stand begeing for that which you have the 
power to take ;' though this otner is nearer to the purpose : * A 
leap from a hedge is better than a hundred petitions.' I say 
this, because if my lord the king, your worship's father-in-law, 
should not vouchsafe to yield unto vou my lady the infanta, there 
is no more to be done, as ^our worship says, but to steal and cany 
her off. But the mischief is, that while peace is making, and 
before you can enjoy the kingdom quietly, the poor squire may 
go whistle for his reward." ** Say what they will," rejoined Don 
Quixote, ^' in jzood faith, they must st^le ttiee ' vour lordship,' 
however unwillingly." ** Do you thmk," quoth Sancho, " I 
should not know how to eive authority to the indignity ?" '^ ^ij?* 
nity, yon should say, and not indignity,'' said his master. '^ So 
let be," answered Sancho Panza. " I sav, I should do well 
enough with it ; for I assure you I was once beadle of a company, 
uid toe beadle's gown became me so well that every body said I 
bad a presence fit to be warden of the same company : what then 
will it be when I am arrayed in a duke's robe, all shining with 
gold and pearls, like a foreign count ? I am of opinion folks will 
come a hundred leagues to see me." '' Thou wilt make a goodly 
appearance indeed,'^ said Don Quixote ; '^ but it will be necessary 
to trim thy beard a little oftener, for it is so roueh and matted 
that, if tiiou shavest not every day at least, what thou art will be 
seen at the distance of a bow-shot." " "Why," said Sancho, " it 
is but taking a barber into the house, and &:iving him a salary ; 
and, if there be occasion, I will make him follow me like a gentle- 
man of the horse to a grandee." ^' How camest thou to £iow," 
demanded Don Quixote, '' that grandees have their gentlemen of 
the horse to follow them?" " I will tell you," said Sancho; 
'* some years ago I was near the court for a month, and I often 
saw a very little gentleman riding about, who, they said, was a 
very great lord ; and behind him I noticed a man on horseback, 
taming about as he turned, so that one would have thought he 
had been his tail. I asked why that man did not ride by the side 
of the other, but kept always behind him ? They answered me 
that it was his gentleman of the horse, and that it was the custom 
for noblemen to be followed by them ; and from that day to this 
I have never forgotten it." ** Thou art in the right," said Don 
Quixote, ** and in the same manner thou mayest carry about thy 
barber ; for all customs do not arise together, nor were they in- 
vented at once; and thou mayest be the first earl who carried 
about his barber after him : and, indeed, it is a higher trust to dress 
the beard than to saddle a horse." '< Leave the buai]ie«& oH\i<^ 

Q 
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hmther to me/* mid Soncte ; ^mnd let it be jonr woidiip's care 
to beeome a kii^ and to make me an eari.'' 

Presentl J our knij^ raised his eyes, and saw approadung, in 
tlie same road, about a dozen men on foot, stmog like beads, by 
tiie necks, in a great iron diain, and all handeoffsd. There came 
aliio with tiiem two men on horaefaaek, and two on foot ; those on 
horseback were armed with firdocks, mid diose on foot with inkes 
and swords. As soon as Sandio Panza saw diem, he said :'' This 
is a chain of gaDej-slaTcs, persons forced by the king to senre in 
the f^leys/' ^ How ! forced do yoo say T' qnoth Don Quixote, 
''is it possible the king should force any body?" ** I mean not 
so/' answered Sancho, " but that they are persons who, for their 
crimes, are condemned by law to the galleys, where tiiey are 
forced to serve the king." ''In troth, then," replied Don 
Qnixote, "these people are oonreyed by force, and not Tolim- 
tarily ?" "So it is," said Sancho. "Then," said his master, 
" here the execution of my office takes place, which is to defeat 
Yiolenoe, and to soccoar and reliere the wretched." " Conader, 
sir," quoth Sancho, "that justice — whidi is the king himself — 
does no riolence to snch persons, he only punishes them for 
dieir crimes." But his master eave no heed to him. 

By this time the chain of gaUey-slaves had reached them, and 
Don Qnixote desired the guard to inform him of the cause or 
causes for which they conducted diose persons in that manner. 
One of the guards answered that they were slaves, and on tbdr 
way to the galleys ; which was all he had to say, nor was there 
anything more to know. " Nevertheless," replied Don Quixote, 
" 1 should be glad to be informed, by each individually, of the 
cause of his misfortune." To these he added such other courteous 
expressions, entreating the information he desired, that the other 
horseman said, " Though we have here the certiBcate of the sen- 
tence of each of these wretches, this is no time to produce them ; 
make your inquiry of themselves ; they may inform you, if they 
please, and no doubt the^ will : for they are such as take a plea- 
sure in acting and relating rogueries." With this Don Quixote 
went up to tnem, and demanded of the first for what offence he 
marched in snch evil plight ? He answered, that it was for being 
In love. "For that alone?" replied the Don; "if people are 
sent to the galleys for being in love, I might long since have been 
rowing in them myself." " It was not such love as your worship 
imagines." said the galley-slave ; " mine was a strong affection 
for a basket of fine linen. The process was short ; they gave me 
a hundred lashes, and sent me to the galleys." 

Don Quixote put the same question to the second, who re- 
turned no answer, he was so melancholy and dejected ; but the 
first answered for him, and said, " This gentleman goes for being 
a canary-bird, — I mean, for being a musician and a singer." 
^^How $oV* replied Don Quixote ; " are men sent to the guleys 
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for being musiciaiis and singers ?" '* Yes, sir," replied the slave ; 
" for there is nothing worse than to sing in an agony." ** Nay," 
said Don Quixote, ** I have heard say, * Who sings in grief, pro- 
eores relief.' " " This is the very reverse," said the slave ; ** for 
here he who sings once weeps all his life afler." ** I do not un- 
derstand that," said Don Quixote. One of the guards said to 
him, ^* Signor Cavalier, to sin^ in an agony means, in the cant of 
these rogues, to confess upon the rack. This offender was put to 
the torture, and confessed his crime, which was that of a stealer 
of cattle ; and, because he confessed, he is sentenced for six years, 
besides two hundred lashes on the shoulders. He is pensive and 
sad, becaose all the other ro?ues abuse, vilify, flout, and despise 
him for confessing, and not having the courage to say No : for, 
say they, No does not contain more letters than Ay ; and think 
it luoky, when it so happens that a man's life or death depends 
upon his own toneue, and not upon proofs and witnesses ; and, 
for my part, I think they are in the right." " And so I think," 
answered Don Quixote ; who, passing on to the third, interro- 
gated him as he had done the others. He answered very readily, 
and with much indifference, ^'l am also going for five years, 




thouffh dying for hunger, nothing can be bought with it. I say 
this liecause, if I had been possessed in time of those twenty 
ducats you now offer me, I would have so greased the clerk's pen 
and sharpened my advocate's wit that I should have been this 
day upon the market-place of Toledo, and not upon this road, 
coupled and dragged like a hound : but God is great ; patience 
and — that is enough." 

Behind all these came a man about thirty years of age, of a 
eoodly aspect, only that his eyes looked at each other. Don 
Quixote asked why this man was fettered so much more than the 
rest. The guard answered, because he alone had committed 
more crimes than all the rest together ; and that he was so bold 
and desperate a villain that, although shackled in that manner, 
they were not secure of him, but were still afraid ho would make 
his escape. *<What kind of villanies has he committed?" said 
Don Quixote. " He goes for ten years," said the guard, ** which 
is a kind of civil death. You need only be told that this honest 

fentleman is the famous Gines dc Passamonte, alias Gincsillo de 
^arapilla." " Fair and softly, sigfior commissary," interrupted 
the stave. '^ Let us not now be spinning out names and sur- 
names. Gines is my name, and not Ginesillo ; and Passamonte 
is the name of my family, and not Parapilla, as you say ?" ** Are 
you not 80 called, lying rascal?" said the guard. "Yes," an- 
swered Gines; " but I will make them cease calling me so, or I 
will flay them where I care not at present to Bay, ^\^ot ^^\w.- 
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Her,*' continned he, "if you have «iny thing to give us, let us havd 
it now, and God be with you ; for you tire us with in(]^uiring so 
much after other men's lives. If you would know mine, 1 am 
Gines de Passamonte, whose life is written by these very fingers." 
** He says true," said the commissary ; ^* for he himself has written 
his own history as well as heart could wish, and has left the book 
in prison pawned for two hundred reals." " Ay, and I intend to 
redeem it," said Gines, "if it lay for two nundred ducats." 
^ What, is it so good ?" said Don Quixote. " So good," an- 
swered Gines, " that woe be to Lazarillo de Tormes, and to all 
that haviB written or shall write in that way. What I can affirm 
18, that it relates truths, and truths so ingenious and entertaining 
that no fiction can equal them." " what is the title of your 
book?" demanded Don Quixote. "The Life of Gines de Passa- 
monte," replied Gines himself. " And is it finished ?" quoth Don 
Quixote. " How can it be finished ?" answered he, " since my 
life is not yet finished ?" " You seem to be an ingenious fellow," 
said Don Quixote. " And an unfortunate one," answered Gines ; 
** but misfortunes always persecute genius." 

The commissary lifted up bis staff to strike Passamonte, in 
return for his threats; but Don Quixote interposed, and desired 
he would not illtreat him, since it was but ^r that he who had 
his hands so tied up should have his tongue a little at liberty. 
After questioning several more in a similar fashion, the Don thus 
addressed the company : " From all you have told me, dearest 
brethren, I clearly gather that, although it be only the punish- 
ment of your crimes, you do not much relish what you are to 
suffer, and that you go to it with ill-will, and much against your 
inclination. Now this being the case, my mind prompts me to 
manifest in you the purpose for which heaven cast me into the 
world, and ordained me to profess the order of chivalry, which I 
do profess, and the vow I thereby made to succour the needy 
and those oppressed by the powerful ; for it seems to me a hard 
case to make slaves of those whom God and nature made free." 
** This is pleasant foolinff," answered the commissary. " An ad- 
mirable conceit he has hit upon at last ! Go on your way, sigfior, 
and give us no more of your meddling impertinence." " Insulting 
scoundrel !" answered Don Quixote ; and thereupon, with a 
word and a blow, he attacked him so suddenly that, before he 
could stand upon his defence, he threw him to the ground, much 
wounded with a thrust of the lance. The rest of the guards were 
astonished and confounded at the unexpected encounter ; and the 
galley-slaves seized the opportunity now offered to them of re- 
covering their liberty, by breaking the chain with which they 
were linked together. The confusion was such that the guards 
could do nothing to any purpose. Sancho, for his part, assisted 
in releasing Gines de Passamonte; who, attacking the com- 
miasary, took, away his sword and his gun^ by levelling which 
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first at one^ then at another^ he cleared the field of all the 
guard. 

** It is well," said Don Quixote ; " but I know what is first ex- 
pedient to be done." Then, having called all the slaves before 
£im, they gathered round to know his pleasure ; when he thus 
addressed them : " To be grateful for benefits received is natural to 
persons well bom. This 1 say, gentlemen, because you already 
Know, by manifest experience, the benefit you have received at 
my hands ; in return for which it is my desire that you imme- 
diately go to the city of Toboso, and there present yourselves be- 
fore the Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, and tell tier that her Knight of 
the Sorrowful Figure sends you to present his service to her ; and 
recount to her every circumstance of this memorable adventure, 
to the point of restoring you to your wished-for liberty : this 
done, you may go wherever good fortune may lead you." 

Gines de i*assamonte answered for them all, and said, " What 
your worship commands us, noble sir and our deliverer, is of all 
impossibilities the most impossible to be complied with ; for we 
dare not be seen together on the road, but must so separate, each 
man by himself, and endeavour to hide ourselves m the very 
bowels of the earth from the holy brotherhood, who doubtless will 
beout in.quest of us. To think that we will now return to our 
chains, and put ourselves on our way to Toboso, is to imagine it 
already night, whereas it is not yet ten o'clock in the morning ; 
and to expect this from us is to expect pears from an elm-tree." 
"I vow, then," quoth Don Quixote in a rage, "that you Don Gine- 
sillo de Parapilla, or whatever you call yourself, shall go there alone 
and the whole chain upon your back." Passamonte, who was not 
over passive, seeing himself thus treated, gave a signal to his com- 
rades, upon which they all began to rain such a shower of stones 
upon the knight that he could not contrive to cover himself 
with his buckler ; and poor Rozinante cared no more for the spur 
than if he had been made of brass. Sancho got behind his ass, 
and thereby sheltered himself from the hailstorm that poured 
upon them both. Don Quixote could not screen himself sufli- 
ciently to avoid the stones, which came against him with such 
force that they brought him to the ground. Thev stripjied him 
of a jacket he wore over his armour, and would have taken his 
trousers too, if the greaves had not hindered them. They took 
Sancho's cloak, leaving him stripped ; and after dividing the 
gpoils of the battle, they made the best of their way ofi*, each 
taking a different course : more solicitous to escape the holy 
brotherhood than to drag their chain to Toboso and present them- 
selves before the Lady Dulcinea. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Of what h^el Don Quixote in the Sierra Morena^ being one of the most 
extraordinary adventures related in this fait l^ful history, 

Don Quixote, finding himself thus ill-requited, said to his squire: 
** Sancho, I have always heard it said that to do good to the vul- 
gar is to throw water into the sea. Had I believ^ what you said 
to me, I might have prevented this trouble ; but it is done, I must 
have patience, and henceforth take warning." " Your worship 
will as much take warning," answered Sancho, ^' as I am a Turk ; 
but since you say that if you had believed me this mischief 
would have been prevented, believe me now, and you will avoid 
what is still worse ; for, let me tell you, there is no putting off 
the holy brotherhood with chivalries ; they do not care two far- 
things for all the knights-errant in the world, and I fancy already 
that I hear their arrows whizzing about my ears." " Thou art 
naturally a coward, Sancho," said Don Quixote; "but that 
thou ma^rest not say I am obstinate, and that I never do what 
thou advisest, I will for once take thy counsel, and retire from 
that fury of which thou art in so much fear ; but upon this one 
condition — ^that, neither living nor dying, thou shalt ever say that 
I retired and withdrew myself from this peril out of fear, but that 
I did it out of mere compliance with thy entreaties. " Sir," an- 
swered Sancho, ** retreating is not running away, nor is staying 
wisdom when the danger overbalances the hope ; and it is the 
part of wise men to secure themselves to-day for to-morrow, and 
not to venture all upon one throw. And know that, although I 
am but a clown and a peasant, I yet have some smattering of 
what is called good conduct ; therefore repent not of having 
taken my advice, but get upon Rozinante if you can, if not I wifl 
assist you, and follow me: for my head tellsme that, for the present, 
we have more need of heels than hands." Don Quixote mounted 
without replying a word more; and, Sancho leading the way 
upon his ass, they entered on one side of the Sierra Morena, 
which was near, and it was Sancho's intention to pass through it, 
and get out at Viso or Almodovar del Campo, and there hide 
themselves for some days among those craggy rocks, in case the 
holy brotherhood should come in search of them. He was en- 
couraged to this, by finding that the provisions carried by his 
ass had escaped sa^ from the skirmish with the galley-slaves, 
which he looked upon as a miracle, considering what the slaves 
took away, and how narrowly they searched. 

That night they got into the heart of the Sierra Morena, where 
Sancho thought it would be well to pass the remainder of the 
nJg'ht, i/ not some days, or at least as long as their provisions 
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lasted. But destiny so ordered it that Gines de Passamonte, 
(whom the valour and frenzy of Don Quixote had delivered 
from the chain), being justly afraid of the holy brotherhood, took 
it into his head to hide himself among those very mountains 
where Don Quixote and Sancho Panza had taken refuge. Now, 
as the wicked are always ungrateful, Gines, who had neither gra- 
titude nor good-nature, resolved to steal Sancho Panza's ass ; 
not caring for Rozinante, as a thing neither pawnable nor sale- 
able. Sancho Panza slept ; the varlet stole his ass ; and, before 
dawn of day, was too far off to be recovered. 

Aurora issued forth, giving joy to the earth, but grief to 
Sancho Panza, who, when he missed his Dapple, began to utter 
the most doleful lamentations, insomuch that Don Quixote awaked 
at his cries, and heard him say, " O darling of my heart, born in 
my house, the joy of my children, the entertainment of my wife, 
the envy of my neighbours, the relief of my burdens, and lastly, the 
half of my maintenance ! For, with the six and twenty maravedis 
which I have earned every day by thy means have I half sup- 
ported my family V Don Quixote, on learning the cause of these 
lamentations, comforted Sancho in the best manner he could, and 
desired him to have patience, promising to give him a bill of ex- 
change for three asses out of five which he had left at home. 
Sancho, comforted by this promise, wiped away his tears, mo- 
derated his sighs, and thanked his master for the kindness he 
shewed him. Don Quixote's heart gladdened upon entering 
among the mountains, being the kind of situation he thought 
likely to furnish those adventures he was in quest of. They re- 
osdled to his memory the marvellous events which had befallen 
knights-errant in* such solitudes and deserts. He went on medi- 
tating on these things, and his mind was so absorbed in them 
that he thought of nothing else. Nor had Sancho any other con- 
cern than to appease his hunger with what remained of the 
clerical spoils ; and thus he jogged after his master, emptying 
the bag and stuffing his paunch ; and while so employed he 
would not have given two maravedis for the rarest adventure 
that could have happened. 

While thus en^ged, he raised his eyes, and observed that his 
master, who had stopped, was endeavouring, with the point of 
his lance, to raise something that lay on the ground; upon 
which he hastened to assist him, if necessary, and came up to him 
just as he had turned over with his lance a saddle-cushion and a 
portmanteau fastened to it, half, or rather quite, rotten and torn^ 
but so heavy that Sancho was forced to stoop down in order to take 
it up. His master ordered him to examine it. Sancho very readily 
obeyed, and although the portmanteau was secured with its 
chain and padlock, he could see through the chasms what it con<^ 
tained ; which was four fine holland shirts, and other linen, no 
less curious than cleans and in a handkerchief he tbund «^ C!^<diTi- 
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titv of gold crowns, which he no sooner espied than he exclaimed : 
^* Blessed be heaven, which has presented us with one profitable 
adventure I" And, searchiig further, he found a little pocket- 
book, richly bound ; which Don Quixote desired to have, bidding 
him take the money and keep it for himself. Sancho kissed his 
hands for the favour ; and, taking the linen out of the portman- 
teau, he put it in the provender-bag. All this was perceived by 
Don Quixote, who said, " 1 am of opinion, Sancho (nor can it 
possibly be otherwise), that some traveller must have lost his 
way in these mountains, and fallen into the hands of robbers, 
who have killed him, and brought him to this remote part to 
bury him." " It cannot be so," answered Sancho ; ** for had 
they been robbers they would not have left this money here." 
" Thou art in the rigbt," said Don Quixote, " and I cannot con- 
jecture what it should be; but stay, let us see whether this 
pocket-book has any thing written in it that may lead to a dis- 
covery." He opened it, and the first thing he found was a rough 
copy of verses, and, being legible, he read aloud, that Sancho 
might hear it, the following sonnet : 

1. 

Love either cruel is or blmd, 

Or still unequal to the cause 
Is this distemper of the mind, 

That with infernal torture knaws. 



Of all my sufferings and my woe 

Is Chloe, then, the fatal source ? 
Sure ill from good can never flow, 

Or so much beauty gild a curse !^ 

<' From those verses," quoth Sancho, " nothing can be col- 
lected, unless, from the clue there given, you can come at the 
whole bottom." "What clue is here?" said Don Quixote. " I 
thought," said Sancho, " your worship named a clue." " No, I 
said Chloe," answered Don Quixote ; " and doubtless that is the 
name of the lady of whom the author of this sonnet complains ; 
and, in faith, either he is a tolerable poet or I know but little of 
the art." " So, then," said Sancho, ** your worship understands 
making verses too I" '* Yes, and better than thou thinkest," 
answered Don Quixote ; " and so thou shalt see, when thou 
bearest a letter to my lady Dulcinea del Toboso in verse ; for 
know, Sancho, that all or most of the knights-errant of times 
past were great poets and great musicians; these two accom-* 
plishments^ or rather graces^ being annexed to lovers-errant. 

1 From Smollett's tranglation. 
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Tme it is that the couplets of former knights have more of pas- 
sion than elegance in them." ** Pray, sir, read on farther,*' said 
Sancho^ ^^ perhaps you may find something to satisfy us." Don 
Quixote turned over the leaf, and said, '' This is in prose, and 
seems to be a letter." " A letter of business, sir ?" demanded 
Sancho. " By the beginning, it seems rather to be one of love," 
answered Don Quixote. " Then pray, sir, read it aloud," said 
Sancho ; " for I mightily relish these love-matters." " With all 
my heart," said Don Quixote ; and reading aloud, as Sancho de- 
sired, he fouud it to this effect : 

''Thy broken faith and my certain misery drive me to a 
place whence thou wilt sooner hear the news of my death than 
the cause of my complaint. Thou hast renounced me, O un- 
grateful maid, for one of larger possessions, but not of more 
worth than myself. What thy beauty excited, thy conduct has 
erased : by the former I thought thee an angel, by the latter I 
know thou art a woman. Peace be to thee, fair cause of my dis- 
quiet !" 

The letter bein^ read, Don Quixote said, "We can gather 
little more from this than from the verses. It is evident, how- 
ever, that the writer of them is some sh'ghted lover." Then, 
turning over other parts of the book, he found other verses and 
letters, but the purport was the same in all — their sole contents 
being reproaches, lamentations, 8U8|)icions, desires, dislikings. 
fiivours, and slights, interspersed with rapturous praises and 
mournful complaints. While Don Quixote was examining the 
book, Sancho examined the portmanteau, without leaving a comer 
which he did not scrutinise, nor seam which he did not rip, nor 
lock of wool which he did not carefully pick — that nothing might 
be lost through carelessness — such was the cupidity excited in 
him by the discovery of this golden treasure, consisting of more 
than a hundred crowns ! And although he could find no more, 
1m thought himself abundantly rewarded for the tossings in the 
blanket, the loss of the wallet, and the theft of his cloak ; toge- 
ther with all the hunger, thirst, and fatigue he had suffered in 
his good master's service. 

The Knight of the Sorrowful Figure was extremely desirous 
to know who was the owner of the portmanteau ; but as no infor- 
mation could be expected in that rugged place, he had onl^ to 
proceed, taking whatever road Rozinante pleased, and still tbmk- 
mg that among the rocks he should certainly meet with some 
strange adventure. 

As he went onward, impressed with this idea, he espied, on 
the top of a rising ground not far from him, a man springing 
from rock to rock with extraordinary agility. Don Quixote im- 
mediately conceived that this must bo the owner of the portman- 
teau, and resolved therefore to go in search of him, even though 
it should prove a twelvemonth'a labour^ in that wild xq^\oti« ^^ 
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immediately commanded Sancho to cat short over one side of the 
moontaiD, while he skirted the other, as they might possibly by 
this expedition find the man who had so suddenly vanished from 
their sight. To which Sancho replied, '^ It would be much more 
prudent not to look after him ; for if we should find him, and he, 
perchance, proves to be the owner of the money, it is plain I 
must restore it : and therefore it would be better to preserve 
it faithfully until its owner shall find us out; by which time, 
perhaps, 1 may have spent it, and then I am free by law.'' 
** Therein thou art mistaken, Sancho," answered Don Quixote ; 
** for since we have a vehement suspicion of who is the right 
owner, it is our duty to seek him, and to return it; otherwise 
that suspicion makes us no less guilty than if he really were so. 
Then he pricked Rozinante on, when, having gone round part of 
the mountain, they found a dead mule, saddled and bridled, 
which confirmed them in the opinion that he who fled from them 
was owner both of the mule and the portmanteau. 

While they stood looking at the mule, a goatherd descended, 
and, coming to the place where Don Quixote stood, he said, 
'^ I suppose, gentlemen, you are looking at the dead mule ? in 
truth, it has now lain there these six months. Pray tell me, 
have you met with his master hereabouts?" ^*We have met 
with nothing,'^ answered Don Quixote, "but a saddle-cushion 
and a small portmanteau, which we found not far hence." " I 
found it too," answered the goatherd, " but would by no means 
take it up, nor come near it, for fear of some mischief, and of 
being charged with theft; for the devil is subtle, and lays 
stunibling-blocks in our way, over which we fall without know- 
ing how." " Tell me, honest man," said Don Quixote, " do you 
know who is the owner of these goods ?" " What I know," said 
the goatherd, " is, that six months ago there came to a shepherd's 
hut, three leases from this place, a genteel and comely youth, 
mounted on the very mule which lies dead there. He inquired 
which of these mountains was the most unfrequented. We told 
him it was where we now are ; and so it is tnuy, for if you were 
to ffo on about half a league farther, perhaps you would never 
find the way out ; and I wonder how you could get even hither, 
since there is no road nor path to lead you to it. The youth, 
hearing our answer, turned about, and made towards the part 
we pomted out, leaving us all pleased with his goodly appear- 
ance, and wondering at his question and at the haste he made to 
reach the mountain. From that time we saw him not again until, 
gorae days after, he issued out upon one of our shepherds, and, 
without saying a word, struck him, and immediately fell upon 
our sumpter-ass, which he plundered of our bread and cheese, 
and then fled again to the rocks with wonderful swiftness. Some 
of us souGfht for him nearly two days, and at last found him lying 
in the boJlow of a large cork-tree. He came out to us with much 
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gentleness, his garment torn, and bis face so disfigured and 
scorched hy the sun that we should scarcely have known him, 
bat that his clothes, ragged as they were, convinced us he was 
the person we were in search after. He saluted us, and in few 
but civil words bid us not be surprised to see him in that con- 
dition, which was necessary in order to perform a certain penance 
enjoined him for his sins. We entreated him to tell us who he 
was, but could get no more from him. We also desired him to 
inform us where he might be found ; because when he stood in 
need of food, we would willingly bring some to him. He thanked 
us, and begged pardon for his past violence, and promised to ask 
it for Ood's sake, without molesting any body. As to the place 
of his abode, he said he had only that which chance presented 
him wherever the night overtook him ; and he ended his dis- 
course with so many tears, that we must have been very stones 
not to have wept with him, considering what he was when we 
first saw him ; for, as I before said, he was a very comely and 
graceful youth, and by his courteous behaviour shewed himself 
to be well-bom. We judged that his mad fit was coming on, and 
our suspicions were quickly confirmed ; for he suddenly darted 
forward', and fell with great fury upon one that stood next him, 
whom he bit and struck with so much violence that, if we had 
not released him, he would have taken away his life. In the 
midst of his rage he frequently called out, ^'Ah, traitor Fer- 
nando ! now shalt thou pay for the wrong thou hast done me ; 
these hands shall tear out that heart, the dark dwelling of deceit 
and viUany !" We disengaged him from our companion at last, 
with no small difficulty ; upon which he suddenly left us, and 
plunged into a thicket so entangled with bushes and briers that 
It was impossible to follow him. By this we guessed that his mad- 
ness returned by fits, and that some person, whose name is Fer- 
nando, must have done him some injury of so grievous a nature 
as to mluce him to the wretched condition in which he appeared. 
And in that we have since been confirmed, as he has frequently 
eome out into the road, sometimes begging food of the shepherds, 
and at other times talung it from them by force ; for when the 
mad fit is upon him, though the shepherds offer it freely, he will 
not take it without coming to blows ; but when he is in his 
•endes, he asks it with courtesy, and receives it with thanks, and 
even with tears. In truth, gentlemen, I must tell you,'' pursued 
the goatherd, "that yesterday I and four young men, two of them 
my servants and two my friends, resolved to go in search of him, 
and, having found him, either by persuasion or force carry hira 
to the town of Almodovar, which is eight leagues off, there to get 
him cured, if his distemper be curable, or at least to learn who 
he is, and whether he has any relations to whom we may give 
notice of his misfortune. This, gentlemen, is all I can tell you^ 
in answer to your inquiry ; hy which you ma^ uudex^itdxA >i)^'^ 
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the owner of the goods you found is the same wretched person 
who passed you so quickly :" — for Don Quixote had told him 
that he had seen a man leaping ahout the rocks. 

Don Quixote was surprised at what lie heard ; and heing now 
still more desirous of knowing who the unfortunate madman was, 
lie renewed his determination to search every part of the moun- 
tain until he should find him. But fortune managed better for 
him than he expected ; for at that very instant the youth ap- 
pearedy descending, and muttering to himself something which 
was not intelligible. The rags he wore were such as have been 
described ; but as he drew near, Don Quixote perceived that his 
buff doublet, though torn to pieces, still retained the perfume of 
amber ; whence he concluded that he could not possibly be of low 
condition. When he came up, he saluted them in a harsh and 
untuned voice, but with a civil air. Don Quixote politely re- 
turned the salute with graceful demeanour, and advanced to em- 
brace him, and held him a considerable time clasped within his 
arms, as if they had been long acquainted. The other, whom we 
may truly call the Tattered Knight of the Woful, as Don Quixote 
was of the Sorrowful, Figure, having suffered himself to be em- 
braced, drew back a little, and lajing his hands on Don Quixote's 
shoulders, stood contemplating hmi, as if to ascertain whether he 
knew him ; and perhaps no less surprised at the aspect, de- 
meanour, and habiliments of the knight than was Don Quixote 
at the sight of him. In short, the first who broke silence after 
this prelude was the Tattered Knight ; and what he said shall be 
told in the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

A continuaiion qf the adventure in the Sierra Morena, 

Don Quixote listened to the Tattered Knight of the moun- 
tain, who thus addressed himself to him : " Assuredly, sigfior, 
whoever you are, I am obliged to you for the courtesy you have 
manifested towards me ; and I wish it were in my power to serve 

Jrou with more than my good-will, which is all that my fate al- 
ows me to offer in return for your civility." " So great is my 
desire to do you service," answered Don Quixote, *' that I had 
determined to learn froni yourself whether your affliction, which 
is evident by the strange life you lead, may admit of any remedy, 
and, if so, make every possible exertion to procure it ; I conjure 
you also by whatever in this life you love most, to tell me who 
you are, and what has brought you hither, to live and die like a 
brute beast amidst these solitudes : an abode, if I may judge from 
your person and attire, so unsuitable to you. And I swear," 
Added Don Quixote, **by the order of knighthood I have re- 
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6^ed, tbouffb unworthy and a sinner, to remedy your misfor- 
tune, or assist you to bewail it, as I have already promised." 
The Knight of the Mountain, hearing him talk thus, could only 
gaze upon him, viewing him from head to foot ; and, after sur- 
veying htm again and again, he said to him, '' If you have any- 
thing to give me to eat, for God's sake let me have it ; and when 
I have eaten, I will do all you desire, in return for the good wishes 
you have expressed towards me." 

Sancho immediately took from his wallet some provisions, 
wherewith the wretched wanderer satisfied his hunger, eating 
what they gave him like a distracted person, so ravenously that 
he made no interval between one mouthful and another. When 
he had finished, he made signs to them to follow him ; and having 
conducted them to a little green plot, he there laid himself down, 
and the rest did the same. When the Tattered knight had com- 
posed himself, he said, '* If yoa desire that I should tell you the 
immensity of my misfortunes, you must promise not to interrupt 
the thread of my doleful history; for in the instant you do so, 
my narrative will break ofi;" These words brought to "Don Quix- 
ote's memory the tale related by his squire, which, because he 
had not reckoned the number of goats that had passed the river, 
remained unfinished. Don Quixote, in the name of all the rest, 

gromised not to interrupt him, and upon this assurance he began 
I the following manner : 
** My name is Cardenio ; the place of my birth one of the 
best cities of Andalusia ; my family noble ; my parents wealthy ; 
my wretchedness so great that it must have been deplored by my 
parents, although not to be alleviated by all their wealth — for 
riches are of little avail in many of the calamities to which man- 
kind are liable. In that city there existed a heaven, wherein 
love had placed all the joy I could desire : such is the beauty of 
Lucinda, a damsel as well-bom and as rich as myself, though 
more fortunate and less constant than my honourable intentions 
dieserved. This Lucinda I loved and adored from my childhood ; 
end she, on her part, loved me with that innocent afiection proper 
to her age. Our parents were not unacquainted with our attach- 
ment, nor was it displeasing to them. Our love increased with 
our years, insomuch that Lucinda's father thought it prudent to 
restrain my wonted freedom of access to his house ; thus imitat- 
ing the parents of the unfortunate Thisbe, so celebrated by the 
p<MtB. This restraint served only to increase the ardour of our 
sflfeetion ; for though it was in their power to impose silence on 
oar tongues, they could not do the same on our pens, which re- 
Teal the secrets of the soul more effectually than even the speech ; 
for the presence of a beloved object often so bewilders and con- 
founds its Realties that the tongue cannot perform its office. O 
heavens, how many billet-doux did I write to her! What charm* 
ing, what modest answers did I receive ! How man^ ^uu^^x:^ ^v^ 

H 
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I pen ! At length, my patience being exbansted, I resolved at 
once to demand her for my lawful wife ; which I immediately did. 
In reply, her father thanked me for the desire I expressed to hon- 
our him by an alliance with his family, but that, as my father 
was living, it belonged more properly to him to make this de- 
mand ; for without his entire concurrence the act would appear 
secret and unworthy of his Lucinda. I went therefore directly to 
him, and found him with a letter open in his hand, which he gave 
me, saying, ^ By this letter you will see, Cardenio, the inclination 
Duke Kicardo nas to do you service/ I read the letter, which 
was so extremely kind that I thought it would be wrong in my 
father not to comply with its request, which was, that I should hie 
sent immediately to the duke, who was desirous of placing me as 
a coHipanion to his eldest son. 

" The time fixed for my departure came. I conversed the 
night before with Lucinda, and told her all that had passed ; and 
al^ entreated her father to wait a few days, and not to dispose of 
her until I knew what Duke Ricardo's pleasure was with me. 
He promised me all I desired, and she confirmed it with a thou- 
sand vows and a thousand faintings. I arrived at the residence 
of the duke, who treated me with so much kindness that envy 
soon became active, by possessing his servants with an opinion 
that every favour the duke conferred upon me was prejudicial to 
their interest. But the person most pleased at my arrival was a 
second son of the duke, called Fernando, a sprightly young gen- 
tleman, of a gallant, liberal, and loving disposition, who con- 
tracted so intimate a friendship with me that it became the sub- 
ject of general conversation ; and though I was treated with much 
favour by his elder brother, it was not equal to the kindness and 
affection of Don Fernando. 

" Now as unbounded confidence is always the effect of such 
intimacy, he revealed to me all his thoughts, and particularly a 
love matter, which gave him some disquiet. He loved a country 
girl, the daughter of one of his father's vassals. Her parents were 
rich, and she herself was so beautiful, discreet, and modest, that 
no one could determine in which of these qualities she most ex- 
celled. Don Fernando's passion for this lovely maiden was so 
excessive that he resolved to promise her marriage. Prompted 
by friendship, I employed the best arguments I could suggest to 
divert him from such a purpose ; but finding it was all in vain, I 
resolved to acquaint his father, the duke, with the affair. Don 
Fernando, being artfuland shrewd, suspected and feared no less, 
knowin? that I could not, as a faithful servant, conceal from my 
lord and master so important a matter : and therefore, to amuse 
and deceive me, he said that he knew no better remedy for effac- 
ing; the remembrance of the beauty that had so captivated him 
than to absent himself for some months ; which he said might 
be effected by our going together to my father's house, under pro- 
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tence, as he would tell the duke, of purchasing horses in our town^ 
whioh is remarkable for producing the best in the world. No 
sooner had he made this proposal than, prompted by my own 
loTe, I expressed my approbation of it, as the best that possibly 
could be devised, and should have done so, even had it been less 
plausible, since it afforded me so good an opportunity of return- 
ing to see my dear Lucinda. At the very time he made this 
proposal to me he had already, as appeared afterwards, beei^ 
married to the maiden, and only waited for a convenient season 
to divulge it with safety to himself, being afraid of what the 
duke his father might do when he should hear of his folly. Now 
love in young men too often expires with the attainment of its 
object ; and what seems to be love vanishes, because it has no- 
thms of the durable nature of true affection. In short, Don Fer- 
nando, having obtained possession of the country girl, his love 
grew ikint, and bis fondness abated; so that, m reality, that 
absence which he proposed as a remedy for his passion, he only 
chose in order to avoid what was now no longer agreeable to him. 
The duke consented to his proposal, and ordered me to bear 
him company. 

** We reached our city, and my father received him according 
to his quality. I immediately visited Lucinda ; my passion re- 
vived (though, in truth, it had been neither dead nor asleep), 
and unfortunately for me, I revealed it to Don Fernando; 
thinkine that, by the laws of friendship, nothing should be con- 
cealed from him. I expatiated so much on the beauty, grace, 
and discretion of Lucinda, that my praises excited in him a desire 
of seeing a damsel endowed with such accomplishments. Unhap- 
pily I consented to gratify him, and shewed her to him one night 
Dy the light of a taper at a window, where we were accustomed 
to converse together. He beheld her, and every beauty he had 
hitherto seen was cast into oblivion. From that time I began 
to fear and suspect him ; for he was every moment talking of 
Lucinda, and would begin the subject himself, however ab- 
ruptly, which awakened in me I know not what Jealousy ; and 
though I feared no change in the eoodness and ndelity of Lu- 
cinda, yet I could not but dread the very thing against which 
they seemed to secure me. He also constantly importuned me 
to shew him the letters I wrote to Lucinda, as well as her an- 
swers, which I did, and he pretended to be extremely delighted 
with both. 

" Now it happened that Lucinda, having desired me to lend 
her a book of chivalry, of which she was very fond, entitled Ama- 
dis de Gaul " 

Scarcely had Don Quixote heard him mention a book of 
chivalry, when he said, *' Had you told me, sir, at the beginning 
of your story, that the Lady Lucinda was fond of reading books 
of chivalry, no more woidd have been necessary to couNva^^ "nv^ 
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of the sublimity of her understanding. I pronounce her to be 
tiie most beautiful and the most ingenious woman in the world. 
Pardon me, sir, for having broken my promise by this interrup- 
tion ; but when I hear of matters appertaining to knights-errant 
and chivalry I can as well forbear talking of them as the beams 
of the sun can cease to give heat, or those of the moon to moisten. 
Pray, therefore, excuse me and proceed ; for that is of most im- 
portance to us at present/' 

While Don Quixote was saying all this, Cardenio bung down 
his head upon his breast, apparently in profound thought ; and 
although Don Quixote twice desired him to continue his story, he 
neither lifted up his head nor answered a word. But after some 
time he raised it, and uttering some disloyalty against Queen 
Madnsima, one of the heroines of the Don's books of chivalry, 
'* It is false, I swear," answered Don Quixote in great wrath ; 
'* it is extreme malice, or rather villany, to say so ; and whoever 
asserts it lies like a very rascal, and I will make him know it, on 
foot or on horseback, armed or unarmed, by night or by day, 
or how he pleases." 

Cardenio, being now mad, and hearing himself called liar and 
TiHain, with other such opprobrious names, did iiot like the jest ; 
-and catching up a stone that lay close by him, he threw it with 
such violence at Don Quixote's breast that it threw him on his 
back. Sancho Panza, seeing his master treated in this manner, 
■fittacked the madman with his clenched fist ; and the Tattered 
jCnight received him in such sort that, with one blow, he laid him 
at his feet, and then trampled upon him to his heart's content. 
The goatherd, who endeavoured to defend him, fared little better ; 
and when the madman had sufficiently vented his fury upon them 
all, he left them, and quietly retired to his rocky haunts among 
the mountains. Sancho got up in a rage to find himself so roughly 
handled, and was proceeding to take revenge on the goatherd, 
telling him the fault was his, for not having given them warning 
that this man was subject to these mad fits ; for had they known 
it, they might have been upon their guard. The goatherd an- 
swered that he had given them notice of it, and that the fault was 
not his, Sancho Panza replied, the goatherd rejoined ; and the 
replies and rejoinders ended in taking each other by the beard, 
and coming to such blows that, if Don Quixote had not inter- 
posed, they would have demolished each other. But Sancho still 
kept fast hold of the goatherd, and said, ^' Let me alone, sir 
knight, for this fellow being a bumpkin like myself, and not a 
knight, I may very safely revenge myself by fighting with him 
hand to hand, like a man of honour." " True," said Don Quix- 
ote; '' but I know that he is not to blame for what has happened." 
Hereupon Sancho was pacified ; and Don Quixote again inquired 
of the goatherd whether it were possible to find out Cardenio ; 
for he had a vehement desire to learn the end of his story. The 
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ffoatherd told him, as before, that be did not exactly know bis 
nannts, but that, if be waited some time about that part, be would 
not fail to meet him, either in or out of bis senses. 

Don Quixote took bis leave of the goatherd, and, mounting 
Bozinante, commanded Sancho to follow him ; which he did very 
unwillingly. They proceeded slowly on, making their way into 
the most difficult recesses of the mountain ; in the mean time 
Sancho was dyin^ to converse with his master, but would fain 
have had him begin the discourse, that he might not disobey hia 
orders. Being, however, unable to hold out any longer, he said 
to him, ''Signor Don Quixote, be pleased to give me your wor- 
ship's blessing, and my dismission ; for I will get home to my 
wife and children, with whom I shall at least have the privilege 
of talking and speaking my mind ; for it is very hard, and not to 
be borne with patience, for a man to ramble about all his life in 
quest of adventures, and to meet with nothing but kicks and 
cufis, tossings in a blanket, and bangs .with stones, and, with all 
this, to have his mouth sewed up, not daring to utter what he has 
in his heart, as if he were dumb." " I understand thee, Sancho," 
answered Don Quixote ; *'thou art impatient until I take off the 
embargo I have laid on thy tongue. Suppose it, then, removed, 
and thou art permitted to say what thou wilt, upon condition that 
this revocation is to last no longer than whilst we are wandering 
among these rocks.*' " Be it so,*' said Sancho ; " let me talk 
now, for we know not what will be hereafter. And now, taking 
the benefit of this license, I ask what had your worship to do with 
standing up so warmly for that same Queen Magimasa, or what's 
her name? for had you let that pass, I verily believe the madman 
would have gone on with his story, and you would have escaped 
the thump with the stone, the kicks, and above half a dozen 
baffets." 

'^ In faith, Sancho," answered Don Quixote, "if thou didst 
but know, as I do, bow honourable and bow excellent a lady 
Queen Madasima was, I am certain thou would st acknowledge 
that I had a great deal of patience in forbearing to dash to pieces 
that mouth out of which such blasphemies issued ; and to prove 
that Cardenio knew not what he spoke, thou mayest remember 
that when he said it he was not in his senses." " That is what 
I say," quoth Sancho ; " and therefore no account should have 
been made of his words ; for if good fortune had not befriended 
your worship, and directed the fiint-stone at your breast instead of 
your head, we had been in a fine condition for standing up in de- 
fence of that dear lady ; and Cardenio would have come off un pun- 
ishedy being insane." " Against the sane and insane," answered 
Don Quixote, " it is the duty of a knight-errant to defend the hon- 
our of women, particularly that of a queen of such exalted worUi 
as Queen Madasima, for whom I have a particular affection, on 
account of hec excellent qualities : for, besides being extremelY 

h2 
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beautifal, slie was very prudent, and very patient in her afliio- 
tions, which were numerous. But prythee, Sancho, peace ; and 
henceforward attend to our matters, and forbear any mterference 
with what doth not concern thee. Be convinced, that whatever I 
have done, do, or shall do, is highly reasonable, and exactly con- 
formable to the rules of chivalry, which I am better acquainted 
with than all the knights who ever professed it in the world." 
** Sir," replied Sancho, " is it a good rule of chivalry for us to go 
wandering through these mountains, without either path or road, 
in (juest of a mtuiman who, perhaps, when he is found, will be 
inclined to finish what he began, — not his story, but the breaking 
of your worship's head and my ribs V 

" Peace, Sancho, I repeat," said Don Quixote ; "for know 
that it is not only the desire of finding the madman that brings 
me to these parts, but an intention to perform in them an exploit 
whereby I shall acquire perpetual fame and renown over the face 
of the whole earth ; and it shall be such an one as shall set the 
seal to make an accomplished knight-errant." ^' And is this ex- 
ploit a very dangerous one?" quoth Sancho. "No," answered 
-the knight ; " although the die may chance to run unfortunately 
for us, yet the whole will depend upon thy diligence." '* Upon 
my diligence !" exclaimed Sancho. " Yes," said Don Quixote ; 
" for if thy return be speedy from the place whither I intend to 
send thee, my pain will soon be over, and my glory forthwith 
commence ; and that thou mayest no longer be in suspense with 
regard to the tendency of my words, I inform thee, Sancho, that 
the famous Amadis de Graul was one of the most perfect of knights- 
errant — I should not say one, for he was the sole, the principal, 
the unique— in short, the prince of all his contemporaries. A fig 
for Don Belianis, and all those who say that he equalled Amadis 
in any thing ; for I swear they are mistaken. I say, moreover, 
that if a painter would be famous in his art he must endeavour to 
cony after the originals of the most excellent masters. The same 
rule 18 also applicable to all the other arts and sciences which 
adorn the commonwealth ; thus, whoever aspires to a reputation 
for prudence and patience must imitate Ulysses, in whose person 
and toils Homer draws a lively picture of those qualities ; so also 
Virgil, in the character of iBneas, delineates filial piety, courage, 
and martial skill, being representations not of what they really 
were, but of what they ought to be, in order to serve as models of 
virtue to succeeding generations. Thus was Amadis the polar, 
the morning -star, and the sun of all valiant and enamoured 
knights, and whom all we, who militate under the banners of 
love and chivalry, ought to follow. This bein? the case, friend 
Sancho, that kmght-errant who best imitates him will be most 
certain of arriving at pre-eminence in chivalry. And an occasion 
upon which this knight particularly displayed his prudence, 
worthy courage, patience^ constancy, and love, was his retiring, 
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Whto diadidned b^ the Lady Oriana, to do penance on the poor 
srooky changing hu name to that of Belteneoros ; a name most 
oertainly significant and proper for the life he had voluntarily 
chosen. Now it is easier for me to imitate him in this than in 
cleaving giants, beheading serpents, slaying dragons, routing 
armies, shattering fleets, and dissolving enchantments ; and since 
this place is so well adapted for the purpose, I ought not to ne- 
glect the opportunity which is now so commodiously offered to 
me." 

" What is it your worship really intends to do in so remote 
a place as this?" demanded Sancho. <' Have I not told thee,'' 
answered Don Quixote, '^ that I design to imitate Amadis, acting 
here the desperate, raving, and furious lover ; at the same time fol- 
lowing the example of the valiant Don Orlando with respect to An- 
gelica the fair : he ran mad, tore up trees by the roots, disturbed 
the waters of the crystal springs, slew shepherds, destroyed 
ikKsksy fired cottages, and an hundred thousand other extrava- 
ffances worthy of eternal record. And although it is not my 
design- to imitate Orlando in all his frantic actions, words, and 
dioughts, yet I will give as eood a sketch as I can of those which 
I deem most essential ; or I may, perhaps, be content to imitate 
only Amadis, who, without committing any mischievous excesses, 
by tears and lamentations alone attained as much fame as all of 
ihem." << It seems to me," quoth Sancho, <^ that the knights 
who acted in such manner were provoked to it, and had a reason 
£>r these follies and penances ; but pray what cause has your wor- 
ship to ran mad ? What lady has disdained you ? or what have 
vou discovered to convince you that the Lady Dulcinea del Toboso 
has done you any wrong?" " There lies the point," answered 
Don Quixote, '^ and in this consists the refinement of my plan. 
A knight-errant who runs mad with just cause deserves no 
thanks; but to do so without this is the point; giving my lady 
to understand how much more I should perform were there a good 
reason on her part. But I have cause enough given me by so 
long an absence from my ever-honoured Lady Dulcinea del To- 
boso. Therefore, friend Sancho, counsel me not to refrain from 
to rare, so happy, and so unparalleled an imitation. Mad I am, 
and mad I must be, until thy return with an answer to a letter I 
intend to send by thee to my Lady Dulcinea; for if good, I shall 
enjoy it in my right senses ; if otherwise, 1 shall be mad, and 
oonseouently insensible of my misfortune." 

While they were thus discoursing, they arrived at the foot of 
a high mountain, which stood separated from several others that 
surrounded it, as if it had been hewn out from them. Near its base 
fan a gentle stream, that watered a verdant and luxurious vale, 
adom^ with many wide-spreading trees, plants, and wild flowers 
of varioas hues. This was the spot in which die Knight of the 
Sorrowful Figure chose to perform his penance ; and while coa- 
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templating the scene, he thus broke forth in a loud voice : ^' This 
is the place^ O ye heavens ! which I select and appoint for be- 
wailing the misfortune in which I am so cruelly involved. This is 
the spot where my flowing tears shall increase the waters of this 
crystal stream, and my sighs, continual and deep, shall incessantly 
move the foliage of these lofty trees, in testimony and token of 
the pain my persecuted heart endures. O ye rural deities, who- 
ever ye be that inhabit these remote deserts, give ear to the com- 
plaints of an unhappy lover, whom long absence and some pangs 
of jealousy have driven to bewail himself among these rugged 
heights, and to complain of the cruelty of that ungrateftil fair, the 
utmost extent and ultimate perfection of human beauty ! And, 

thou my squire, agreeable companion in my prosperous and 
adverse fortune, careAiUy imprint on thy memory what thou 
shalt see me here perform, that thou mayest recount and recite it 
to her who is the sole cause of all!'' Thus saying, he alighted 
from Rozinante, and in an instant took off his bridle and saddle, 
and clapping him on the back, said to him, '< O steed, as excel- 
lent for my performances as unfortunate in thy fate, he gives 
thee liberty who is himself deprived of it. Go whither thou wilt; 
for thou hast it written on thy forehead that neither Astolpho's 
Hippogriff, nor the famous Frontino, which cost Bradamante so 
dear, could match thee in speed.'' 

Sancho, observing all this, said, ^' Blessings be with him who 
saved us the trouble of unharnessing Dapple ; for truly he 
should have wanted neither slaps nor speeches in his praise. Yet 
if he were here, I would not consent to his being unpannelled, 
there being no occasion for it ; for he had nothing to do with love 
or despair any more than I, who was once his master, when it so 
pleased God. And truly, Sir Knight of the Sorrowful Figure, if it 
be so that mv departure and your madness take place in earnest, 
it will be well to saddle Rozinante again, that he may supply the 
loss of mv Dapple, and save me time in going and coming; for if 

1 walk, I know not how I shall be able either to go or return, 
being, in truth, but a sorry traveller on foot." " Be that as thou 
wilt," answered Don Quixote ; " for I do not disapprove thy pro- 
posal ; and I say thou shalt depart within three days, during 
which time I intend thee to bear witness of what I do and sa}*^ for 
her, that thou mayest report it accordingly." " What have I 
more to see," quoth Sancho, " than what 1 have already seen ? " 
" So far thou art well prepared," answered Don Quixote ; " but 
I have now to rend my garments, scatter my arms about, and 
dash my-head against tiicse rocks ; with other things of the like 
sort, which will strike thee with admiration." " Good master," 
said Sancho, " content yourself, I pray you, with running your head 
against some soft thing, such as cotton ; and leave it to me to tell 
my lady that you dashed your head against the point of a rock 
harder than a diamond.'^ << I thank thee for thy good intentions^ 
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friend Sancho/' answered Don Quixote ; ^* but I would have thee 
to know, that all these actions of mine are no mockery, but done 
Tery much in earnest.'' '< As for the three days allowed mo for 
seeme your mad pranks/' interrupted Sancho, '* I beseech you 
to reckon them as already passed ; for I take all for granted, and 
will tell wonders to my lady : do you write the letter, and de- 
spatch me quickly, for I lon^ to come back and release your 
worship from this purgatory, m which I leave you," 

" But how," said Don Quixote, " shall we contrive to write the 
letter?" "And the ass-colt bill?" added Sancho. "Nothing 
shall be omitted," said Don Quixote; "and since we have no 
paper, we shall do well to write it as the ancients did, on the 
leaves of trees, or on tablets of wax ; though it will be as difficult 
at present to meet with these as with paper. But, now I recol- 
lect, it may be as well, or indeed better, to write it in Cardenio's 
pocket-book, and you will take care to get it fairly transcribed 
upon paper in the first town you reach where there is a school- 
master." " But what must we do about the signing it with your 
own hand?" said Sancho. "The letters of Amadis were never 
subscribed," answered Don Quixote. "Very well," replied 
Sancho ; " but the order for the colts must needs be signed by 
yourself: for if tliat be copied, they will say it is a false signa- 
ture, and I shall be forced to go witnout the colts." " The order 
•hall be signed in the same pocket-book ; and, at sight of it, my 
niece will make no difficulty in complying with it. As to the 
love-letter, let it be subscribed thus : ' Yours until death, the 
Knight of the Sorrowful Figure.' And it is of little importance 
whether it be written in another hand ; for I remember, Dul- 
cinea has never seen a letter or writing of mine in her whole life ; 
for our loves have always been of the platonic kind, extending 
no forther than to modest glances at each other ; such is the re- 
serve and seclusion in which she is brought up by her father 
liorenzo Corchuelo, and her mother Aldonza Nogales I" 

" Ah I" quoth Sancho, " the daughter of Lorenzo Corchuelo ! 
Is she the Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, otherwise called Aldonza 
Lorenzo?" " It is even she," said Don Quixote, " and she de- 
serves to be mistress of the universe." " I know her well," 
qaoth Sancho ; " and I can assure you she will pitch the bar with 
tne lustiest swain in the parish ; straight and vigorous, and I war- 
rant can make her part good with any knight-errant that shall 
have her for his lady. Oh, what a pair of lungs and a voice she 
has ! I remember she got out one day upon the bell- tower of the 
church, to call some young ploughmen, who were in a field of her 
father's ; and though they were half a league off, they heard her as 
plainly as if they had stood at the foot of the tower; and the best 
of her is, that she is not at all coy, but as bold as a court lady, and 
makes a jest and a may -game of every body. I say, then, Sir 
Knight of the Sorrowful Figure^ that you not only ma^ arid <;)i>\^\» 
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to ran mad for her, bat also yoa may justly despair and hang 
yourself; and nobody that bears it but wfll say you did extremely 
well. However, I am anxious to see her ; for I have not met with 
her this many a day, and by this time she must needs be altered ; 
for it mightily spoils women's faces to be abroad in the field, ex- 
posed to the sun and weather. But, all things considered, what good 
can it do to the Lady Aldonza Lorenzo — I mean the Lad^ Dulcinea 
del Toboso — to have the vanquished whom your worship sends or 
may send falling upon their knees before her? For perhaps at the 
time they arrive sne may be carding flax, or thi^hing in the 
bam, and they may be confounded at the sight of her, and she 
may laugh and care little for the present." " I have often told 
thee, Sancho," said Don Quixote, ^'that thou art an eternal 
babbler, and though void of wit» thy blnntness often stings ; but, 
to convince thee at once of thy folly and my discretion, I will 
tell thee a short tale. 

" Know, then, that a certain widow, handsome, young, gay, 
and rich, and withal no prude, fell in love with a youn^ man, 
handsome, well-made, and active. A relative heard of it, and 
one day took occasion to speak to the good widow in the way of 
brotherly reprehension. • I wonder, madam,' said he, ' that a 
woman of your quality, so beautiful and so rich, should fall in love 
with such a despicable, mean, silly fellow; when there are, in this 
house, so many graduates, scholars, and dignitaries, among whom 
you might pick and choose, and say, this I like and this I leave, 
as you would among pears.' But she answered him with great 
frankness and gaiety, ^ You are much mistaken, worthy sir, and 
your sentiments are very antiquated, if you imagine that I have 
made an ill choice in that fellow, silly as he may appear, since, 
for aught that I desire of him, he knows as much of philosophy 
as Aristotle himself, if not more.' In like manner, Sancho, 
Dulcinea del Toboso deserves as highly as the greatest princess 
on earth. For of those poets who have celebrated the praises 
of ladies under fictitious names many had no such mistresses. 
Thinkest thou that the Amaryllises, the Phyllises, the Silvias, the 
Dianas, the Galateas, the Alidas, and the like, famous in books, 
ballads, barbers' shops, and stage-plays, were really ladies of 
flesh and blood, and beloved by those who have celebrated them ? 
Certainly not : they are mostly feigned, to supply subjects for 
verse, and to make the authors pass for men or gallantry. It is 
therefore sufiicient that I think and believe that the good Aldonza 
Lorenzo is beautiful and modest ; and as to her lineage, it matters 
not, for no inouiry concerning it is requisite ; and to me it is un- 
necessary, as I regard her as the greatest princess in the world. 
For thou must know, Sancho, that two things, above all others, 
incite to love ; namely, beauty and a good name. Now both these 
are to be found in perfection in Dulcinea ; for in beauty none 
«A/2 be compared to her, and for purity of reputation few can 
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equal her. In fine, I conceiye she is exactly what I have de- 
scribed, and every thing that I can desire, both as to beauty and 
qoality, unequdled by Helen, or by Lucretia, or any other of the 
uunous women of antiouity, whether Grecian, Roman, or Goth ; 
and I care not what oe said, since, if upon this account I am 
blamed by tbe ignorant, I shall be acquitted by the wise.'^ 
''Your worship," replied Sancho, ''is always in the right, and I 
am an ass — why do I mention an ass ? — one should not talk of 
halters in tbe house of the hanged. But I am off— give me the 
letter, sir, and peace be with you.'' 

Don Quixote took out the pocket-book to write the letter ; 
and having finished, he called Sancho, and said he would read it 
to him, that he might have it by heart, lest he misht perchance 
lose it by the way ; for every thing was to be feared from his evil 
destiny. To which Sancho answered : " Write it, sir, two or 
three times in the book, and give it me, and I will take ffood care 
of it; but to suppose that I can carry it in my memory is a folly ; 
for mine is so bad that I often forget my own name. Your wor- 
ship, however, may read it to me ; I shall be glad to hear it, for 
it must needs be very much to the purpose.'' " Listen, then," said 
Don Quixote, ^* this is what I have written : 

Dan Quixote's Letter to Dtdcinea del Toboso, 

" High and sovereign lady, — He who is stabbed by the point 
of absence, and pierced by the arrows of love, O sweetest Dul- 
dnea del Toboso, greets thee with wishes for that health which he 
eiyoys not himself. If thy beauty despise me, if thy worth fa- 
vour me not, and if thy disdain still pursue me, although inured 
to sufferinff, I shall ill support an affliction which is not only 
severe but lasting. My good squire Sancho will tell thee, O un- 
grateful fair and most beloved foe, to what a state I am reduced 
on thy account. If it be thy pleasure to relieve me, I am thine ; 
if not, do what seemeth good to thee : for by my death I shall at 
once appease thy cruelty and my own passion. 

Until death thine. 

The Knight op thb Sorkowpul Figurb." 

" By the life of my father," quoth Sancho, after hearing the 
letter, " it is the finest thing I ever heard. How choicely your 
worship expresses whatever you please ! and how well you close 
all with * the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure !' Verily, there is 
nothing but what you know." "The profession which I have 
embraced," answered Don Quixote, " requires a knowledge of 
every thing." *' Well, then," said Sancho, " pray put on the 
other side the order for the three ass-colts, and sign it very plain, 
that people may know your hand at first sight." " With all m^ 
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hearty'^ said the knight ; and having written it, he read as fol- 
lows : — 

" Dear niece, — at sight of this, my first bill of ass-colts, give 
order that three out of the five I left at home in your custody be 
delivered to Sancho Panza, my squire ; which three colts I order 
to be delivered and paid for the like number received of bim here 
in tale ; and this, with his acquittance, shall be your discharge. 
Done in the heart of the Sierra Morena, the twenty-second of 
August, this present year " 

"It is mighty well,'* said Sancho; "now you have only to 
sign it." " It wants no signing," said Don Quixote ; " I need 
only put my cipher to it, which is the same thing, and is sufii- 
cient, not only for three, but for three hundred asses." " I rely 
upon your worship," answered Sancho; "let me go and saddle 
Kozinante, and prepare to give me your blessing ; for I intend to 
depart immediately, without staying to see the frolics you are 
about to commit ; and I will tell quite enough to satisfy her. 
But in the mean time, setting that aside, what has your worship 
to eat until my return ? Are you to go upon the highway, to rob 
the shepherds, like Cardenio?" "Trouble not yourself about 
that," answered Don Quixote ; " for were I otherwise provided, 
I should eat nothing but the herbs and fruits which here grow 
wild : for abstinence and other austerities are essential in this 
afiair." "Now I think of it, sir," said Sancho, " how shall I be 
able to find my way back again to this bye-place ?" " Observe 
and mark well the spot, and I will endeavour to remain near it," 
said Don Quixote : " and vnW, moreover, ascend some of the 
highest ridges to discover thee upon thy return. But the surest 
way not to miss me, or lose thyself, will be to cut down some of 
the broom that abounds here, and scatter it here and there, on 
thy way to the plain, to serve as marks and tokens to guide thee 
on thy return, in imitation of Theseus's clue to the labyrinth." 

Sancho Panza followed this counsel; and having provided 
himself with branches, he begged his master's blessing, and, not 
without many tears on both sides, took his leave of him ; and 
mounting upon Bozinante, with an especial charge from Don 
Quixote to regard him as he would his own proper person, he 
rode towards the plain, strewing the boughs at intervals, as his 
master had directed him. 



CHAPTER XV. 

Of what happened to Don Quixote' a Squire, with thefamoue device qf 
the Curate and the barber. 

The history recounting what the Knisht of the Sorrowful Figure 
did when he found himself alone^ informs us that, having per- 
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formed many strange antics after Sancho*s departure, he mounted 
the top of a high rock, and began to deliberate on a subject that 
he haa often considered before, without coming to any resolution ; 
that was, which was the best and most proper model for his imi- 
tation, Orlando in his furious fits, or Amadis in his melancholy 
moods; and thus he argued with himself: '< If Orlando was as 
valiant a knight as he is allowed to have been, where is the 
wonder? since, in fact, he was enchanted, and could only be 
slain by having a needle thrust into the sole of his foot ; therefore 
he always wore shoes of iron. But setting aside his valour, 
let us consider his madness ; and if he was convinced of his lady's 
cruelty, it was no wonder he ran mad. But how can I imitate 
him in his frenzy without a similar cause ? I should do my Dul- 
cinea manifest wrong if I should be seized with the same species 
of frenzy as that of Orlando Furioso. On the other side, I see 
that Amadis de Gaul, finding himself disdained by his Lady 
Oriana, only retired to the poor rock, accompanied by a hermit, 
and there wept abundantly until Heaven succoured him in his 
great tribulation. All honour, then, to the memory of Amadis! 
and let him be the model of Don Quixote de la Mancha, of whom 
•hall be said, that if he did not achieve great things, he at least 
died in attempting them ; and though neither rejected nor dis- 
dained by my JDulcinea, it is sufficient that I am absent from her. 
Now to the work ; come to my memory, ye deeds of Amadis, 
and instruct me in the task of imitation V He thus passed the 
time^ and in writing and graving on the barks of trees many 
verses of a plaintive kind, or in praise of his Dulcinea. Amon^ 
those afterwards discovered, only the following were entire and 
legible : 

I. 
Ye lofty trees, with spreading arms, 

The pride and shelter of the plain ; 
Ye humbler shrubs and flowery charms, 

Which here in springing glory reign ! 
If my complaints may pity move, 
Hear the sad story of my love ! 

While with me here you pass your hours , 
Should you grow faded with my cares, 

I'll bribe you with refreshing showers ; 
You shall be watered with my tears. 

Distant, though present in idea, 

I mourn my absent Dulcinea 

Del Toboso. 



While I through honour's thorny ways 
In search of distant glory rove, 

Malignant fate my toil repays 

With endless woes and hopeless love. 
I 
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Thus I on barren rocks despair, 
And curse my stars, yet bless my fair. 

Love, armed with snakes, has left his dart, 
And now does like a fury rave, 

And scourge and sting on every part, 
And into madness lash his slave. 

Distant, though present in idea, 

I mourn my absent Dulcinea 

Del Toboso. 



The whimsical addition at the end of each stanza occasioned 
no small amusement to those who found the verses ; for they con- 
duded that Don Quixote had thought that, unless to the name of 
" Dulcinea" he added " Del Toboso," the object of his praise 
would not be known— and they were right, as he afterwards con- 
fessed. Here, however, it will be proper to leave him, wrapped 
up in poetry and grief, to relate what happened to the squire 
during his embassy. 

As soon as Sancho had gained the high road, lie directed his 
course to Toboso, and the next day he came within sight of the 
inn where the misfortune of the blanket had befallen him ; and 
fancying himself aeain flying in the air, he felt no disposition to 
enter it, although it was then the hour of dinner, and he longed 
for something warm. And as he stood doubtfid whether or not 
to enter, two persons came out who recognised him. " Pray, 
sigfior," said one to the other, " is not that Sancho Panza yonder 
on horseback, who, as our friend's housekeeper told us, accom- 
panied her master as his squire ?" " Truly it is," said the licen- 
tiate ; ^* and that is our Don Quixote's horse." No wonder they 
knew him so well, for they were the priest and the barber of his 
village, and the very pereons who had passed sentence on the 
miscnievous books. Being now certain it was Sancho Panza 
and Rozinante, and hoping to hear some tidings of Don Quixote, 
the priest went up to him, and calling him by his name, "Friend," 
said he, *' where have you left your master ?" Sancho immediately 
knew them, and resolved to conceal the place of Don Quixote's 
retreat; he therefore told them that his master was very busy 
about a certain affair of the greatest importance to himself, which 
he durst not discover for the eyes in his head. ^' No, no," quoth 
the barber, " that story will not pass. If you do not tell us where 
he is, we shall conclude that you have murdered and robbed him, 
since you come thus upon his horse. See, then, that you pro- 
duce the owner of that horse, or woe be to you !" He then freely 
related to them in what state he had left him, and how he was 
then carrying a letter to the Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, with 
whom his master was up to the ears in love. 

They were astonished at Sancho's report ; and though they 
knew the nature of their friend^s derangement, yet every fresh 
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instance was anew source of wonder. They beffged Sancho to 
shew them the letter he was carrying to the lady. He said it 
was written in a pocket-book, and that his master had ordered 
him to get it copied in the first town he should arrive at. The 
priest said, if he would shew it to him, he would transcribe it in 
a fair character. Sancho put his hand into his bosom to take out 
the book, but found it not ; for it remained with its owner, who 
had forgotten to give it him. When Sancho found he had no 
book, he turned as paJe as death ; he laid hold of his beard with 
both hands, and tore away half of it, bestowing at the same time 
sundry blows upon his nose and mouth. The priest and barber 
asked him wherefore he treated himself so roughly. " Where- 
fore V* answered Sancho, ^^ but that I have let slip through my 
fingers three ass-colts, each of them a castle V* << How so 1" re- 
plied the barber. ''I have lost the pocket-book,^' answered 
Sancho, " that contained the letter to Dulcinea, and a bill signed 
by my master, in which he ordered his niece to deliver to me 
three colts out of four or five he had at home." This led him to 
mention his loss of Dapple ; but the priest bid him be of good 
cheer, telling him that when he saw his master he would engage 
him to renew the ord^r in a regular way ; for one written in a 
pocket-book would not be accepted. Sancho was comforted by 
this, and said that he did not care for the loss of the letter, as he 
could almost say it by heart ; so they might write it down, where 
and when they pleased. " Repeat it, then, Sancho," quoth the 
barber, " and we will write it afterwards." Sancho then began 
to scratch his head, in order to fetch the letter to his remembrance; 
now he stood upon one foot, and then upon the other ; sometimes 
he looked down upon the ground, sometimes up to the sky ; then, 
biting ofFhalf a nail, and keeping his hearers long in expectation, 
he said, " At the beginning 1 believe it said, * High and subter- 
rane lady.' " " No," said the barber, " not subterrane, but 
superhumane lady." "Ay, so it was," said Sancho. "Then, 
if I do not mistake, it went on, ^the stabbed, the waking, and 
the pierced, kisses your honour's hands, ungrateful and most re- 
g^aless fair ;' and then it said I know not what of ' health and 
sickness that he sent ;' and so he went on, until at last he ended 
with ' thine till death, the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure.' " 

They were both greatly diverted at Sancho's excellent me- 
mory, desiring him to repeat the letter twice more, that they also 
might get it by heart, in order to write it down in due time. 
ThJice Sancho repeated it, and added to it fifty other extra- 
vagances; relating to them also many other things concerning 
his master, but not a word of the blanket. He informed them 
likewise, how his lord, upon his return with a kind despatch from 
his Lady Dulcinea, was to set about endeavouring to become an 
emperor, or at least a king (for so it was concerted between them) 
«-a thing that would be very easily done, conaidenxi^ \\x% ^ii<c29;a 
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and strength of his arm ; and when this was acoomplished, his 
master was to marry him (as hy that time he should, probahly, 
be a widower), and give him to wife one of the empress's maias 
of honour, heiress to a large and rich territory on [the mainland ; 
for as to islands, he was quite out of conceit with them. "You 
talk like a wise man,'' said the priest, " and a ^ood Christian ; 
but we must now contrive to relieve your master from this unpro- 
fitable penance." 

So having deliberated together on the best means of accom- 
plishing their purpose, a device occurred to the priest, exactly 
ntted to Don Quixote's humour, and likely to effect what they 
•desired ; which was, that he should perform himself the part of 
a damsel- errant, and the barber equip himself as her squire ; in 
which disguise they should repair to Don Quixote; and the 
curate, presenting himself as an afflicted and distressed lady, 
should beg a boon of him, which he, as a valorous knight-errant, 
could not do otherwise than grant ; and tliis should be a request 
that he would accompany her whither she should lead him, to 
redress an injury done her by a discourteous knight ; entreating 
him, at the same time, not to desire her to remove her mask, nor 
make any farther inquiries concerning her, until he had done her 
justice on that wicked knight. He made no doubt but that Don 
Quixote would consent to any such terms ; and they might thus 
get him away from that place, and carry him home, where they 
would endeavour to find some remedy for his extraordinary 
malady. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

How the Priest and the Barber proceeded in their project ; with other 
things worthy of being related. 

The barber liked well the priest's contrivance, and they im- 
mediately began to carry it into execution. They borrowed a 
petticoat and head-dress of the landlady ; and the barber made 
nimself a huge beard of the tail of a pied ox, in which the inn- 
keeper used to hang his comb. The hostess having asked them 
for what purpose they wanted those things, the priest ^ve her a 
brief account of Don Quixote's insanity, and the necessity of that 
disguise to draw him from his present retreat. The host and 
hostess immediately conjectured that this was the same person 
who had once been their guest, and the master of the blanketed 
squire ; and they related to the priest what had passed between 
them, without omitting what Sancho had been so careful to con- 
ceal. In the mean time the landladjr equipped the priest to ad- 
miration : she put him on a cloth petticoat all pinked and slashed, 
and a corset of green velvet with a border of white satin. The 



CH. XVI.] DON QUIXOTE. 89 

priest would not consent to wear a woman's head-dress, but put 
on a little white quilted cap, which he used as a night-cap, and 
bound one of his garters of black taffeta about his forehead, and 
with the other made a kind of veil, which covered his face and 
beard very well. He then pulled his hat over his face, which 
was so large that it served him for an umbrella ; and wrapping his 
cloak around him, he got upon his mule sideways like a woman. 
The barber mounted also, with a beard that reacned to his girdle, 
of a colour between sorrel and white, being, as before said, made 
of the tail of a pied ox. 

But scarcely had they got out of the inn when the curate 
be^an to think that it was indecent for a priest to be so accoutred, 
although for so good a purpose ; and, acquainting the barber 
with his scruples, he begged him to exchange apparel, as it would 
better become him to personate the distressed damsel, and he 
would himself act the squire, as being a less profanation of his 
dignity. 

They now set forward on their journey ; but first they told 
Sancho that their disguise was of the utmost importance towards 
disengaging his master from the miserable life he had chosen ; 
and that he must by no means tell him who they were ; and if he 
should inquire, as no doubt he would, whether he had delivered 
the letter to Dulcinea, he should say he had ; and that she, not 
being able to read pr write, had answered by word of mouth, and 
commanded the knight, on pain of her displeasure, to repair to 
her immediately upon an affair of much importance : for, with 
this, and what they intended to say themselves, they should cer- 
tainly reconcile him to a better mode of life, and put him in the 
way of soon becoming an emperor or a king ; as to an archbishop, 
he had nothing to fear on that subject. Sancho listened to all 
this, and imprinted it well in his memory ; and gave them many 
thanks for promising to advise his lord to be an emperor, and not 
an archbishop; for he was persuaded that, in rewarding tlieir 
squires, emperors could do more than archbishops-errant. He 
told them also it would be proper he should go before, to find 
him, and deliver him his lady's answer; for, perhaps, that alone 
would be sufficient to bring him out of that place, without farther 
trouble. They agreed witn Sancho, and determined to wait for 
his return with intelligence of his master. Sancho entered the 
mountain pass, and left them in a pleasant spot, refreshed by a 
streamlet of clear water, and shaded by rocks and overhanging 
folia|:e. 

While they were reposing in the shade, a voice reached their 
ears, which, although unaccompanied by any instrument, sounded 
sweet and melodious. They were much surprised, since that was 
not a place where they might expect to hear fine singing ; for 
although it is common to tell of shepherds with melodious voices 
warbling over hills and dales, yet this is rathex i^elvo.^ ^^dsxs.-^ 

i2 
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than plain truth. Besides, the verses they heard were not those 
of a rustic muse, but of refined and courtly invention, as will 
appear by the following stanzas : 



I. 

What makes me languish and complain ? 

What yet more fiercely tortures me ? 
How have I my patience lost ? 



O 'tis disdain ! 
'Tis jealousy. 



By absence crossed. 
Then, hope, farewell, there's no relief; 
I smk beneath oppressing grief; 
Nor can a wretch, without despair. 
Scorn, jealousy, and absence bear. 



II. 
Where shall I find a speedy cure ? 

No milder means to set me free ? 

Can nothing else my pains assuage ? 



Death is sure. 
Inconstancy. 



Distracting rage. 
What, die or change ? Lucinda lose ? 
O rather let me madness choose I 
But judge what we endure, 
When death or madness are a cure I 

The hour, the season, the solitude, the voice, and the skill of the 
singer, all conspired to impress the auditors with wonder and de- 
light, and they remained for some time motionless, in expectation 
of hearing more ; but finding the silence continue, they resolved 
to see who it was who had sung so agreeably ; and were again 
detained by the same voice regaling their ears with this other 
song: 

9i Ibonnet. 

O sacred Friendship, Heaven's delight, 
Which, tired with man's unequal mind, 

Took to thy native skies thy flight. 
While scarce thy shadow's left behind I 

Bless* d genius, now resume thy seat ! 
Destroy imposture and deceit ; 
Harmonious peace and truth renew, 
Shew the false friendship from the true. 

The song ended with a deep sigh ; and they went in search of 
the unhappy person whose voice was no less excellent than his 
complaints were mournful. They had not gone far when^ turn- 
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ing the point of a rock, they perceived a man of the same ap- 
pearance that Sancho had described Cardenio to them. The man 
expressed no surprise, but stood still in a pensive posture, without 
again raising his eyes from the ground. The priest, who was a 
well-spoken man, went up to him, and, in few but very impres- 
sive words, entreated him to forsake that miserable kind of life, 
and not hazard so great a misfortune as to lose it in that inhospi- 
table place. Cardenio was at this time perfectly tranquil, and ne 
appeared surprised to hear them speak of his concerns, and re- 
plied, " It is very evident to me, gentlemen, whoever you are, 
that Heaven, which succours the good, and often even the wicked, 
unworthy as I am, sends to me in this solitude persons who, 
being sensible how irrational is my mode of life, would divert me 
from it ; but by flying from this misery I shall be ))lunged into 
worse ; for so overwhelming is the sense of my misery, 1 some- 
times become like a stone, void of all knowledge and sensation. 
But, gentlemen, if you come with the same intention that others 
have done, I beseech you to hear my sad story, and spare your- 
selves the trouble of endeavouring to £nd consolation for an evil 
which has no remedy.'' 

The two friends, being desirous of hearing his own account of 
himself, entreated him to indulge them, assuring him they would 
do nothing but what was a^eeable to him, either in the way of 
remedy or advice. The unhappy young man beean his melan- 
choly story thus, almost in the same words in which he had re- 
lated it to Don Quixote and the goatherd some few days before, 
when, on account of Queen Madasinia, and Don Quixote's zeal in 
defending the honour of knight-errantry, the tale was abruptly 
suspended ; but Cardenio's sane interval now enabled him to con- 
clude it quietly. On comin? to the circumstance of the love- 
letters, he repeated one which Don Fernando found between the 
leaves of Amadis de Gaul, which had been first lent to Lucinda, 
and afterwards to him. It was as follows : 

** ' Each day I discover in you qualities which raise you in my 
esteem ; and therefore, if you would put it in my power to dis- 
charge my obligations to you, without prejudice to my honour, 
you may easily do it. I have a father who knows you, and has 
an affection for me ; who will never force my inclinations, and 
will comply with whatever you can justly desire, if you really 
have that value for me which you profess, and which I trust you 
have.' 

"This letter had made me resolve to demand Lucinda in 
marriage; but it was this letter, also, which made him deter- 
mine upon my ruin before my design could be effected. I 
fold Don Fernando that Lucinda's father expected that the 
l^posal should come fh>m mine^ but that I dunl uoX. TCksa* 
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tion it to him^ lest he should refuse his consent; not that he 
was ignorant of Lucinda's exalted merits, which might ennohle 
any family of Spain ; but because I had understood from him 
that he was desirous I should not marry until it should be seen 
what Duke Ricardo would do for me. In short, I told him that 
I had not courage to speak to my father about it, being full of 
yague apprehensions and sad forebodings. In reply to all this, 
Don Fernando engaged to induce my father to propose me to the 

father of Lucinda O ambitious Marius! cruel Catiline! wicked 

Sylla ! crafty Galalon ! perfidious Yellido ! vindictive Julian ! O 
covetous Judas ! cruel, wicked, and crafty traitor ! what injury 
bad been done thee by a poor wretch who so frankly disclosed to 
thee the secrets of his heart? Wherein had I offended thee? Have 
I not ever sought the advancement of thy interest and honour ? 
But why do I complain — miserable wretch that I am I For when 
the stars are adverse, what is human power ? Who could have 
thought that Don Fernando, obliged by my services, and secure 
of success wherever his inclinations led him, should take such 
cruel pains to deprive me of my jewel? — But no more of these 
unavailing reflections ; I will now resume the broken thread of 
my sad story. 

''Don Fernando, thinking my presence an obstacle to the 
execution of his treacherous design, resolved to send me to pay 
ibr six horses which he had bought, merely as a pretext to get 
me out of the way, that he might the more conveniently execute 
his diabolical purpose. Could I foresee such treachery ? Could 
I even suspect it? Surely not : and I cheerfully consented to de- 
part immediately. That night I had ^ interview with Lucinda, 
and told her what had been agreed upon between Don Fernando 
and myself, assuring her of my hopes of a successful result. She, 
equally unsuspicious of Don Fernando, desired me to return 
speedily, since she believed the completion of our wishes was 
only deferred until proposals should be made to her father by 
mine. I know not whence it was, but as she spoke her eyes 
filled with tears, and some sudden obstruction in her throat pre- 
vented her articulating another word. 

"I executed my commission, to Don Femando's brother, by 
whom I was well received, but not soon dismissed. All this was 
a contrivance of the false Fernando ; and I felt disposed to resist 
the injunction, as it seemed to me impossible to support life so 
many days absent from Lucinda, especially having left her in 
such a state of dejection. Judge of my horror on receiving from 
her the following letter, which she contrived to send to me a dis- 
tance of eighteen leagues by a special messenger : 

*' * The promise Don Fernando gave you to intercede with your 
father he has fulfilled, more for his own gratification than your 
interest. Know, sir, that he has demanded me to wife ; and my 
father^ allured by the advantage he thinks Don Fernando pos- 



CH. XVI.] DON QUIXOTE. 93 

sesses over you, has accepted this proposal so eagerly that the 
marriage is to be solemnised two days hence ! Conceive my situa- 
tion ! Heaven grant this may come to your hand before mine be 
compelled to join his who breaks his promised faith !' 

** I set out immediately ; my rage against Don Fernando, and 
the fear of losing the rich reward of my long service and affec- 
tion, gave wings to my speed ; and the next day I reached our 
town, at the moment favourable for an interview with Lucinda. 
I went privately, having left my mule with the honest man who 
brought me the letter, and fortune was just then so propitious 
that 1 found Lucinda at the erate. We saw each other — but how? 
Who is there in the world that can boast of having fathomed and 
thoroughly penetrated the intricate and ever-changing nature of 
woman? Cfertainly none. As soon as Lucinda saw me she said, 
* Cardenio, I am in my bridal habit ; they are now waiting for 
me in the hall — the treacherous Don Fernando and my covetous 
father, with some others, who shall sooner be witnesses of my 
death than of my nuptials. Be not afflicted, my friend ; but en- 
deavour to be present at this sacrifice, which, if my arguments 
cannot avert, I carry a dagger about me, which can oppose a 
more effectual resistance, by putting an end to my life, and will 
give you a convincing proof of the affection I have ever borne 
you.' I answered, with! confusion and precipitation, * Let your 
actions, madam, prove the truth of your words. If you carry a 
dagger to secure your honour^ I carry a sword to defend you, or 
kill myself if fortune proves adverse.' I do not believe she heard 
all I said, being hastily called away ; for the bridegroom waited 
for her. Here the night of my sorrow closed in upon me ; here 
set the sun of my happiness ! My eyes were clouded in darkness, 
and my brain was disordered ! 1 was irresolute whether to enter 
her house, and seemed bereaved of the power to move ; but re- 
collecting how important my presence might be on that occasion, 
I exerted myself, and hastened thither. Being perfectly ac- 
quainted with all the avenues, I escaped observation, and con- 
cealed myself in the hall behind the hangings, whence I could see 
all that passed. Who can describe the flutterings of my heart, 
and my various sensations, as I stood there? The bridegroom 
entered the hall, in his usual dress, accompanied by a cousin of 
Lucinda ; and no other person was present, except the servants of 
the house. Soon after, from a dressing-room, came forth Lu- 
cinda, accompanied by her mother and two of her own maids, 
adorned in the extreme of courtly splendour. The agony and dis- 
traction I endured allowed me not to observe the particulars of 
her dress; I remarked only the colours, which were carnation 
and white, and the precious stones that glittered on every part 
of her attire; surpassed, however, by the singular beauty of^her 
fair and golden tresses, in the splendour of ^rViicli tSaa XsriX^i^xv^^ 
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of her jewels and the blaze of the surrounding lights seemed to be 
lost. O memory, thou mortal enemy of my repose! Were it 
not better, thou cruel faculty, to represent to my imagination 
her conduct at that period, tliat,' moved by so flagrant an injury, 
I may strive, if not to avenge it, at least to end this life of pain ? 

*' I say, then,'' continued Cardenio, *' that, being all assem- 
bled in the hall, the priest entered, and having taken them both 
by the hand, in order to perform what is necessary on such occa- 
sions, when he came to these words, ^ Will you, Signora Lucinda, 
take Signor Don Fernando, who is here present, mr your lawful 
husband, as our holy mother the Churcn commands V I thrust 
out my head and neck through the tapestry, and with attentive 
ears and distracted soul awaited Lucinoa's reply, as the sentence 
of my death, or the confirmation of my life. Oh, that I had then 
dared to venture forth, and to have cried aloud — 'Ah, Lucinda, 
Lucinda! Remember that you are mine, and cannot belong to 
another.' Ah, fool that I am ! Now I am absent, lean say what 
I ought to have said, but did not ! Now that I have suffered my- 
self to be robbed of my soul's treasure I am cursine the thief, on 
whom I might have revenged ra^sel^ if I had been then as prompt 
to act as I am now to complain ! I was then a coward and a 
fool; no wonder therefore if I now die ashamed, repentant, and 
mad. 

"The priest stood expecting Lucinda's answer, who paused for 
a long time ; and when I thought she would draw forth the dag- 
ger in defence of her honour, or make some declaration which 
might redound to my advant«^e, 1 heard her say in a low and 
faint voice, * I will.' Don Fernando said the same, and the ring 
being put on, they remained tied in an indissoluble band. The 
bridegroom approached to embrace his bride; and she, laying her 
hand on her heart, fainted in the arms of her mother. Imagine 
my condition after that fatal Yes, by which my hopes were frus- 
trated, Lucinda's vows and promises broken, and 1 for ever de- 
prived of ail chance of happiness. On Lucinda's fainting, all were 
m confusion ; and her mother, unlacing her bosom to give her air, 
discovered in it a folded paper, which Don Fernando instantly 
seized, and read it by the light of one of the flambeaux ; after 
which, he sat himself down in a chair, apparently full of thousht, 
and without attending to the exertions made to recover his bnde. 

"During this general consternation I departed, indifferent whe- 
ther I was seen or not. I quitted the house, and returning to the 
place where I had left the mule, I mounted and rode out of the 
town, not daring to stop, or even to look behind me ; and when 
I found myself alone on the plain, concealed by the darkness of 
the night, the silence inviting my lamentations, I gave vent to a 
thousand execrations on Lucinda and Don Fernando, as if that, 
alas, could afford me satisfaction for the wrongs I had sustained. 
I called her cruel, false, and ungrateful; and above all, mer- 
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cenary, since the wealth of my enemy had seduced her affections 
from me. But amidst all these reproaches I sought to find 
excuses for her submission to parents whom she had ever been 
accustomed implicitly to obey ; especially as they oflPered her a 
husband with such powerful attractions. Then again I considered 
that she need not have been ashamed of avowing her engagement 
to me, since, had it not been for Don Fernando's proposals, her 
parents could not have desired a more suitable connexion ; and I 
thought how easily she could have declared herself mine, when on 
the point of giving her hand to my rival. In fine, I concluded 
that her love had been less than her ambition, and she had thus 
forgotten those promises by which she had beguiled my hopes and 
cherished my passion. 

** In the utmost perturbation of mind, I journeyed on the rest 
of the night, and at daybreak reached these mountains, over 
which I wandered three days more, without road or path, until I 
came to a valley not far hence ; and inquiring of some shepherds 
for the most rude and solitary part, they directed me to this place ; 
where I instantly came, determined to pass here the remainder 
of my life. Among these crags, my mule fell down dead through 
weariness and hunger; and thus was I left, extended on the 
ground, famished and exhausted, neither hoping nor caring for 
relief. How long I continued in this state I know not ; but at 
length I got up, without the sensation of hunger, and found near 
me some goatherds, who had undoubtedly relieved my wants: 
they told me of the condition in which they found me, and of 
many wild and extravagant things that I had uttered, clearly 
pibving the derangement of my intellects ; and I am conscious 
that since then I have committed a thousand extravagances, tear- 
ing my garments, cursing my fortune, and repeating in vain the 
beloved name of my enemy. When my senses return, I find my- 
self so weary and bruised that I can scarcely move. My usual 
abode is in the hollow of a cork-tree, large enough to enclose this 
wretched body. Thus I pass my miserable life, waiting until it 
shall please Heaven to bring it to a period, or erase from my 
memory the beauty and treachery of Lucinda and the perfidy of 
Don Fernando ; otherwise. Heaven have mercy on me, for I feel 
no power to change my mode of life." 

Here Cardenio concluded his long tale of love and sorrow } 
and just as the priest was preparing to say something consola- 
tory, he was prevented by the sound of a human voice, which, in 
a mournful tone, was heard to say what will be related in the fol- 
lowing chapter. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



0/ the new and agreeable adventure that hrfell the Priest and the 
Barber f and of the beautiful Dorothea. 

*' Alas, is it possible that I have at last found out a place which 
will afford a private grave to this miserable bodj'^, whose load I 
80 repine to bear ? Yes, if the silence and solitude of these de- 
serts do not deceive me, here I may die concealed from human 
eyes. Ah me ! ah wretched creature ! to what extremity has 
affliction driven me, reduced to think these hideous woods and 
rocks a kind retreat ! It is true, indeed, I may here freely com- 
plain to Heaven, and beg for that relief which I might ask in 
vain of false mankind ; for it is vain, I find, to seek below either 
counsel, ease, or remedy." 

The curate and his company, hearing all this distinctly, and 
conceiving they must be near the person who thus expressed his 
grief, rose to find him out. They had not gone above twenty paces 
before they spied a vouth in a country habit, sitting at the foot of 
a rock behind an ash-tree ; but they could not well see his face, 
being bowed almost upon his knees, as he sat washing his feet 
in a rivulet that glided by. They approached him so softly that 
he did not perceive them ; and as he was gently paddling in the 
clear water, they had time to discern that his legs were as white 
as alabaster, and so taper, so curiously proportioned, and so fine, 
that nothing of the kind could appear more beautiful. Our ob- 
servers were amazed at this discovery, rightly imagining that such 
tender feet were not used to trudge in rugged ways, or measure 
the steps of oxen at the plough, the common employments of 
people in such apparel ; and therefore the curate, who went before 
the rest, whose curiosity was heightened by this sight, beckoned 
to them to step aside, and hide themselves behind some of the 
little rocks that were by ; which they did, and from thence mak- 
ing a stricter observation, they found he had on a grey double- 
skirted jerkin, girt tight about his body with a linen towel. He 
wore also a pair of breeches, and gamashes of grey cloth, and a 
grey huntsman's cap on his head. His ^mashes were now pulled 
up to the middle of his leg, which really seemed to be of snowy 
alabaster. Having made an end of washing his beauteous feet, 
he immediately wiped them with a handkerchief, which he pulled 
out from under his cap ; and with that looking up, he discovered 
80 charming a face, so accomplished a beauty, that Cardenio could 
not forbear saying to the curate, that since this was not Lucinda, 
it was certainly no human form, but an angel. And then the 
youth taking off his cap, and shaking his head, an incredible 
quantity of lovely hair flowed down upon his shoulders, and not 
only covered them, but almost all his body \ by which they were 
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now convinced that what they at first took to be a country la d 
was a young woman, and one of the most beautiful creatures in 
the world. Cardenio was not less surprised than the other two, 
and once more declared that no face could vie with hers but Lu- 
cinda's. To part her dishevelled tresses she only used her slender 
finders, and at the same time discovered so fine a pair of arms, 
ana hands so white and lovely, that our three admiring gazers 
grew more impatient to know who she was, and moved forward 
to accost her. At the noise they made, the pretty creature 
started ; and peeping through her hair, which she hastily removed 
from before her eyes with both her hands, she no sooner saw three 
men coming towards her, but in a mighty fright she snatched up 
a little bundle that lay by her, and fled as fast as she could, with- 
out so much as staying to put on her shoes, or do up her hair. 
But, alas, scarce had she gone six steps, when, her tender feet 
not being able to endure the rough encounter of the stones, the 
poor affrighted fair fell on the hard ground ; so that those from 
whom she fled hastened to help her. " Stay, madam,'' cried the 
curate, " whoever you be, you have no reason to fly ; we have no 
other design but to do you service." With that, approaching 
her, he took her by the hand ; and perceiving she was so dis- 
ordered with fear and confusion that she could not answer a word, 
he strove to compose her mind with kind expressions. " Be not 
afraid, madam," continued he ; '^ though your hair has betrayed 
what your disguise concealed from us, we are but the more dis- 
posed to assist you, and do you all manner of service. Then pray 
tell us how we may best do it. I imagine it was no slight occa- 
sion that made you obscure your sin^lar beauty under so un- 
worthy a disguise, and venture into this desert, where it was the 
greatest chance in the world that ever you met with us. How- 
ever, we hope it is not impossible to find a remedy for your mis- 
fortunes, since there are none which reason and time will not at 
last surmount ; and therefore, madam, if you have not absolutely 
renounced all human comfort, 1 beseech you to tell us the cause 
of your affliction, and assure yourself we do not ask this out of 
mere curiosity, but from a real desire to serve you, and assuage 
your ffrief." 

While the curate endeavoured thus to remove the trembling 
j&ir one's apprehension, she stood amazed, without speaking a 
word, looking sometimes at one, sometimes at another, like one 
scarce well awake, or like an ignorant clown who happens to see 
some strange sight. But at last, the curate having given her 
time to recollect herself, and persisting in his earnest and civil 
entreaties, she sighed deeply, and then unclosing her lips, broke 
silence in the following manner : " Since this desert has not been 
able to conceal me, it would be needless now for me to dissemble 
with you ; and since you desire to hear the story of my misfor- 
tunes^ I cannot in civility deny you, after all the obliging q€^x% 

K 



I 



^8 DON QUIXOTE. 

you have been pleased to make me ; bat yet, gentlemen, I am 
much afraid what I have to say will but make you sad, and afford 
ou little satisfaction ; for you will find my disasters are not to 
)e remedied. There is one thing that trouoles me yet more ; it 
shocks my nature to think I must be forced to reveal to you some 
secrets which I had a design to have buried in my gftive ; but yet, 
considering the garb and the place you have found me in, I fancy 
it will be better for me to tell you all than to give occ€ision to 
doubt of my past conduct and my present designs by an affected 
reservedness. '' The disguised lady having made this answer 
with a modest blush and extraordinary discretion, the curate and 
his company, who now admired her the more for her sense, re- 
newed tneir kind offers and pressing solicitations ; and then they 
eourteously let her retire a moment to some distance to put herself 
in decent order. Which done she returned, and, being all seated 
on the grass, after she had used no small effort to restrain her 
tears, she thus be^n her story. 

" I was born m a certain town of Andalusia, from which a 
duke takes his title that makes him a grandee of Spain. This 
duke had two sons, the eldest heir to his estate, and, as it may be 
presumed, of his virtues ; the younffest heir to nothing I know of 
out treachery and deceitfulness. My father, who is one of his 
vassals, is but of low degree ; but so very rich, that had fortune 
equalled his birth to his estate, he could have wanted nothing 
more, and I, perhaps, had never been so miserable ; for I verily 
believe my not being of noble blood is the chief occasion of my 
distress. True it is, my parents are not so meanly bom as to have 
any cause to be ashamed, nor so high as to alter the opinion I 
have that my misfortune proceeds from their lowness. It is true, 
they have been farmers from father to son, yet without any scan- 
dal or stain. They are honest old-fashioned Christian Spaniards, and 
the antiquity of their family, together with their large possessions, 
raises them much above their profession, and has by little and 
little almost universally gained them the name of eentlemen, 
setting them, in a manner, equal to many such in tne world's 
esteem. As I am their only child, they loved me with the utmost 
tenderness; and their great affection made them esteem them- 
selves happier in their daughter than in the peaceable enjoyment 
of their large estate. Now, as it was my good fortune to be pos- 
sessed of their love, they were pleased to trust me with their sub- 
stance. The whole house and estate was left to my management, 
and I took such care not to abuse the trust reposed in me that I 
never forfeited their good opinion of my discretion. The time I had 
to spare from the care of the family I employed in the usual exer- 
cises of young women, sometimes making bone-lace, or at my 
needle, and now and then reading sd^ne good book, or playing on 
the harp, — having experienced that music was verv proper to 
recreate the wearied mind. While I thus lived the life of a re- 
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tluse, unseen, as I thought, by anybody but our own family, and 
never leaving the house but to go to church, which was commonly 
betimes in the morning, and always with my mother, and so close 
bid in a veil that I could scarce nnd my way ; notwithstanding 
all the care that was taken to keep me from being seen, it was 
unhappily rumoured abroad that I was handsome, and to my 
eternal disquiet, love intruded into my peaceful retirement. Don 
Fernando, second son to the duke I have mentioned, had a sight 

of me'' Scarce had Cardenio heard Don Fernando named 

but he changed colour, and betrayed such a disorder of body and 
mind that the curate and the barber were afraid he would have 
fallen into one of those frantic fits that often used to take him ; 
but, by good fortune, it did not come to that, and he only set him« 
self to look stedfastly on the country maid, presently) giiessing 
who she was ; while she continued her story, without taking any 
notice of the alteration of his countenance. 

" No sooner had he seen me," said she, " but, as he since told 
me, he felt in his breast that violent passion of which he after- 
wards gave me so many proofs. He purchased the good will of 
all our servants with private ^i^lts ; made my father a thousand 
kind offers of service ; every day seemed a day of rejoicing in our 
neighbourhood, every evenm^ ushered in some serenade, and the 
continual music was even a disturbance in the night. He Grot an 
infinite number of love-letters transmitted to me, I do not know 
by what means, every one full of tender expressions, promises, 
and vows. But all this assiduous courtship was so far from 
inclining my heart to a kind return, that it rather moved my 
indignation, insomuch that I looked upon Don Fernando as my 
greatest enemy ; not but that I was well enough pleased with his 
gallantry, and took a secret delight in seeing myself courted by 
a person of his quality. Such demonstrations of love are never 
altogether displeasing to women, and the most disdainful, in spite 
of all their coyness, reserve a little complaisance in their hearts 
for their admirers. But the inequality between us was too great 
to suffer me to entertain any reasonable hopes, and his gallantry 
too singular not to offend me. My father, who soon put the 
right construction upon Don Fernando's pretensions, like a kind 
parent, perceiving I was somewhat uneasy, and imagining the 
flattering prospect of so advantageous a match might still amuse 
me, told me that if I would marry, to rid me at once of his 
unjust pursuit, I should have liberty to make my own choice of 
a suitable match, either in our own town or the neighbourhood ; 
and that he would do for me whatever could be expected from a 
loving father. I humbly thanked him for his kindness, and told 
him that as I had never yet had any thoughts of marriage, I 
would try to rid myself of Don Fernando some other way. 
Accordingly, I resolved to shun him with so much precaution 
that he s&>uld never have the opportunity to &pe«ik \.o icl^\\snx\ 
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all my reserve, far from tiring out his passion, strengthened it 
the more. In short, Don Fernando, either hearing or suspect- 
ing I was to he married, thought of a contrivance to cross a 
design that was likely to cut off all his hopes. One night, there- 
fore, when I was in my chamber, nobody with me but my maid, 
and the door double locked and bolted, that I mi^ht be secured 
against the attempts of Don Fernando, whom I took to be a 
man who would scruple at nothing to accomplish his ends, un- 
expectedly I saw him just before me ; which amazing sight 
80 surprised me, that I was struck dumb, and fainted away 
with fear. I had not power to call for help, nor do I believe he 
would have given me time to have done it, had I attempted it ; 
for he presently ran to me, and taking me in his arms, while I 
was. sinking with the fright, he spoke to me in such endearing 
terms, and with so much address and pretended tenderness and 
sincerity, that I did not dare to cry out when I came to myself. 
His sighs, and yet more his tears, seemed to me undeniable proofs 
of his vowed integrity ; and 1 being but young, bred up in per- 
petual retirement from all society but my virtuous parents, and 
inexperienced in those affairs, in which even the most knowing 
are apt to be mistaken, my reluctancy abated by degrees, and I 
began to have some sense of compassion. However, when I was 
pretty well recovered from my first fright, my former resolution 
returned ; an3 then, with more courage than* I thought I should 
have had, ' My lord,' said I, * if at the same time that you offer 
me your love, and give me such strange demonstrations of it, 
you would also offer me poison and leave me to take my choice, 
I would soon resolve which to accept, and convince you by my 
death that my honour is dearer to me than my life, lo be 
plain, I can have no good opinion of a presumption that en- 
dangers my reputation ; and unless you leave me this moment, 
I w3l so effectually make you know how much you are mistaken 
in me, that if you have but the least sense of honour left, you will 
regret driving me to that extremity as Ions as you live. I was 
born your vassal, but not your slave ; nor does the greatness of 
your oirth privilege you to injure your inferiors, or exact from 
me more than the duties which all vassals pay ; that excepted, I 
do not esteem myself less in my low degree than you have reason 
to value yourself in your high rank. Do not, then, think to awe 
or dazzle me with your grandeur, or fright or force me into a 
base compliance ; I am not to be tempted with titles, pomp, and 
equipage ; nor weak enough to be moved with vain sighs and 
false tears. In short, my will is wholly at my father's disposal, 
and I will not entertain any man as a lover but by his appoint- 
ment.' * What do you mean, charming Dorothea?* cried the 
perfidious lord. * Cannot I be yours by the sacred title of hus- 
oand ? Who can hinder me, if you will but consent to bless me 
on those terms ? I am yours this moment, beautiful Dorothea ; 
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I give you here my hand to be yours, and yours alone, for ever ; 
and let all-seeing Heaven, and this holy image here on your ora- 
tory, witness the solemn truth.' 

'< In short, urged by his solicitations, I became his wife ; but 
not long afterwards he left me, I knew not whither. Months 
passed away, and in .vain I watched for his comiug j yet he was 
m the town, and every day amusing himself with hunting. 
What melancholy days and hours were those to me ! I long 
strove to hide my tears and so to euard my looks that mv parents 
might not see and inquire into the cause of my wretchedness ; 
but suddenly my forbearance was at an end, with all regard to 
delicacy and fame, upon the intelligence reaching me that Don 
Fernando was married in a neighbouring town to a beautiful 

young lady, of some rank and fortune, named Lucinda." 

Cardenio heard the name of Lucinda at first only with signs of 
indignation, but soon after a flood of tears burst from hb eyes. 
Dorothea, however, pursued her story, saying, ** When this sad 
news reached my ears, my heart became so inflamed with rage 
that I could scarcely forbear rushing into the streets and pro- 
claiming the baseness and treachery I had experienced ; but I 
became more tranquil, after forming a project which I executed 
the same night. 1 borrowed this apparel of a shepherd swain in 
my father's service, whom I entrusted with my secret, and begged 
him to attend me in my pursuit of Don Fernando. He assured 
me it was a rash undertaking; but finding me resolute, he said 
he would go with me to the end of the world. Immediately I 
packed up some of my own clothes, with money and jewels, and 
at night secretly left the house, attended only by my servant and 
a thousand anxious thoughts, and travelled on foot to the town, 
where I expected to find my husband ; impatient to arrive, if not 
in time to prevent his perfiay, to reproach him for it. 

^* I inquired where the parents of Lucinda lived ; and the first 
person to whom I addressed myself told me more than I desired 
to hear. He told me also that on the night that Don Fernando 
was married to Lucinda, after she had pronounced the fatal Yes, 
she fell into a swoon ; and the bridegroom, in unclasping her 
bosom to give her air, found a paper written by herself, in which 
she affirmed that she could not be wife to Don Fernando, because 
she was already betrothed to Cardenio (who, as the man told me, 
was a gentleman of the same town), and that she had pronounced 
her assent to Don Fernando merely in obedience to her parents. 
The paper also revealed her intention to kill herself as soon as 
the ceremony was over, which was confirmed by a poniard 
they found concealed upon her. Don Fernando was so enrnsed 
to tind himself thus mocked and slighted, that he seized hold of 
the same poniard, and would certainly have stabbed her, had he 
not been prevented by those present ; whereupon he immediately 
quitted the pkce. When Lucinda revived, she confessed to her 

k2 
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parents the engagement she had formed with Cardenio, who, it 
was suspected, had witnessed the ceremony, and had hastened 
fitmi the dty in despair ; for he left a paper expressing his sense 
of the wnm^ he had suffered, and declaring his resolution to flj 
from mankind for erer. 

^^ All this was publicly known, and the gmieral subject of con- 
Tersation ; especially when it appeared that Lucinda also was 
missing from her fiitlier's house — a circomstanoe that overwhelmed 
her fomily with grief, but reyived my hopes ; for I flattered my- 
self that Heaven had thus interposed to prevent the completion of 
Don Femando's second marriage, in order to touch his conscience 
and restore him to a sense of duty and honour. 

^^ In this situation, undecided what course to take, I instantly 
left the city, and at night took refuge among these mountains. 
I engaged myself in the service of a shephera, and have lived 
for some months among these wflds, always endeavouring to be 
abroad, lest I should betray myself. Yet all my care was to no 
purpose, for my master at length discovered my secret. Lest I 
might not always find means at hand to free myself from insult, 
I sought for security in flight, and have endeavoured to hide 
mvseff among these rocks. Here, with incessant sighs and tears, 
I implore Heaven to have pity on me, and either alleviate my 
misery or put an end to my life in this desert, that no traces may 
remain of so wretched a creature." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Which treati qfthe beautiful Dorothea's dUeretum ; vnth other 
particulari, 

*<This, gentlemen," added Dorothea, "is my tragical story; 
think whether the sighs and tears which yon have witnessed have 
not been more than justified. My misfortunes, as you will con- 
fess, are incapable of a remedy ; and all I desire of you is to 
advise me how to live without the continual dread of being dis- 
covered ; for although I am certain of a kind reception from my 
parents, so overwhelmed am I with shame, that I choose ratber to 
banish myself for ever from their sight than appear before them 
the object of such hateful suspicions." 

Here she was silent, while her blushes and confusion suffi- 
ciently manifested the shame and agony of her soul. Her auditors 
were much affected by her tale, and the curate was just going 
to address her, when Cardenio interrupted him, saying, ** You, 
madam, then, are the beautiful Dorothea, only daughter of the 
rich Clenardo." Dorothea stared at hearing her &ther named 
by such a miserable-looking object, and she asked him who he 
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was, since he knew her father. " I am that hapless Cardenio/' 
he replied, "who suffer from the hase author of your misfortunes: 
reduced, as you now behold, to nakedness and misery — deprived 
even of reason ! Yes, Dorothea, I heard that fatal Yes uttered by 
Lucinda, and, unable to bear my anguish, fled precipitately from 
her house. Amidst these mountains I thought to have terminated 
my wretched existence ; but the account you have just given has 
inspired me with hope that Heaven may still have happiness in 
store for ns. Lucinda has avowed herself to be mine, and there- 
fore cannot wed another; Don Fernando, being yours, cannot 
have Lucinda. Let us then, my dear ladjr, indulge the hope that 
we may both yet recover our own, since it is not absolutely lost. 
Indeed, I swear that, although I leave it to Heaven to avenge 
my own injuries, your claims I will assert ; nor will I leave you 
until I have obliged Don Fernando, either by argument or by 
my sword, to do you justice." 

Dorothea would have thrown herself at the feet of Cardenio 
to express her gratitude to him, had he not prevented her. The 
licentiate, too, commended his generous determination, and en- 
treated them both to accompany him to his village, where they 
might consult on the most proper measures to be adopted in the 
present state of their affairs ; a proposal to which they thankfully 
acceded. The barber, who had hitherto been silent, now joined 
in expressing his good wishes to them ; he also briefly related 
the circumstances which had brought them to that place: and 
when he mentioned the extraordinary insanity of Don Quixote, 
Cardenio had an indistinct recollection of having had some alter- 
cation with the knight, though he could not remember whence 
it arose. 

They were now interrupted by the voice of Sancho Panza, 
who, not finding them where he left them, began to call out 
loudljr; they went instantly to meet him, and were eager in 
their inquiries after Don Quixote. He told them that he had 
found him half dead with hunger, sighing for his Lady Dulcinea ; 
and that he positively would not appear before her beauty, until 
he had performed exploits that might render him worthy of Iier 
favour ; so they must consider what was to be done to get him 
away. The licentiate begged him not to give himself any un- 
easiness on that account, for they should cei^ainly contrive to get 
him out of his present retreat. 

The priest then informed Cardenio and Dorothea of their plan 
for Don Quixote's cure, or at least for decoying him to his own 
house. Upon which Dorothea said she would undertake to act 
the distressed damsel better than the barber, especially as she 
had apparel with which she could perform it to the life: and 
they miffht have reliance upon her, as she had read many books 
of chivalry, and was well acquainted with the style in which dis- 
tressed damsels were wont to beg their boop/i or knights-errant. 
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^' Let US) then^ hasten to put our design into execution/' ex- 
claimed the curate ; ^* since fortune seems to favour all our 
views." Dorothea immediately took from her bundle a petti- 
coat of very rich stuiF, and a mantle of fine green silk ; ana, out 
of a casket, a necklace and other jewels, with which she quickly 
adorned herself in such a manner that she had all the appearance 
of a rich and noble lady. They were charmed with her beauty, 
grace, and elegance ; and agreed that Don Fernando must be a 
man of little taste, since he could slight so much excellence. 
But her ^eatest admirer was Sancho Panza, who thought that 
in all his life he had never seen so beautiful a creature ; and he 
earnestly desired the priest to tell him who that handsome lady 
was, and what she was looking for in those parts ? *' This beau- 
tiful lady, friend Sancho/' answered the priest, ^Ms^ to say the 
least of her, heiress in the direct male line of the great kingdom 
of Micomicon ; and she comes in quest of your master, to beg a 
boon of him, which is to redress a wrong or injury done her by a 
wicked giant ; for it is the fame of your master's prowess, which 
is spread over all Guinea, that has brought this pnncess to seek 
him." " Now, a happy seeking and a happy finding," quoth 
Sancho Panza; '^ especially if my master is so fortunate as to re- 
dress that injury, and right that wrong, by killing the giant you 
mention ; and kill him he certainly will if he encounters him, 
unless he be a goblin, for my master has no power at all over 
goblins." 

Dorothea now having mounted the priest's mule, and the bar- 
ber fitted on the ox-tail beard, they desired Sancho to conduct 
them to Don Quixote, cautioning him not to say that he knew 
the licentiate or the barber, since on that depended all his for- 
tune. The priest would have instructed Dorothea in her part ; 
but she would not trouble him, assuring him that she would 
perform it precisely according to the rules and precepts of chi- 
valry. 

Having proceeded about three quarters of a league, they dis- 
covered Don Quixote in a wild, rocky recess, at that time not 
armed. Dorothea now whipped on her palfrey, attended by the 
well -bearded squire; and naving approached the knight, her 
squire leaped from his mule to assist nis lady, who, lightly dis- 
mounting, went and threw herself at Don Quixote's feet, where, 
in spite of his eiForts to raise her, she remained kneeling, as she 
thus addressed him : 

^' I will never arise from this place, O valorous and redoubted 
knight, until your goodness and courtesy vouchsafe me a boon, 
which will redound to the honour and glory of your person, and 
to the lasting benefit of the most disconsolate and aggrieved dam- 
sel the sun has ever beheld. And if the valour of your puissant 
arm correspond with the report of your immortal i&me, you are 
bound to protect an unhappy wight, who, attracted by the odour 
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t)f your renown, is come from distant regions to seek at your 
hands a remedy for her misfortunes.'' 

** It is impossible for me to answer you, fair lady," said Don 
Quixote, " while you remain in that posture." " I will not arise, 
sigfior," answered the afflicted damsel, ** until your courtesy shall 
vouchsafe the boon I ask." " I do vouchsafe and grant it you," 
answered Don Quixote, "provided my compliance be of no detri- 
ment to my king, my country, or to her who keeps the key of my 
heart and liberty." " It will not be to the prejudice of any of 
these, dear sir," replied the afflicted damsel. Sancho, now ap- 
proaching his master, whispered softly in his ear, " Your worship 
may very safely grant the boon she asks ; for it is a mere trifle^ 
onlv to kill a great lubberly giant." " Whosoever the lady may 
be," answered Don Quixote, " I shall act as my duty and my 
conscience dictate, in conformity to the rules of my profession :" 
then addressing himself to the damsel, he said, " Fairest lady, 
arise ; for I vouchsafe you whatever boon you ask." " My re- 
quest, then, is," said the damsel, " that your magnanimity will go 
whither I shall conduct you ; and that you wiU promise not to 
engage in any other adventure until you have avenged me on a 
traitor who, against all right, human and divine, has usurped 
my kingdom." " I grant your request," answered Don Quixote ; 
** and therefore, lady, dispel that melancholy which oppresses you, 
and let your fainting hopes recover fresh life and strength ; for 
you shall soon be restored to your kingdom, and seated on the 
throne of your ancient and high estate, m despite of all the mis- 
creants wno would oppose it ; and therefore we will instantly 
proceed to action, for there is always danger in delay." The dis- 
tressed damsel would fain have kissed his hands : but Don Quix- 
ote, making her arise, embraced her with mucn politeness and 
respect, anaordered Sancho to look after Rozin ante's girths, and 
to assist him to arm. Sancho took down the armour from a tree, 
where it hung, and having got Rozinante ready, quickly armed 
his master, who then cried, '* In God's name, let us hasten to 
succour this fair lady." The barber was still upon his knees, and 
under much difficulty to forbear laughing, and (keep his beard 
from falling ; but seeing that the boon was already granted, and 
Don Quixote prepared to fulfil his engagement, he got up and 
took his lady by the other hand ; when they both assisted to place 
her upon the mule, and then mounted themselves, 

Cardenio and the priest, concealed among the bushes, had ob- 
served all that passed, and being now desirous to join them, the 
priest, who had a ready invention, soon hit upon an expedient ; 
for with a pair of scissors which he carried in a case, he quickly 
cut off Cardenio's beard ; then put him on a grey capouch, and 
gave him his own black cloak, which so changed his appearance 
that had he looked in a mirror he would not have known him- 
self. They waited in the plain until Don Quixote and hi& ^QxVj 
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came up ; whereupon the curate, after gazing for some time ear* 
nestly at him, at last ran towards him with open arms, exclaim- 
ing aloud, "Happy is this meeting, O thou mirror of chivalry, 
my noble countryman, Don Quixote de la Mancha ! the flower 
and cream of gentility, the protector of suiFering mankind, the 
quintessence of knight-errantry !" Having thus spoken, he em- 
braced Don Quixote by the knee of his left leff. 

The knight was surprised at this address, but after attentively 
surveying the features of the speaker, he recognised him, and 
would immediately have alighted ; but the priest would not suffer 
It. " You must permit me to alight, sig^or licentiate,'' said Don 
Quixote ; " for it would be very improper that I should remain 
on horseback, while so a reverend a person as you are travelling 
on foot." ** I will by no means consent to your dismounting," 
replied the priest, " since on horseback you have achieved the 
greatest exploits this age hath witnessed. As for myself, an un- 
worthy priest, I shall be satisfied if one of these gentlemen of your 
company will allow me to mount behind him ; and I shall then 
fancy myself mounted on Pegasus, or on a Zebra, or the sprightly 
courser bestrode by the famous Moor Muzarque, who lies to this 
day enchanted in the great mountain Zulema, not far distant from 
the grand Compluto." " I did not think of that, dear sigiior 
licentiate," said Don Quixote; **and I know her highness the 
princess will, for my sake, order her squire to accommodate you 
with the saddle of his mule ; and he may ride behind, if the beast 
will carry double." " I believe she will," answered the princess ; 
'< and I know it is unnecessary for me to lay my commands upon 
jny squire ; for he is too courteous and well-bred to suffer an ec- 
clesiastic to go on foot when he may ride." " Most certainly," 
answered the barber ; and alighting in an instant, he compli- 
mented the priest with the saddle, which he accepted without 
much entreaty. But it unluckily happened that as the barber 
was getting upon the mule, which was a vicious jade, she threw 
up her hind-legrs twice or thrice into the air ; and had they met 
with Master Nicholas's breast or head he would have wished his 
rambling after Don Quixote far enough. He was, however, 
thrown to the ground, and so suddenly l£at he forgot to take due 
care of his beard, which fell off; and all he could do was to cover 
his face with both hands, and cry out that his jaw-bone was 
broken. Don Quixote, seeing such a mass of beard without jaws 
and without blood lying at a distance from the fallen squire, ex- 
claimed, '< Heavens! what a miracle ! His beard has fallen as 
clean from his face as if he had been shaven!" The priest, see- 
ing the danger of discovery, instantly seized the beard, and ran 
to Master Nicholas, who was still on the ground moaning; and 
going up close to him, with one twitch replaced it ; muttering 
over him some words, which he said were a specific charm for 
fixing on beards, as they should soon see } and when it was ad- 
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jasted, the squire remained as well bearded and as whole as be- 
fbre. Don Quixote was amazed at what he saw, and begged the 
priest to teach him that charm ; for he was of opinion that its 
virtue could not be confined to the refizing of beards, and since 
ft wrought a perfect cure, it must be valuable upon other occa- 
sions. The priest said that his surmise was just, and promised 
to take the first opportunity of teaching him the art. 

Don Quixote, the princess, and the priest, being thus mounted, 
attended by Cardenio, the barber, and sanchoPanza on foot, Don 
Quixote said to the damsel, '^ Your highness will now be pleased 
to lead on, in whatever direction you please.'' Before she could 
reply, the licentiate interposing said, " Whither would your lady- 
ship go ? To the kingdom of Micomicon, I presume, or I am much 
mistaken.'' She, being aware that she was to answer in the 
affirmative, said, " Yes, sigfior, that kingdom is indeed the place 
of my destination." " If so," said the priest, "we must pass 
through my native village ; and thence you must go straight to 
Carthagena, where you may embark ; and if you have a fair 
wind, a smooth sea, and no storms, in somewhat less than nine 
years you will get within view of the great lake Meona, I mean 
Meotis, which is not more than a hundred days' journey from 
your highness's territories." " You are mistaken, good sir," said 
she ; ** for it is not two years since I left it ; and although I had 
very bad weather during the whole passage, here I am, and I have 
beheld what so ardently I desired to see — Sigfior Don Quixote 
de la Mancha; the fame of whose valour reached my ears the 
moment I set foot in Spain, and determined me upon seeking 
him, that I might appeal to his courtesy, and commit the justice 
of my cause to the valour of his invincible arm." " Cease, I pray, 
these encomiums," said Don Quixote, " for I am an enemy to 
every species of flattery ; and even if this be not such^^still are my 
chaste ears offended at this kind of discourse. All I can say, dear 
madam, is, that my powers, such as they are, shall be employed 
in your service, even at the forfeit of my life ; but waving these 
matters for the present, I beg the sigfior licentiate to tell me what 
has brought him into these parts alone, unattended, and solie^htly 
apparelled." " I can soon satisfy your worship," answered the 
priest : " our friend. Master Nicholas and I were going to Seville, 
to receive a legacy leflk me by a relation in India, and no incon- 
siderable sum, being sixty thousand crowns ; and on our road, 
yesterday, we were attacked by four highway robbers, who strip- 
ped us of all we had, to our very beards, ana in such a manner 
that the barber thought it expedient to put on a false one ; as for 
this youth here (pointing to Cardenio), you see how they have 
treated him. It is publicly reported here that those who robbed 
us were galley-slaves, set at liberty near this very place, by a 
man so valiant that in spite of the commissary and his guards he 
released them all ; but he must certainly have been q\3X q1\a^ 
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senses, or as great a rogue as any of them, since he could let 
loose wolves among sheep, foxes among poultry, and wasps among 
the honey ; for he has defrauded justice of her due, and has set 
himself up against his king and natural lord by acting against 
his lawful au&ority. He has, I say, disabled the galleys of their 
hands, and disturbed the many years' repose of the holy brother- 
hood ; in a word, he has done a deed by which his body may 
suffer, and his soul be for ever lost." 

Sancho had communicated the adventure of the galley-slaves, 
so gloriously achieved by his master ; and the priest laid it on 
thus heavily to see what effect it would have upon Don Quixote ; 
whose colour changed at every word, and he dared not confess 
that he had been the deliverer of those worthy gentlemen. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

OftTte ingenious method pursued to withdraw our enamoured Knight 
from the rigorous penance which he had imposed on himseff. 

As soon as the priest had done speaking, Sancho said, ^' By my 
troth, si^or, it was my master who did that feat ; not but that 
I gave him fair warning, and advised him to mind what he was 
about, telling him that it was a sin to set them at liberty ; for they 
were all gomg to the galleys for being most notorious villains.'' 
" Blockhead !" said Don Quixote, " knights-errant are not bound 
to inquire whether the fettered and oppressed are brought to that 
situation by their faults or their misfortunes. It is their part to 
assist them under oppression, and to regard their sufferings, not 
their crimes. I encountered a bead-roll and string of miserable 
wretches, and acted towards them as my profession required of 
me. As for the rest, I care not ; and whoever takes it amiss, 
saving the holy dignity of signor the licentiate, and his reverend 
person, I say, he knows but little of the principles of chivalry ; 
and this I will maintain with the edge of my sword !" 

Dordthea was possessed of too much humour and sprightly wit 
not to join with the rest in their diversion at Don Quixote's ex- 
pense ; and perceiving his wrath, she said, " Sir knight, be 
pleased to remember tne boon you have promised me, and that 
you are thereby bound not to engage in any other adventure, 
nowever urgent ; therefore assuage your wrath ; for had signor 
the licentiate known that the galley-slaves were freed by that in- 
vincible arm, he would sooner have sewed up his mouth with three 
stitches, and thrice have bitten his tongue, than he would have 
said a word that might redound to the disparagement of your 
worship." "Ay, verily I would," exclaimed the priest; "or 
even have plucked off one of my mustachios." " Iwill say no 
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more, madam," said Don Quixote ; "and I will repress that just 
indignation raised within my breast, and quietly proceed, until I 
have accomplished the promised boon. But, in requital, I be- 
seech you to inform me of the particulars of your grievance, as 
well as the number and quality of the persons on whom I must 
take due, satisfactory, and complete revenge." " That I will do 
most willingly," answered Dorothea ; " but yet I fear a story like 
mine, consisting wholly of afflictions and disasters, will prove but 
a tedious entertainment." " Never fear that, madam," cried Don 
Quixote. " Since, then, it must be so," said Dorothea, *'be pleased 
to lend me your attention." With that Cardenio and the barber 
gathered up to her, to hear what kind of storv she had provided 
so soon ; Sancho did the same, being no less deceived in her than 
his master; and the lady having seated herself well on her mule, 
after coughing once or twice, and other preparations, very grace- 
fully began her story. 

*' First, gentlemen," said she, " you must know my name is" 
— here she stopped short, and could not call to mind the name 
the curate had given her ; whereupon finding her at a nonplus, 
he made haste to help her out. " It is not at all strange," said 
he, "madam, that you should be so discomposed by your dis- 
asters as to stumble at the very beffinning of the account you are 
going to give of them ; extreme affliction often distracts the mind 
to that degree, and so deprives us of memory, that sometimes we 
for a while can scarce think on our very names : no wonder, then, 
that the Princess Micomicona, lawful heiress to the vast kingdom 
of Micomicon, disordered with so many misfortunes, and per- 
plexed with so many various thoughts for the recovery of her 
crown, should have her imagination and memory so encumbered ; 
but I hope you will now recollect yourself, and be able to pro- 
ceed.." **I hope so too," said the lady, "and I will endea- 
.vour to relate my story without further hesitation. Know, 
then, gentlemen, that the king my father, who was called Tina- 
crio the Sage, having great skill in the maffic art, understood by 
his profound knowledge in that science, that Queen Xaramilla, 
my mother, should die before him, that he himself should not 
survive her long, and I should be left an orphan. But he often 
said that this did not so much trouble him as the foresight he had, 
by his speculations, of my being threatened with great misfor- 
tunes, which would be occasioned by a certain giant, lord of a 
freat island near the confines of my kingdom; his name Panda- 
lando, sumamed of the Gloomy Sight ; because, though his eye- 
balls are seated in their due place, yet he affects to squint and look 
askew on purpose to fright those on whom he stares. My father, 
I say, knew tnat this giant, hearing of his death, would one day 
invade my kingdom with a powerful army, and drive me out 
of my territories, without leaving me so much as a village for a 
.retreat ; though he knew withal that I might avoid th&t. ^tlXx^xcaV^ 

L 
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if I would but consent to marry him ; but as he found out by his 
art, he had reason to think I never would incline to such a match. 
And indeed I never had any thoughts of marrying this giant, 
nor any other giant in the world, how unmeasurably great and 
mighty soever. My father therefore charged me patiently to 
bear my misfortunes, and abandon my kingdom to Pandatilando 
for a time, without offering to keep him out by force of arms, since 
this would be the best means to prevent my own death and the 
ruin of my subjects, considering the impossil>ility of withstanding 
the terrible force of the giant, fiut withal he ordered me to di- 
rect my course towards Spain, where I should be sure to meet 
with a powerful champion in the person of a knight-errant, 
whose fame should at that time be spread over all the kingdom ; 
and his name, my father said, should be, if 1 forget not, Don 
Azote, or Don Gigote" — "And it please you, forsooth/' quoth 
Sancho, **you would say Don Quixote, otherwise CEilled the 
Knight of the Sorrowful Figure." "You are right," answered 
Dorothea ; " and doubtless 1 do right in recommending myself to 
Don Quixote, who so well agrees with my father's description, 
and whose renown is so far spread, not only in Spain, but over 
all La Manclia, that I had no sooner landed at Ossuna but the 
fame of his prowess reached my ears ; so that I was satisfied he 
was the very person in quest of whom I came." 

" But pray, madam," cried Don Quixote, " how did you do 
to land at Ossuna, since it is no seaport town ?" " Doubtless, 
sir," said the curate, before Dorothea could answer for herself^ 
" the princess would say, that after she landed at Malaga, the 
first place where she heard of your feats of arms was Ossuna." 
" That is what 1 would have said," replied Dorothea ; " and now 
I have nothing more to add, but that fortune has so far favoured 
me as to make me find the noble knight by whose valour 1 look 
upon myself as already restored to the throne of my ancestors, 
since he has so courteously and magnanimously vouchsafed to 
grant me the boon I begged. For all I have to do is to shew him 
this Pandafilando of the Gloomy Sight, that he may slay him, 
and restore that to me of which he has so unjustly deprived me. 
For all this will certainly be done with the greatest ease in the 
world, since it was foretold by Tinacrio the Sage, my good and 
royal father, who has also left a prediction written either in Chal- 
dean or Greek characters (for 1 cannot read them) which denotes 
that after the knight of the prophecy has cut off the slant's head 
and restored me to the possession of my kingdom, if he should 
ask me to marry him, I should by no means refuse him, but 
instantly put him in possession of my person and kingdom." 
** Well, friend Sancho," said Don Quixote, hearing this, and 
turning to the squire, " what thinkest thou now? Dost thou not 
hear how matters go ? Did not 1 tell thee as much before ? See 
noiv whether we have not a kingdom which we may command. 



CH. ZIX.] DON QUIXOTE. Ill 

and a qneen whom we may espouse !*' " Ah, marry have you," 
replied Sanoho; and with that, to shew his joy, he cut a couple 
of capers in the air; and turning to Dorothea, laid hold on her 
mule by the bridle, and flinginff himself down on his knees, 
begged she would be graciously pleased to let him kiss her hand, 
in token of his owning her for his sovereign lady. 

There was none of the beholders but was ready to burst for 
laughter, having a sight of the master's madness, and the servant's 
simplicity. In short, Dorothea was obliged to comply with his 
entreaties, and promised to make him a grandee, when fortune 
should favour her with the recovery of her lost kingdom. Where- 
upon Sancho gave her his thanks m such a manner as obliged the 
company to a fresh laughter. Then going on with her relation, 
" Gentlemen," said she, "this is my history ; and among all my 
misfortunes, this only has escaped a recital, that not one of the 
numerous attendants I brought from my kingdom has survived 
the ruins of my fortune but this good squire with the long beard : 
the rest ended their days in a great storm, which dashed our ship 
to pieces in the very sight of the harbour ; and he and I had been 
sharers in their destiny had we not laid hold of two planks, by 
which assistance we were driven to land, in a manner altogether 
miraculous, and agreeable to the whole series of my life, which 
seems, indeed, but one continued miracle. And if in any part 
of my relation I have been tedious, and not so exact as I should 
have been, you must impute it to what Master Curate observed 
to you in the beginning of my story, that continual troubles op- 
press the senses, and weaken the memory." 

'•Those pains and afflictions, be they ever so intense and 
difficult," said Don Quixote, " shall never deter me, most vir- 
tuous and high-born lady, from adventuring for your service, 
and enduring whatever I shall suffer in it : and therefore I again 
ratify the assurances I have given you, and swear that I will 
bear you company, though to the end of the world, in search of 
this implacable enemy of yours, till I shall find him ; whose in- 
sulting head, by the help of Heaven and my own invincible arm, 
I am resolved to cut off with the e<lge of this (I will not say 
good) sword; — (a plague on Gines de Passamonte, who took 
away my own !)" This he spoke murmuring to himself; and 
then prosecuted his discourse in this manner: *' And after I have 
divided it from the body, and left you quietly possessed of your 
throne, it shall be left at your own choice to dispose of your per- 
son as you shall think convenient ; for as long as I shall have my 
memory full of her ima^e, my will captivated, and my under- 
standing wholly subiected to her whom I now forbear to name, it 
is impossible I should in the least deviate from the affection I bear 
to her, or be induced to think of marrying, though it were a 
Phoenix." 

The close of Don Quixote's speech, NvVik\i x^<a.\ft^ \j^ Vv^ "c^^N* 
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raarryinff, touched Sancho so to the quick, that he could not for- 
fear bawling out his resentments : ** Sir Don Quixote," cried he, 
" you are certainly out of your wits ; or how is it possible you 
should stick at striking a bargain with so great a lady as this ? 
Do you think fortune will put such dainty bits in your way at 
every comer ? Is my Lady Dulcinea handsomer, do you think ? 
No, marry, she is not half so handsome : I could almost say she 
is not worthy to tie this lady's shoe-latchets. I am likely, indeed, 
to get the earldom I have fed myself with the hopes of, if you 
spend your time in fishing for mushrooms at the bottom of the 
sea ! Marry out of hand, I say, and lay hold of the kingdom 
which is ready to leap into your hands ; and as soon as you are a 
king, make me a marquis, or a peer of the land, and afterwards, 
let things go at sixes and sevens, it will be all one to Sancho.'' 
Don Quixote, quite divested of all patience at the blasphemies 
which were spoken against his Lady Dulcinea, could bear with 
him no longer ; and therefore, without so much as a word to give 
him notice of his displeasure, gave him two such blows with his 
lance, that poor Sancho measured his length on the ground, and 
had certainly there breathed his last, had not the knight desisted 
through the persuasions of Dorothea. " Thinkest thou," said he, 
after a considerable pause, " most infamous peasant, that I shall 
always have leisure and disposition to put up with thy afironts, and 
that thy whole business shall be to study new offences, and mine 
to give thee new pardons? Dost thou not know, excommuni- 
cated traitor, (for certainly excommunication is the least punish- 
ment can fall upon thee after such profanations of the peerless 
Dulcinea's name,) and art thou not assured, vile slave and ignomi- 
nious vagabond, that I should not have strength sufficient to kill a 
flea, did not she give strength to my nerves and infuse vigour into 
my sinews ? Speak, thou villain with the viper's tongue ; who dost 
thou imagine has restored the queen to her kingdom, cut off the 
dead of a giant, and made thee a marquis, (for f count all this as 
done already,) but the power of Dulcinea, who makes use of my 
arm as the instrument of her act in me ? She fights and over- 
comes in me, and I live and breathe in her, holding life and being 
from her. Thou base-born wretch! art thou not possessed of 
the utmost ingratitude, thou who seest thyself exalted from the 
very dregs of the earth to nobility and honour, and yet dost re- 
pay so great a benefit with obloquies against the person of thy 
benefactress ? But I pardon thee for this time," added the Don, 
" and thou must excuse me for what I have done to thee ; for the 
first movements are not in our power." **I perceive that well 
enough," said Sancho, " and that is the reason my first thoughts 
are always on my tongfue ; and I cannot for my life help speaking 
what comes uppermost." " However, friend Sancho," said Don 
Quixote, " thou hadst best think before thou speakest ; for the 
pitcher never goes so oft to the well." " No more of this, San- 
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cho," 8aid Dorothea ; '^ but run and kiss your lord's hands, and 
beg bis pardon ; and, for the time to come, be more advised and 
cautious how you run into the praise or dispraise of any person ; 
but especially take care you do not speak ill of that lady of To- 
boso, whom I do not know, though I am ready to do her any 
service ; and trust me you shall have a lordship which shall enable 
you to live like a prince.'' Sancho shrugged up his shoulders, 
and in a humble posture went and asked his master for his 
hand, which he held out to him with a grave countenance ; and 
after the squire had kissed the back of it, the knight gave him his 
blessing, and told him he had a word or two with him, bidding 
him come nearer, that he might have the better convenience of 
speaking to him. Sancho did as his master commanded, and 
going a little from the company with him, thoy conversed a while 
together. At the conclusion, Sancho said : '* Good master, you 
shall not want satisfaction ; but, your worship, for the time to 
come, I beseech you do not be too hasty." " What occasion 
hast thou, Sancho, to make this request ?" replied Don Quixote. 
" Reason good enough, truly," said Sancho ; " for the blows you 
gave me even now were rather given me on account of that quarrel 
which was stirred up between your worship and me the other 
night, than for your dislike of anything which was spoken against 
my Lady Dulcinea." " Pr'ythee, Sancho," cried Don Quixote, 
" oe careful of falling again into such irreverent expressions ; 
for they provoke me to anger, and are highly offensive. I pardoned 
thee then for being a delinquent ; but thou art sensible that a new 
offence must be attended with a new punishment." 

As they were going on in such discourse as this, they saw at 
a distance a person riding up to them on an ass, who, as he came 
near enough to be distinguished, seemed to be a gipsy by his 
habit. But Sancho Panza, who, whenever he got sight of any 
asses, followed them with his eyes and his heart, as one whose 
thoughts were ever fixed on his own, had scarce given him half 
an eye but he knew him to be Gines de Passamonte, and by the 
looks of the gipsy found out the visage of his ass ; for indeed it 
was the very same which Gines had got under him, who, to con- 
ceal himself from the knowledge of the public, and have the 
better opportunity of making a good market of his beast, had 
clothed himself like a gipsy; the cant of that sort of people, as 
well as the languages of other countries, being as natural and 
familiar to them as their own. Sancho saw him and knew him ; 
and scarce had he seen and taken notice of him, when he cried 
out as loud {as his tongue would permit him, "Ah, thou thief 
G^nesiilo ! leave my g(K>ds and chattels behind thee ; get off from 
the back of my own dear life ; tho^ hast nothing to do with my 
poor beast, without whom I cannot enjoy a moment's ease ; away 
irom my Dapple, away from my comfort ! take to thy heels, 
ihoa villain I nence, thou hedge-bird, leave what i& liosi^ ^i 

l2 
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thine V He had no occasion to use $o many words, for Gines 
dismounted as soon as he heard him speak, and taking to his 
heels, got from them, and was out of sight in an instant. Saneho 
ran immediately to his ass, and embrac^ bim : <^ How bast thou 
done,'' cried he, *' since I saw tbee, my darling and treasure, my 
dear Dapple, the delight of my eyes, and my dearest companion?" 
And then he stroked and slabbered bim with kisses, as if the 
beast had been a rational creature. The ass, for his part, was as 
silent as could be, and gave Saneho the liberty of as many kisses 
as he pleased, without the return of so much as one word to the 
many questions he had put to him. At sight of this the rest of 
the company came up with him, and paid their compliments of 
congratulation to Saneho for the recovery of his ass, especially 
Don Quixote, who told him that though be had found his ass 
again, yet would not he revoke the warrant he had given him for 
three asses, for which favour Saneho returned him a multitude of 
thanks. 

While they were travelling together, and discoursing after 
this manner, the curate addressed himself to Dorothea, and gave 
her to understand that she had excellend}' discharged herself of 
what she had undertaken, as well in the management of the 
history itself, as in her brevity, and adapting her style to the par- 
ticular terms made use of in books of knight-errantry. She re- 
turned for answer that she had frequently conversed with such ro- 
mances, but that she was ignorant of the situation of the provinces 
and the sea-ports, which occasioned the blunder she had made by 
saying that she landed at Ossuna. " I perceived it," replied the 
curate, *' and therefore I put in what you heard, which brought 
matters to rights again. But is it not an amazing thing to see 
how ready this unfortunate gentleman is to give credit to these 
fictitious reports, only because they have the air of the extra va- 

fant stories in books of knight-errantrj'?" Cardenio said that 
e thought this so strange a madness that he did not believe the 
wit of man, with all the liberty of invention and fiction, capable 
of hitting so extraordinary a character. " The gentleman," re- 
plied the curate, " has some qualities in him, even as surprising 
m a madman as his unparalleled frenzy ; for take him but on 
his romantic humour, discourse with him of any other subject, 
you will find him to* handle it with a great deal of reason, and 
shew himself, by his conversation, to have very clear and enter- 
taining conceptions ; insomuch that if knight-errantry bears no 
relation to his discourse, there is no man but will esteem him for 
his vivacity of wit and strength of judgment." While they were 
thus discoursing, Don Quixote, prosecuting his converse with 
his squire, ^* Saneho," said he, "let us lay aside all manner of 
animosity ; let us forget and forgive injuries ; and answer me as 
speedily as thou canst, without any remains of thy last displea- 
jsure, how, when, and where didst thou find my Lady Dolcinea 2 ' 
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What was sbe doing when thou first paidst thy respects to her? 
How didst thou express thyself to her? What answer was she 
pleased to make thee ? What countenance did she put on at the 
perusal of my letter ? Who transcribed it fairly for thee ? And 
every thing else which has any relation to this aiFair, without 
addition, lies, or flattery. On the other side, take care thou losest 
not a tittle of the whole matter, by abbreviating it, lest thou rob 
me of part of that delight which I propose to myself from it." 
**Sir," answered Sancho, "if I must speak the truth, and no- 
thing but the truth, nobody copied out that letter for me ; for I 
carried none at all.'' " That's right," cried Don Quixote ; " for 
I found the pocket-book in which it was written two days after 
thy departure, which occasioned exceeding grief in me, because I 
knew not what thou couldst do when thou foundst thyself with- 
out the letter ; and I could not but be induced to believe that 
thou wouldst have returned, in order to take it with thee." " I 
bad certainly done so," replied Sancho, "were it not for this 
head of mine, which kept it in remembrance ever since jrour wor- 
ship read it to me, and nelped me to say it over to a parish-clerk, 
who wrote it out to me word for word so purely, that he vowed, 
though he had written out many a letter of excommunication in^ 
his time, he never in all the days of his life had read or seen any 
thing so well spoken as it was." " And dost thou still retain the 
memory of it, my dear Sancho ?" cried Don Quixote. " Not I," 
quoth Sancho; "for as soon as I had given it her, and your 
turn was served, f. was very willing to forget it. But if I re- 
member any thing, it is what was on the top ; and it was thus, 
* High and subterrene' — I would say sovereign, lady ; and at the 
bottom, * yours until death, the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure ;' 
and I put between these two things three hundred souls and fives." 



CHAPTER XX. 

The pleasant dialogue between Don Q^iJpote and his Squire continued; 
with other adventures. 

'* Alx this is mighty well," said Don Quixote ; ** proceed there- 
fore : you arrived, and how was that queen of beauty then em- 
ployed? On mjr conscience thou foundst her stringing of orient 
pearls, or embroidering some curious device in gold fcr me her 
captive knight ; was it not so, my Sancho ?" "No," answered 
the squire ; " I found her winnowing a parcel of wheat very 
seriously in the back-yard." "Then,'' said the Don, " you may 
rest assured that every com of that wheat was a grain of pearl, 
since she did it the honour of touching it with her divine hand. 
Didst thou observe the quality of the wheat, was it not of tha 
Anest sort?" "Very indifferent, I thougb.^ awsi ^<a «3^xfe* 
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*^ Well, this at least you must allow ; it must make the finest 
whitest bread, if sifted by her white hands. But go on ; when 
you delivered my letter, did she kiss it ? Did she treasure it in 
her bosom ? or what ceremony did she use worthy such a letter ? 
How did she behave herself?" " Why truly, sir," answered 
Sancho, *• when I offered her the letter she was very busy hand- 
ling her sieve ; * and, pr'ythee, honest friend/ said she, * do so 
much as lay that letter down upon that sack there; I cannot 
read it till I have winnowed out what is in my hands.' " " O 
unparalleled discretion !" cried Don Quixote ; **she knew that a 
perusal required leisure, and therefore deferred it for her more 
pleasing and private hours. But oh, mysquire, while she was 
t}ius employed what conference passed ? What did she ask about 
her knight, and what did you reply ? Say all, say all, my dearest 
Sancho, let not the smallest circumstance escape the tongue ; s])eak 
all that thought can frame or pen describe." ^' Her questions 
were easily answered, sir," said Sancho ; " for she asked me none 
at all. I told her, indeed, in what a sad pickle I had left you, 
and how disconsolate you were ; that you eat and slept like the 
brute beasts; that you would let a razor as soon touch your 
throat as your beard ; that you were still blubbering and crying, 
or lamenting and cursing your fortune." " There you mistook," 
replied Don Quixote ; " I rather bless nay fortune, and always 
shall, while life affords me breath, since 1 am thought to merit 
the esteem of so high a lady as Dulcinea del Toboso. But now,*' 
continued the knight, " supposing the com winnowed and des-r 
patched to the mill, what did she after she had read my letter?" 
" Your letter, sir," answered Sancho, " your letter was not read 
at all, sir ; as, for her part, she said she could neither read nor 
write, and she would trust nobody else, lest they should tell tales, 
and so she cunningly tore your letter. She said that what I told 
her by word of mouth of your love and sufferings was enough : 
to make short now, she gave her service to you, and said she had 
rather see you than hear from you ; and she prayed you, if ever 
you loved her, upon sight of roe forthwith to leave your madness 
among the bushes here, and come straight to Toboso (if you be 
at leisure), for she has something to say to you, and has a huge 
mind to see you ; she had like to burst with laughing, when I 
called you the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure." 

" Thus far all goes well," said Don Quixote ; " but tell me, 
pray, what jewel did she present you at your departure, as a 
reward for the news you brought? for it is a custom of ancient 
standing among knights and htdies errant, to bestow on squires, 
dwarfs, or damsels, who bring them good news of their ladies or 
servants some precious jewel as a grateful reward of their wel- 
come tidings." " Ah, sir," said Sancho, " that was the fiishion 
in the days of yore, and a very good fashion, I take it ; but all 
the jewels Sancho got was a luncheon of bread and a piece of 
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cheese, which she handed to me over the waJl, when 1 was taking 
my leave : by the same token (I hope there is no ill luck in it), 
the cheese was made of sheep's milk." " It is strange," said 
Don Quixote, " for she is liberal even to profuseness ; and if she 
presented thee not a jewel, she had certainly none about her at 
that time ; but what is deferred is not lost. I shall see her, and 
matters shall be accommodated. But, Sancho, one thing raises 
my astonishment, which is thy sudden return ; for proportioning 
thy short absence to the length of thy iourney, Toboso being at 
least thirty leagues distant, thou must have ndden on the wmd. 
Certainly the sagacious enchanter, who is my guardian and 
friend, — for doubtless such a one there is and ought to be, or I 
should not be a true knight-errant, — certainly, I say, that wise 
magician has furthered thee on thy journey unawares ; for there 
are sages of such incredible power as to take up a knight-errant 
sleeping in his bed, and waken him next morning a thousand 
leagues from the place where he fell asleep. By this power 
knights-errant succour one another in their most dangerous exi- 

fents when and where they please. For instance, suppose m& 
ghting in the mountains of Armenia with some horrid monster, 
some dreadful sprite, or fierce gigantic knight, where perhaps I am 
like to be worsted (such a thing may happen), when just in the 
very crisis of my fate, when I least expect it, I behold on the top 
of a flying cloud, or riding in a flaming chariot, another knight, 
my friend, who but a minute before was in England perhaps— 
he sustains me, delivers me from death, and returns that night to 
his own lodging, where he sups with a verv good appetite after 
his journey, having rid you two or three thousand leagues that . 
day ; and all this performed by the industry and wisdom of these 
knowing magicians, whose only business and charge is glorious 
knight-errantry. Some such expeditious power, I believe, San- 
cho, though hidden from you, has promoted so great a despatch 
in your late journey." '* I believe, indeed," answered Sancho, 
''that there was witchcraft in the case; for Rozinante went 
without spur all the way, and was as mettlesome as though he 
had been a gipsy's ass with quicksilver in his ears." And 
what is thy advice as to my lady's commands to visit her? 
I know "her power should regulate my will. But then my 
honour, Sancho; my solemn promise has engaged me to the 
princess's service that comes with us; and the law of arms con- 
fines me to my word. Love draws me one, and glory the other 
way ; on this side Dulcinea's strict commands, on the other my 
promised faith ; but — it is resolved, I will travel night and day, 
cut off this giant's head, and, having settled the princess in her 
dominions, will presently return to see that sun which enlightens 
my senses. She will easily condescend to excuse my absence 
when I convince her it was for her fame and glory ; since tU^ 
past^ present, and future success of my yictonoxxa «xm& ^^^'^^xA^ 
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whoDj on the gracious infloences of her fitTOor, and the honour 
of heing her luught." «'Oh sad! oh sad!" said Sancho; ''I 
doabt your worship's head is mach the worse for wearing. Are 
you mad, sir, to take so long a voyage for nothing ? why don't 
you catch at this preferment that now offers, where a iine king- 
dom is the portion, twenty thousand leagues round, they say ; 
nay, higger than Portugal and Castile both together. Good your 
worship, hold your tongue, I wonder you are not ashamed. 
Take a fool's counsel for once, marry her by the first priest you 
meet ; here is our own curate can do the job most curiously. 
Come, master, I have hair enough in my beard to make a coun- 
sellor, and my advice is as fit for you as your shoe for your foot 
— a bird in hand is worth two in the bush, and 

He that will not when he may. 
When he would he shall have nay." 

** Thou advisest me thus," ansvirered Don Quixote, " that I may 
be able to promote thee according to my promise ; but that i 
can do without marrying this lady ; for I shall make this the 
condition of entering into battle, that after my victory, without 
marrying the princess, she shall leave part of her kingdom at my 
disposal, to gratify whom I please ; and who can claim any such 
gratuity but thyself?" " That's plain," answered Sancho ; " but 
pray, sir, take care that you reserve some part near the sea-side 
for me ; that if the air does not agree with me, I may transport 
my black slaves, make my profit of them, and go live somewhere 
else ; so that I would have you resolve upon it presently : leave 
the Lady Dulcinea for the present, and go kill this same giant, 
and make an end of that business first; for I assure you it will 
yield you a good market." "I am fixed in thy opinion," said 
Don Quixote ; " but I admonish thee not to whisper to any per- 
son the least hint of our conference ; for since Dulcinea is so cau- 
tious and secret, it is proper that I and mine should follow her 
example." " Why then," said Sancho, "should you send every 
body you overcome packing to Madam Dulcinea, to fell down 
before her and tell her they came from you to pay their diedience, 
when this tells all the world that she is your mistress, as much as 
if they had it under your own hand ?" " How dull of apprehen- 
sion and stupid thou art !*' said the knight ; "hast thou not sense 
to find that all this redounds to her greater glory ? Know, that 
in proceedings of chivalry, a lady's honour is calculated from the 
number of her servants, whose services must not tend to any re- 
ward but the favour of her acceptance, and the pure houour of 
performing theiii for her sake, and being called her servants." 

Master Nicholas, seeing them so deep in discourse, called to 
tiiem to stop and drink at a little fountain by the rodd. Don 
"^ tixote baited ; and Sancho was very glad of the interniption) 
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his stock of fiction being almost spent, and he stood in danger be- 
sides of being trapped in his words ; for he had never seen Dul- 
cinea, though he knew she lived at Toboso. Cardenio by this time 
bad changed his clothes for those Dorothea wore when they found 
her in the mountains ; and though they made but an ordinary 
fieure, they looked much better than those he had put off.' They 
aU stopped at the fountain, and fell upon the curate's provision, 
which was but a snap among so many, for they were all very 
hungry. While they sat refreshing themselves, a young lad, 
travelling that way, observed them, and looking earnestly on the 
whole company, ran suddenly and fell down before Don Quixote, 
addressing him in a very doleful manner. ''Alas, good sir," 
said he, "don't you know me? don't you remember poor Andres, 
whom you caused to be untied from the tree V* With that the 
knieht knew him ; and raising him up, turned to the company ; 
" That you may all know," said he, ** of how great importance 
to the redressing of injuries, punishing vice, and the universal 
benefit of mankind, the business of knight-errantry may be, you 
must understand, that riding through a desert some days ago, I 
heard certain lamentable shrieks and outcries. Prompted by the 
misery of the afflicted, and borne away by the zeal of my profes- 
sion, I followed the voice, and found this l)oy, whom you all see, 
bound to a ereat oak ; I am glad lie is ])resent, because he can at- 
test the trum of my relation. I found him, as I told you, bound 
to an oak ; naked from the waist upwards, and a bloody-minded 
peasant scourging his back unmercifully with the reins of a bridle. 
I presently demanded the cause of his severe chastisement. The 
rude fellow answered, that he had liberty to punish his own 
servant, whom he thus used for some faults that argued him 
more knave than fool. ' Good sir,' said the boy, ' he can lay 
nothing to my charge but demanding my wages.' His master 
made some reply, which I would not allow as a just excuse, and 
ordered him immediately to unbind the youth, and took his oath 
that he would take him home and pay him all his wages upon the 
nail, in good and lawful coin. Is not this literally true, Andres 7 
Did you not mark, besides, with what face of authority I com- 
manded, and with how much humility he promised to obey all 
I imposed, commanded, and desired ? Answer me, boy ; and tell 
boldly all that passed to this worthy company, that it may appear 
how necessary the vocation of knignts-errant is up and down the 
high roads." 

"All you have said is true enough," answered Andres ; "but 
the business did not end after that manner you and I hoped it 
would." " How !" said the knight ; '* has not the peasant paid 
you ?" " Ay, he has paid me with a vengeance," said the boy ; 

' These must be the ragged apparel Cardenio wore before he was 
dressed in the priest's short cassock and cloak. 
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" for no sooner was your back turned but he tied me again to 
the same tree, and lashed me so horridly that I looked like St. 
Bartholomew flayed alive; and at every blow he had some joke 
or another to laugh at you ; and had he not laid on me as he did, 
I fancy I could not have helped laughing myself. At last he left 
me, in so pitiful a case that I was forced to crawl to a hospital, 
where I have lain ever since to get cured, so wofully the tyrant 
had lashed me. And now I may thank you for this ; for had you 
rode on your journey, and neither meddled nor made, seeing no- 
body sent for you, and it was none of your business, my master, 
perhaps, had been satisfied with giving me ten or twenty lashes, 
and after that would have paid me what he owed me ; but you was 
so huffy, and called him so many names, that it made him mad, 
and so he vented all his spite against you upon my poor back, as 
soon as yours was turned, inasmuch that I fear I shall never be 
mine own man again." "The miscarriage,'' answered the knight, 
*Ms only chargeable on my departure before I saw my orders 
executed ; for I might by experience have remembered that the 
word of a peasant is regulated, not by honour, but by profit. But 
you remember, Andres, how I said, that if he disobeyed, I would 
return and seek him through the universe, and find him though 
hid in a whale's belly." "Ah, sir," answered Andres, "but 
that is no cure for my sore shoulders." "You shall be redressed," 
answered the knight, starting fiercely up, and commanding San- 
cho immediately to bridle Rozinante, who was baiting as fast as 
the rest of the company. Dorothea asked what he intended to 
do : he answered, that he intended to find out the villain, and 

Eunish him severely for his crimes, then force him to pay Aidres 
is wages to the last maravedi,* in spite of all the peasants in the 
universe. She then desired him to remember his engagements 
to her, which withheld him from any new achievement till that 
was finished ; that he must therefore suspend his resentments till 
his return from her kingdom. " It is but just and reasonable," 
said the knight ; " and therefore Andres must wait with patience 
my return ; but when I do return, I do hereby ratify my former 
oath and promise, never to rest till he be fully satisfied and paid." 
" I dare not trust to that," answered Andres ; " but if you will 
bestow on me as much money as will bear my charges to Seville, 
I shall thank your worship more than for all the revenge you tell 
me of. Give me a snap to eat, and a bit in my pocket ; and so 
Heaven be with you and all other knight«-errant, and may they 
prove as arrant fools in their own business as they have been in 
mine." 

Sancho took a crust of bread and a slice of cheese, and reach- 
ing it to Andres, "There, friend," said he, " there is something 
for thee; on my word, we have all of us a share of thy mischance. 

^ Near the value of a farthing.. 
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** What share?" said Andres. " Why, the cursed mischance of 
parting with this bread and cheese to thee ; for my head to a half- 
penny, I may live to want it ; for thou must know, friend of mine^ 
that we, the squires of knights-errant, often pick our teeth with- 
out a dinner, and are subject to many other things which are bet- 
ter felt than told." Andres snatched at the provender, and seer 
ing no likelihood of any more, he made his leg and marched off. 
But looking over his shoulder at Don Quixote, " Hark ye, you 
Sir Knight-errant," cried he, " if ever you meet me again in your 
travels, which I hope you never shall, though I were torn in 
pieces, do not trouble me with your foolish help, but mind your 
own business ; and so fare you well, with a plague ui)on you and 
all the knights-errant that ever were bom!" The knight thought 
to chastise him, but the lad was too nimble for any there, andhis 
heels carried him off, leaving Don Quixote highly incensed at his 
Btory, which moved the company to hold their laughter, lest they 
should raise his anger to a dangerous height. 



CHAPTER XXL 

What be/ell Don Quixote and his company at the inn. 

When they had eaten plentifully they left that place, and tra- 
velled all that day and the next without meeting any thing worth 
notice, till they came to the inn, which was so frightful a sight to 
poor Sancho, that he would willingly not have gone in, but could 
by no means avoid it. The innkeeper, the hostess, her daughter, 
and Maritornes, met Don Quixote and his squire with a very 
hearty welcome. The knight received them with a face of gravity 
and approbation, bidding them prepare him a better bed than 
their last entertainment afforded him. ** Sir," said the hostess, 
** pay us better than you did then, and you shall have a bed for a 
prince." And upon the knight's promise that he would, she pro- 
mised him a tolerable bed in the large room where he lay before. 
He presently undressed, and being heartily crazed in body as 
well as in mind, he went to bed. He was scarcely got to his 
chamber, when the hostess flew suddenly at the barber, and catch- 
ing him by the beard, " On my life," said she, " you shall use 
my tail no longer for a beard ; pray, sir, give me my tail ; my 
husband wants it to stick his comb into ; and my tail 1 will have, 
sir." The barber surrendered the hostess her tail, with the other 
trinkets which he had borrowed to decoy Don Quixote out of the 
desert. Dorothea's beauty and Cardenio*s handsome shape sur- 
prised every body. The curate bespoke supper \ and tVv^ Vv<5>%\>^ 
being pretty secure of his reckoning, soon gol iWtcl %. Xi^^^et^Ji^^ 
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entertainment. They would not disturb the knight, who slept 
very soundly, for his distemper wanted rest more than meat ; but 
ihey diverted themselves widi the hostess's account of his encoun- 
ter with the carriers, and of Sancho's being tossed in a blanket. 
Don Quixote's unaccountable madness was the principal subject 
of their discourse ; upon which the curate insistmg and arguing 
that it proceeded firom his reading romances, the innkeeper took 
him up. 

" Sir," said he, " you cannot make me of your opinion ; for, 
in my mind, it is the pleasantest reading that ever was. I have 
now in the house two or three books of that kind, and some other 
pieces that really have kept me and many others alive. In har- 
vest-time, a great many of the reapers come to drink here in the 
heat of the day, and he that can read best among us takes up one 
of these books, and all the rest of us, sometimes thirty or more, 
sit round about him and listen with such pleasure that we think 
neither of sorrow nor care. As for my own part, when I hear the 
mighty blows and dreadful battles of those knights- errant, I have 
half a mind to be one myself, and am raised to such a life and 
briskness that I cocdd frighten away old age. I could sit and 
hear them from morning till night. " " I wish you would, hus- 
band," said the hostess ; "for men we should have some rest ; 
for at all other times you are so out of humour and so snappish 
that we lead a sad life with you." " And what think you of this 
matter, young miss ?" said the curate to the innkeeper's daugh- 
ter. " Alack-a-day, sir," said she, *' I do not understand those 
things, and yet I love to hear them ; but I do not like that firight- 
ftd ugly fighting that so pleases my father. Indeed, the sad 
lamentations of me poor knights for the loss of their mistresses 
sometimes makes me cry like any thing." ''I suppose, then, 
young gentlewoman," said Dorothea, *^you vnll be tender- 
hearted, and will never let a lover die for you." " I do not know 
what may happen as to that," said the girl ; " but this I know, that 
I will never give any body reason to call me tigress and lioness, 
and I do not know how many other ugly names, as those ladies 
are often called ; and I think they deserve yet worse, so they do ; 
for they can never have soul nor conscience to let such fine gen- 
tlemen die or run mad for a sight of them. What signifies all 
their fiddling and coyness? If they are civil women, why do not 
they marry them ; for that is all their knights would be at ?" 
** Hold your prating, mistress," said the hostess, " how came you 
to know all this ? It is not for such as you to talk of these mat- 
ters." "The gentleman only asked me a question," said she, 
** and it would be uncivil not to answer him." " Well," said the 
curate, " do me the favour, good landlord, to bring out these 
books that I may have a sight of them." 

" With all my heart," said the innkeeper ; and with that, 
stepping to bis chamber, he opened a little portmanteau that shut 
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with a chain, and took oat three large Tolumes, with a parcel of 
manuscripts in a fair legible letter. The title of the hrst was 
Don Ciron^io of Thrace; the second Felixmarte of Hircania; 
and the third was the History of the ^reat Captain Gon9alo 
Hernandes de Corduba, and the Life of Diego Garcia de Paredes, 
bound together.^ The curate, reading the title, turned to the 
barber, and told him they wanted now Don Quixote's house-* 
keeper and his niece. '^ I shall do as well with the books,'' said 
the barber; '^for I can find the way to the backyard, or to the 
chimney; there is a good fire that will do their business." 
** Business !" said the innkeeper, " I hope you would not burn 
my books ?" " Only two of them," said the curate ; " this same 
Don Cirongilio and his friend Felixmarte." " I hope, sir," said 
the host, " they are neither heretics nor flegmatics." " Schis- 
matics, you mean," said the barber. ^' I mean so," said the inn- 
keeper ; " and if you must bum any, let it be this of- Gon^alo 
Hernandes and Diego Garcia ; for you should sooner bum one 
of my children than the others." " These book8,5honest friend," 
said the curate, " that you appear so concerned for are senseless 
rhapsodies of falsehood and folly ; and this which you so despise 
is a true history, and contains a true account of two celebrated 
men. The first by his bravery and courage purchased immortal 
fame, and the name of the Great General, by the universal con- 
sent of mankind ; and the other, J>ie^o Garcia de Paredes, was 
of noble extraction, and bora inTruxillo, a town ofEstremadura^ 
and was a man of singular courage, and of such mighty strength, 
that with one of his hands he could stop a mill-wheel in its most 
rapid motion, and with his single force defended the passage of a 
bridge against an immense army. Several other great actions are 
related in the memoirs of his life, but all with so much modesty 
and unbiassed truth, that they easily pronounce him his own 
historiographer; and had they been written by any one else, 
with freedom and impartiality, they mi^ht have eclipsed your 
Hectors, Achilles's, and Orlandos, with all their heroic exploits." 
** That's a fine jest, truly," said the innkeeper; " my father could 
have told you another tale, sir. Holding a mill-wheel ! why, is 
that such a mighty matter? [Only fdo but turn over a leaf 
of Felixmarte there ; you will find how with one single back- 
stroke he cut ^ve swinging giants off by the middle, as if they 
had been so many bean-c^s, of which the children make little 
puppet-friars ; and read how at another time he charged a most 
mighty and powerful army of above a million and six hundred 
thousand fighting men, all armed cap-a-pie, and routed them all 
like so many sheep. And what can you say of the worthy Ciron- 
gilio of Thrace ? who, as you may read there, going by water one 

' These were not fabulous heroes, though romantic authors have added 
much of fable to their true history. 
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day, was assaulted by a fiery serpent in the middle of the river ; 
he presently leaped nimbly upon her back, and, hanging by her 
scaly neck, grasped her throat fast with both his arms, so that 
the serpent, finding herself almost strangled, was forced to dive 
into the water to save herself, and carried the knight, who would 
not quit his hold, to the very bottom, where he found a stately 
palace and such pleasant gardens that it was a wonder ; and 
straight the serpent turned into a very old man, and told him 
such things as were never heard nor spoken. Now, a fig for 
your Great Captain and your Diego Garcia/' Dorothea, hear- 
ing this, said softly to Cardenio, that the host was capable of 
making a second part to Don Quixote. " I think so too," 
cried Cardenio, " for it is plain he believes every tittle contained 
in those books ; nor can all the Carthus^ian friars in the world 
persuade him otherwise." " I tell thee, friend," said the curate, 
^* there were never any such persons as your books of chivalry 
mention upon the face of the earth ; your Felixmarte of Hir- 
cania and your Cirongilio of Thrace are all but chimeras and 
fictions of idle and luxuriant wits, who wrote them for the same 
reason that you read them, because they had nothing else to do." 
*^ Sir," said the innkeeper, *^ you must angle with another bait, 
or you will catch no fish ; I know what's what as well as another ; 
I can tell where my own shoe pinches me ; and you must not 
think, sir, to catch old birds with chaff. A pleasant jest indeed, 
that you should pretend to persuade me now that these notable 
books are lies and stories ! why, sir, are they not in print? Are 
they not published according to order? licensed by authority 
from the privy council ? And do you think that .they would 
permit so many untruths to be printed, and such a number of 
battles and enchantments, to set us all a-madding ?" "I have 
told you already, friend," replied the curate, "that this is licensed 
for our amusement in our idle hours : for the same reason that 
tennis, billiards, chess, and other recreations are tolerated, that 
men may find a pastime for those hours they cannot find employ- 
ment for. Neither could the government foresee this incon- 
venience from such books that you urge, because they could not 
reasonably suppose any rational person would believe their ab- 
surdities. And were this a proper time, I could say a great deal 
in favour of such writings ; and how, with some regulations, they 
might be made both instructive and diverting. But I design 
upon the first opportunity to communicate my thoughts on this 
head to some that may redress it. In the mean time, honest land- 
lord, you may put up your books, and believe them true if you 
please, and much good may they do you. And I wish you may 
never halt on the same foot as your guest, Don Quixote." "There's 
no fear of that," said the innkeeper ; "for I never design to turn 
knight-errant, because I find the customs that supported the 
noble order are quite out of doors." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Of the dreadful battle betwixt Don Quixote and certain Wine-ekins, 

Thb conversation was hardly concladed when Sancho Panza 
came running out of Don Quixote's chamber in a terrible fright, 
crying out, " Help, help, ^ood people ! help my master ! He is 
just now at it tooth and nail with that same giant, the Princess 
Micomicona's foe; I never saw a more dresuiful battle in my 
bom days. He has lent him suchia blow, that whip off went the 
giant's head, as round as a turnip.'' '^ You are mad, Sancho, '^ 
said the curate, starting up astonished; 'Ms thy master such 
a wonderful hero as to fight a giant at two thousand leagues dis« 
tance ?" Upon this they presently heard a noise and bustle in 
the chamber, and Don Quixote bawling out, '' Stay, villain ! rob- 
ber, stay ! since I have thee here, thy scimitar shall but little 
avail thee !" and with this they heard him strike with his sword 
with all his force against the walls. '' Good folks," said Sancho, 
" my master does not want your hearkening ; why do not you 
nm in and hel^ him 7 thoush I believe it is after-meat mustard ; 
for sure the giant is dead oy this time, and giving an account 
of his ill life ; for I saw his blood run all about the house, 
and his head sailing in the middle on it ; but such a head ! it is 
bigger than any wme-skin in Spain.'" " Mercy on me !" cried 
the innkeeper, *' I will be cut like a cucumber, if this Don 
Quixote, or Don Devil, has not been hacking my wine-skins 
that stood filled at his bed's head, and this coxcomb has taken the 
spilt liquor for blood." Then running with the whole company 
into the room, they found the poor knight in the most comical 
posture imaginable. 

He wore on his head a little red greasy nightcap of the 
innkeeper's; he had wrapped one of the best blankets about his 
left arm for a shield ; ana wielded his drawn-sword in the right, 
laying about him pell-mell ; with now and then a start of some 
milituy expression, as if he had been really engaeed with some 
giant. But the best jest of all, he was all this time mst asleep ; for 
the thoughts of the adventure he had undertaken had so wrought 
on his imagination that his depraved fancy had in his sleep repre- 
sented to him the kingdom of Micomicon and the ffiant ; and 
dreaming that he was then fighting him, he assaulted the wine- 
skins so desperately that he set the whole chamber afloat with 
good wine. The innkeeper, enraged to see the havoc, flew at 
VoJk Quixote with his fists ; and had not Cardenio and the curate 
taken him off, he had proved a giant indeed against the knight. 

' In Spain they keep their wines in the skin of a goat, sheep, or other 
beast, pitched within, and sewed dose without. 

m2 
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All this could not wake the poor Don, till the barber, throwing 
a bucket of cold water on him, wakened him from his sleep, 
though not from his dream. 

Sancho ran up and down the room searching for the giant's 
head, till, finding his labour fruitless, "Well, well," said he, 
" now I see plainly that this house is haunted ; for when I was 
here before, m this very room was I beaten like any stock-fish, 
but knew no more than the man in the moon who struck me ; 
and now the ffiant's head that I saw cut off with these eyes is 
vanished; and I am sure I saw the body spout blood like a 
pump." ** What prating andijoionsense !" said the innkeeper ; 
"I tell you, rascal, it is my wine-skins that are slashed, and 
my wine that runs about the floor here." " Well, well," said 
Sancho, " do not trouble me ; I only tell you that I cannot 
find the giant's head, and my earldom is gone after it ; and so I 
am undone, like salt in water." And truly Sancho's waking 
dream was as pleasant as his master's when asleep. The inn- 
keeper was almost mad to see the foolish squire harp so on the 
same string with his frantic master, and swore they should not 
come off now as before ; that their chivalry should be no satis- 
&,ction for his wine, but that they should pay him sauce for the 
damage, and for the very leathern patches which the wounded 
wine-skins would want. 

Don Quixote in the mean while, believing he had finished his 
adventure, and mistaking the curate, that held him by the arms, 
for the Princess Micomicona, fell on his knees before him, and 
with a respect due to a royal presence, " Now may your high- 
ness," said he, *^ great and illustrious princess, live secure, &ee 
from any fiirther apprehensions from your conquered enemy; 
and now I am acquitted of my engagement, since, by the assist- 
ance of Heaven, and the influence of her favour by whom I live 
and conquer, your adventure is so happily achieved." " Did not 
I tell you so, gentlefolks ?" said Sancho ; " who is drunk or mad 
now ? See if my master has not already put the giant in pickle ? 
I am an earl as sure as possible." The whole company (except 
the unfortunate innkeeper) were highly diverted at the extrava- 
gances of both. At last, the barber, Cardenio, and the curate, 
having with much ado got Don Quixote to bed, he presently 
fell asleep, being heartily tired ; and then they left him to com- 
fort Sancho Panza for the loss of the giant's head ; but it was no 
easy matter to appease the innkeeper, who was at his wit's end 
for the unexpected and sudden fate of his wine-skins. 

The hostess in the mean time ran up and down the house cry- 
ing and roaring : " In an ill hour," said she, ** did this unlucky 
knight-errant come into my house ; I wish, for my part, I had 
never seen him, for he has been a dear guest to me. He and his 
man, his horse and his ass went away last time without paying 
me a cross for their supper, their bed, their litter and provender ; 
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and all, forsooth, because he was seeking adventures. What^ in 
the wide world, have we to do with his statutes of chivalry ? If 
they oblige him not to pay, they should oblige him not to eat 
neither. It was upon this score that the other fellow took away 
my good tail ; it is clean spoiled, the hair is all torn off, and my 
husband can never use it again. And now to come upon me 
again with destroying my wine-skins, and spilling my liquor. 
But I will be paid, so I will, to the last maravedis, or I will dis- 
own my name, and forswear my mother." Her honest maid 
Maritornes seconded her fury ; but Master Curate stopped their 
mouths by promising that he wpuld see them satisfied for their 
wine and their skins, but especially for the tail which they made 
such a clatter about. Dorothea comforted Sancho, assuring him 
that whenever it appeared that his master had killed the giant^ 
and restored her to her dominions, he should be sure of the best 
earldom in her disposal. With this he buckled up again, and 
vowed '^ that he himself had seen the giant's head, by the same 
token that it had a beard that reached down to his middle ; and 
if it could not be found, it must be hid by witchcraft, for ever^ 
thing went by enchantment in that house, as he had found to his 
cost when he was there before." Dorothea answered that she 
believed him ; and desired him to pluck up his spirits^ for all 
things would be well. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

Containing an account qf many surprising accidents in the tntt. 

At the same time the innkeeper, who stood at the door, seeing 
company coming, " More guests," cried he ; "a brave jolly troop, 
on my word. If they stop here, we may rejoice." »* What are 
they?" said Cardenio. " Four men," said the host, " on horse- 
back, with black masks on their faces, and armed with lances 
and targets ; a lady too all in white, that rides single and masked; 
and two running footmen." " Are they near ?" said the curate. 
"Just at the door," replied the innkeeper. Hearing this, Doro- 
thea veiled herself, and Cardenio had just time enough to step 
into the next room, where Don Quixote lay, when the strangers 
came into the yard. The four horsemen, who made a very gen- 
teel appearance, dismounted and went to help down the lady, 
whom one of them taking in his arms, carried into the house, 
where he seated her in a chair by the chamber-door, into which 
Cardenio had withdrawn. All this was done without discovering 
their faces, or speaking a word ; only the lady, as she sat down 
in the chair, breathed out a deep sigh, and let her arms sink 
.down, in a weak and fainting posture. The curate, marking their 
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odd behaviour, which raised in him a curiosity to know who they 
were, went to their servants in the stable, and asked what their 
masters were ? " Indeed, sir,*' said one of them, " that is more 
than we can tell you ; they seem of no mean quality, especially 
that gentleman who carried the lady into the house ; for the rest 
pay him great respect, and his word is a law to them." " Who 
18 the lady V* said the curate. " We know no more of her than 
the rest,*' answered the fellow ; " for we could never see her face 
all the time, and it is impossible we should know her or them 
otherwise. They picked us up on the road, and prevailed with 
us to wait on tnem to Andalusia, promising to pay us well for 
our trouble ; so that, except the two days' travelling m their com- 
pany, they are utter strangers to us." "Could you not hear 
them name one another all this time?" asked the curate. ** No, 
truly, sir," answered the footman ; " for we heard them not speak 
a syllable all the way ; the poor lady indeed used to sigh and 
grieve so piteously, that we are persuaded she has no stomach to 
9iis journey." " Very likely," said the curate ; and with that 
leaving them, he returned to the place where he left Dorothea, 
who, hearing the masked lady sign so frequently, moved by the 
natimd pity of the soft sex, could not forbear inquiring the cause 
of her sorrow. " Pardon me, madam," said she, " if I beg to 
know your grief; and assure yourself that my request does not 
proceed from mere curiosity, but an earnest inclination to assist 
you, if your misfortune be such as our sex is naturally subject 
to, and in the power of a woman to cure." The lady made no 
return to her compliment, and Dorothea pressed her in vain with 
new reasons ; when the gentleman, whom the footboy signified to 
be the chief of the company, interposed : " Madam," said he, 
" do not trouble yourself to throw away any generous offer on 
that ungrateful woman, whose nature cannot return an obliga- 
tion ; neither expect any answer to your demands, for her tongue 
is a stranger to truth." "Sir," said the disconsolate lady, "my 
truth and honour have made me thus miserable, and my suffer- 
ings are suflicient to prove you the falsest and most base of men." 
Cardenio, being only parted from the company by Don Quixote's 
chamber-door, overheard these last words very distinctly, and 
immediately cried out, " Good heaven, what do I hear? what voice 
struck my ear just now ?" The lady, startled at his exclamation, 
sprung from the chair, and would have rushed into the chamber 
whence the voice came ; but the gentleman perceiving it, laid hold 
of her to prevent her, which so disordered the lady that her mask 
fell off, and discovered an incomparable face, beautiful as an an- 
gel's, though very pale, and strangely discomposed. Dorothea and 
the rest beheld her with grief and wonder. She struggled so hard, 
and the gentleman was so disordered by beholding her, that his 
mask dropped off too, and discovered to Dorothea, who was as- 
sisting to hold the lady, the face of her husband Don Fernando. 
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Scarce had she known him when, with a long and dismal ''oh V* 
she fell in a swoon, and would have fallen to the ground, had not 
the barber, by good fortune, stood behind and supported her. The 
curate ran presently to help her, and pulling off her veil to throw 
water in her face, Don Fernando presently knew her, and was 
struck almost as dead as she at the sight ; nevertheless he did not 
quit Lucinda, who was the lady that struggled so hard to get out 
of his hands. Cardenio hearing Dorothea's exclamation, and 
imagining it to be Lucinda's voice, flew into the chamber in great 
disorder, and the first object he met was Don Fernando holding 
Lucinda, who presently knew him. They were all struck dumb 
with amazement : Dorothea gazed on Don Fernando ; Don Fer- 
nando on Cardenio ; and Cardenio and Lucinda on one another. 
At last Lucinda broke silence, and addressing Don Fernando, 
" Let me go," said she ; *' unloose your hold, my lord : by the gene- 
rositjr you should have, or by your inhumanity, since it must be so, 
I conjure you leave me, that I may cling like ivy to my old sup- 
port ; and from whom neither your threats, nor prayers, nor gifts, 
nor promises, could ever alienate my love. Contend not against 
Heaven, whose power alone could bring me to my dear husband's 
sight by such strange and unexpected means ; you have a thou- 
sand instances to convince you that nothing but death can make 
me ever forget him ; let this, at least, turn your love into rage, 
which may prompt you to end my miseries with my life here be- 
fore my dear husband, where I shall be proud to lose it, since my 
death may convince him of my unshaken love and honour till the 
last minute of my life." Dorothea by this time had recovered, 
and finding by Lucinda's discourse wno she was, and that Don 
Fernando would not unhand her, she made a virtue of necessity, 
and falling at his feet, " My lord," cried she, all bathed in tears, 
" if that beauty which you hold in your arms has not altogether 
dazzled your eyes, you may behold at your feet the once happy, 
but now miserable Dorothea. I am the poor and humble vil- 
lager, whom your generous bounty, I dare not say your love, did 
condescend to raise to the honour of calling you her own : I am 
she who, once confined to peaceful innocence, led a contented 
life, till your importunity, your shew of honour and deluding 
words, charmed me from my retreat, and made me resign my free- 
dom to your power. How I am recompensed may be guessed by 
my grief, and my being found here in this strange place, whither 
I was led, not through any dishonourable ends, but purely by 
despair and grief to be forsaken of you. It was at your desire I 
was bound to you by the strictest tie ; and whatever you do, you 
can never cease to be mine. Consider, my dear lord, that my 
matchless love may balance the beauty and nobility of the person 
for whom you would forsake me ; she cannot share your love, for 
it is only mine ; and Cardenio's interest in her will not admit a 
partner. It is easier far, my lord, to recall your wandering da* 
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sires, and fix them upon her that adores you, than to draw her to 
love who hates you. Have some regard to your honour ! remem- 
ber you are a Christian I Why should you then make her life 
end so miserably, whose beginning your favour made so happy ? 
If I must not expect the usage and respect of a wife, let me but 
serve you as a slave ; so I belong to you, though in the meanest 
rank, 1 shall never complain ; let me not be exposed to the slan- 
dering reflections of the censorious world by so cruel a separation 
from my lord ; afflict not the declining years of my poor parents, 
whose faithful services to you and yours have merited a more 
suitable return/' 

These, with many such arguments, did the mournful Dorothea 
urge, appearing so lovely in her sorrow, that Don Fernando's 
friends, as well as all the rest, sympathised with her; Lucinda 
particularly, as much admiring her wit and beauty as moved by 
the tears, the piercing sighs and moans, that followed her en- 
treaties ; and she would have gone nearer to have comforted her, 
had not Femando's arms, that still held her, prevented it. He 
stood full of confusion, with his eyes fixed attentively on Doro- 
thea a great while ; at last, opening his arms, he quitted Lucinda : 
**Thou hast conq^uered," cried he; "charming Dorothea, thou 
hast conquered ; it is impossible to resist so many united truths 
and charms." Lucinda was still so disordered and weak that 
she would have fallen when Fernando quitted her, had not Car- 
denio, without regard to his safety, leaped forward and caught 
her in his arms, and embracing her with eagerness and joy, 
** Thanks, gracious Heaven!" cried he aloud, **my dear, my 
faithful wife, thy sorrows are now ended ; for where canst thou 
rest more safe than in my arms, which now support thee as once 
they did .when my blessed fortune first made thee mine?" Lu- 
cinda then opening her eyes and finding herself in the arms of 
her Cardenio, without regard to ceremony threw her arms about 
his neck, " Yes," said she, " thou art he, thou art my lord indeed ! 
Now, fortune, act thy worst ; nor fears nor threats shall ever part 
me from the sole support and comfort of my life." This sight 
was very surprising to Don Fernando and the other spectators. 
Dorothea perceiving, by Don Femando's change of countenance, 
and laying his hand to his sword, that he prepared to assault 
Cardenio, fell suddenly on her knees, and with an endearing em- 
brace held him so fast that he could not stir. " What means," 
cried she, all in tears, " the only refuge of my hope ? See here thy 
own and dearest wife at thy feet, and her you would have in her 
true husband's arms. Think then, my lord, how unjust is youp 
attempt to dissolve that knot which Heaven has tied so fast. Can 
you ever think or hope success in your design when you see her 
contemning all dangers, and confirmed in strictest constancy and 
honour, leaning in tears of joy on her true lover's bosom ? For 
Heaven* B sake I entreat you, by your own words I conjure you. 
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to initiate your anger, and permit that faithful pair to spend their 
remaining aays in peace. Thus may you make it appear that 
you are generous and truly noble, giving the world so strong a 
proof that you have your reason at command, and your passion in 
subjection.'' 

All this while Cardenio, though he still held Lucinda in his 
arms, had a watchful eye on Don Fernando ; resolving, if he had 
made the least offer to his prejudice, to make him repent it and 
all his party, if possible, though at the expense of his life. But 
Don Femando's friends, the curate, the barber, and all the com- 
pany (not forgetting honest Sancho Panza), got together about 
Don Fernando, and entreated him to pity the beautiful Doro- 
thea's tears ; that, considering what she had said, the truth of 
which was apparent, it would be the highest injustice to frustrate 
her lawful hopes ; that their strange and wonderful meeting could 
not be attributed to chance, but the peculiar and directing provi- 
dence of Heaven ; that nothing but death (as the curate very well 
urged) could part Cardenio from Lucinda ; and that though the 
edge of his sword mi^ht separate them, he would make them 
happier by death than he could hope to be by surviving; that, in 
irrecoverable accidents, a submission, to Providence, and a re- 
signation of our wills, shewed not only the greatest prudence, but 
also the highest courage and generositv ; that he should not envy 
those happy lovers what the bounty of Heaven had conferred on 
them, but that he should turn bis eyes on Dorothea's grief, view 
her incomparable beauty, which, with her true and unfeigned 
love, made large amends for the meanness of her parentage ; but 
principally it lay upon him, if he gloried in the titles of nobility 
and Christianity, to keep his promise unviolated ; that the more 
reasonable part of mankind could not otherwise be satisfied, or 
have any esteem for him. Also, that it was the special preroga- 
tive of beauty, if heightened by virtue and adorned with modesty, 
to lay claim to any dignity without disparagement or scandal to 
the person that raises it. In short, to these reasons they added 
so many enforcing arguments, that Don Fernando, who was truly 
a gentleman, could no longer resist reason, but stooped down, 
and embracing Dorothea, ** Rise, madam," said he ; " it is not 
proper that she should lie prostrate at my feet who triumphs 
over my soul. If I have not hitherto paid you all the respect 
I ought, it was perhaps so ordered by Heaven, that having by 
this a stronger conviction of your constancy and goodness, I 
may henceforth set the greater value on your merit. Let the 
future respects and services I shall pay you plead a pardon for 
my past transgressions ; and let the violent passions of my love 
that first made me yours plead my excuse for that which caused 
me to forsake you. View the now happy Lucinda's eyes, and 
there read a thousand farther excuses ; but I promise henceforth 
never to disturb her quiet; and may she live long ^ud ^\i\j^\)^fi^ 
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with her dear Cardenio, as I hope to do with my dearest Doro- 
thea/' 

Cardenio, Lucinda, and the greatest part of the companj', 
€Ould not command their passions, but all wept for joy : even 
Sancho Panza himself shed tears, though, as he afterwards con- 
fessed, it was not for downright grie^ but because he found not 
Dorothea to be the Queen of Micomicona, as he supposed, and of 
whom he expected so many favours and preferments. Cardenio 
and Lucinda fell at Don Femando's feet, giving him thanks with 
the strongest expressions which gratitude could suggest ; he raised 
them up, and received their acknowledgments with much modesty, 
then begged to be informed by Dorothea how she came to that 
place. She related to him all she had told Cardenio, but with 
such a grace that what were misfortunes to her proved an inex- 
pressible pleasure to those that heard her relation. When she 
had done, Don Fernando told all that had befallen him in the 
city after he had found the paper in Lucinda's bosom which de- 
clared Cardenio to be her husband ; how he would have killed her, 
had not her parents prevented him ; how afterwards, mad with 
fihame and anger, he left the city to wait a more convenient op- 
portunity of revenge ; how, in a short time, he learned that Lucinda 
was fled to a nunnery, resolving to end her days there, if she 
could not spend them with Cardenio ; that, having desired those 
three gentlemen to go with him, they went to the nunnery, and, 
waiting till they found the gate open, ne left two of the gentlemen 
to secure the door, while he with the other entered the house, 
where they found Lucinda talking with a nun in the cloister. 
They carried her thence to a village, where they disguised them- 
selves for their more convenient flight, which they more easily 
brought about, the nunnery being situate in the fields, distant a 
good way from any town. He likewise added how Lucinda, find- 
ing herself in his power, fell into a swoon ; and that after she 
came to herself, she continually wept and sighed, but would not 
speak a syllable; and that, accompanied with silence only and 
tears, they had travelled till they came to that inn, which proved 
to him as his arrival at heaven, having put a happy conclusion to 
€dl his earthly misfortunes. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

The history of the famous Princess Micomicona continued; with other 
pleasant adventures. 

THBJoyofthe whole company was unspeakable by the happy 
conclusion of this perplexed business. Dorothea, Cardenio, and 
•Xuciada thought the sudden change of their aflairs too surprising 
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to be real ; and could hardly be induced to believe their happi- 
ness. Fernando thanked Heaven a thousand times for having 
led him out of a labyrinth, in which his honour and virtue were 
like to have been lost. The curate, as he was very instrumental 
in the general reconciliation, had likewise no small share in the 
general joy ; and that no discontent might sour their universal 
satisfaction, Cardenio and the curate en^ged to see the hostess 
satisfied for all the damages committed by Don Quixote ; only 
poor Sancho drooped sadly. He found his lordship and his hopes 
vanished into smoke ; the Princess Micomicona was changed to 
Dorothea, and the giant to Don Fernando. Thus, very musty 
and melancholy, he slipt into his master's chamber, who had slept 
CO, and was just wakened, little thinking of what had happened. 

" I hope your early rising will do you no hurt," said he, ** Sir 
Knight of the Sorrowful Figure; but you may now sleep on till 
doom's-day if you will ; nor need you trouble your head any 
longer about killing any giant, or restoring the princess ; for all 
that is done to your hand." "That is more than probable," an- 
swered the knight ; " for I have had the most extraordinary, the 
most prodigious and bloody battle with the giant that I ever had, 
or shall have, during the whole course of my life. Yet with one 
-cross stroke I laid his head on the ground, whence the great effusion 
of blood seemed like a violent stream of water." " Of wine,y > 
mean," said Sancho ; " for you must know (if you know •* • 
already), that your worship's dead giant is a broached wine-skin, 
and the blood some thirty gallons of tent which it held in its 
body." ** What say est thou, madman ?" said the Don ; " thou 
art frantic, sure." " Rise, rise, sir," said Sancho, "and see what 
fine work you have cut out for yourself; here is your great queen 
changed into a private gentlewoman, called Dorothea, with some 
other such odd matters, that you will wonder with a vengeance." 
" I can wonder at nothing here," said Don Quixote, " where you 
may remember I told you all things were ruled by enchant- 
ment." " I believe it," quoth Sancho, " had my adventure with 
the blanket been of that kind ; but sure it was likest the real toss- 
ing in a blanket of anything I ever knew in my life. And this 
same innkeeper, I remember very well, was one of those that 
tossed me into the air, and as cleverly and heartily he did it as a 
man could wish, 1 will say that for him ; so that, after all, I begin 
to smell a rat, and do greatly suspect that all our enohantment 
will end in nothing but bruises and broken bones." " Heaven 
will retrieve all," said the knight ; " I will therefore dress, and 
march to the discovery of these wonderful transformations." 

Meanwhile the curate gave Don Fernando and the rest an 
account of Don Quixote's madness, and of the device he used 
to draw him from the desert, to which the supposed disdain of 
his mistress had banished him in imagination. Sancho's adven- 
■tures made also a part in the story, which proved \et^ ^\n^t>Cyq% 

N 
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to the strangers. He added, that since Dorothea's change of for- 
tune had haolked their design that way, some other scheme should 
be devised to decoy him home. Cardenio ofiered his service in 
the afiair, and that Lncinda should personate Dorothea. '^ No, 
no,'' answered Don Fernando ; '^ Dorothea shall humour the 
jest still, if this honest gentleman's habitation be not very far off." 
** Only two days' journey," said the curate. " I would ride twice 
as j&r," said Don Fernando, '^ for the pleasure of so good and 
charitable an action." By this time Don Quixote bad sallied out 
armed cap-a-pie, Mambrino's helmet (with a great hole in it), 
on his head; his shield on his left arm, and with his right he 
leaned on his lance. His meagre, yellow, weather-beaten face 
of half a league in length ; the unaccountable medley of his ar- 
mour, together with ms grave and solemn port, struck Don Fer- 
nando and his companions dumb with astonishment ; while the 
champion, casting his eyes on Dorothea, with great gravity broke 
silence with these words : 

^' I am informed by this my squire, beautiiul lady, that your 
greatness is annihilated, and your majesty reduced to nothing ; 
ibr of a queen and mighty princess, as you used to be, you are In- 
come a private damsel. If any express order from the necroman- 
tic iing your father, doubting the ability and success of my arm 
in the reinstating you, has occasioned this change, I must tell him 
that he is no conjuror in these matters, and does not know one 
half of his trade ; nor is be skilled in the revolutions of chivalry ; 
for had he been conversant in the study of knight-errantry as I 
have been, be might have found that in every age champions of 
less fame than Don Quixote de la Mancha have finished more des- 
perate adventures ; since the killing of a pitiful giant, bow arro- 
eant soever he may be, is no such great achievement ; for not many 
nours past I encountered one myself; the success I will not men- 
tion, lest the incredulity of some people might distrust the reality ; 
but time, the discoverer of all things, will disclose it when least 
expected. To conclude, most high and disinherited lady, if your 
Anther, for the reasons already mentioned, has caused this meta-> 
morphosis in your person, bebeve him not ; for there is no peril 
on earth through wnich my sword shall not open a way ; and as- 
sure yourself that in a few days, by the overthrow of your enemy's 
head, it shall fix on yours that crown which is your lawful in- 
heritance." Here Don Quixote stopped, waiting the princess's 
answer; she, assured of Don Fernando's consent to carry on 
the jest till Don Quixote was got home, and assuming a face of 

fravity, answered, " Whosoever has informed you, valorous 
Lnight of the Sorrowful Figure, that I have altered or changed 
my condition, has imposed upon you ; for I am just the same to- 
day as yesterday. It is true some unexpected but fortunate acci- 
dents have varied some circumstances of my fortune, much to my 
advantage, and far beyond my hopes; but I am neither changed in 
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toy person, nor altered in my resolution of employing the force of 
your redoubtable and invincible arm in my favour, I therefore 
apply myself to your usual generosity, to have these words spoken 
to my father's dishonour recalled, and believe these easy and in- 
fallible means to redress my wrongs the pure effects of his wis- 
dom and policy, as the good fortune I now enjoy has been the 
consequence of your surprising deeds, as this noble presence can 
testify. What should hinder us, then, from setting forward to- 
morrow morning, depending for a happy and successful conclu- 
sion on the will of Heaven, and the power of your unparalleled 
courage ?" 

The ingenious Dorothea having concluded^ Don Quixote turn- 
ing to Sancho with all the signs of fury imaginable, "Tell me, 
rogue, scoundrel, did not you just now inform me that this prin- 
cess was changed into a little private damsel, called Dorothea, 
with a thousand other absurdities? I vow I have a mind so 
to use thee, as to make thee appear a miserable example to all 
succeeding squires that shall dare to tell a knight-errant a lie." 
** Good your worship," cried Sancho, *'have patience, I beseech 
you ; mayhap I am mistaken or so, about my lady Princess Mi- 
comicona's concern there ; but that the giant's head came off the 
•wine-skin's shoulders, and that the blood was as good tent as ever 
was tipt over tongue, I will take my oath on it ; for are not the 
skins all hacked and slashed within there at your bed's-head, and 
the wine all in a puddle in your chamber? But you will guess at 
-the meat presently by the sauce; the proof of the pudding is in 
the eating, master ; and if my landlord here do not let you know 
it to your cost, he is a very honest and civil fellow, that is all." 
** Sancho," said the Don, '* I pronounce thee non compos; I there- 
fore pardon ihee, and have done." " It is enough," said Don 
Fernando; "we, therefore, in pursuance of the pnncess's orders, 
will this night refresh ourselves, and to-morrow we will all of us 
set out to attend the lord Don Quixote in prosecution of this im- 
portant enterprise he has undertaken, being all impatient to be 
eye-witnesses of his celebrated and matchless courage." *' I shall 
be proud of the honour of serving and waiting upon you, my good 
lord," replied Don Quixote, " anci reckon myself infinitely obliged 
by the favour and good opinion of so honourable a company; 
which T shall endeavour to improve and confirm, though at the 
expense of the last drop of my blood." 

The night coming on, and the innkeeper, by order of DonFer- 
nando's friends, having made haste to provide them the best 
8Up|^r he could, the cloth was laid on a long table, there being 
neitner round nor square in the house. Don Quixote, after much 
ceremony, was prevailed upon to sit at the head ; he desired the 
Lady Micomicona to sit next him ; and the rest of the company 
having placed themselves according to their rank and convenience^ 
they eat their supper very heartily. Don Q,\x\XQitft^Xft -waa^ ^^ 
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diversion, never minded his meat, but inspired with the same 
spirit that moved him to preach so much to the goatherds, began 
to hold forth in this manner : " Certainly, gentlemen, if we rightly 
consider it, those who make knight-errantry their profession often 
meet with surprising and most stupendous adventures. For what 
mortal in the world, at this time entering within this castle, and 
seeing us sit together as we do, will imagine and believe us to be 
the same persons which in reality we are ? Who is there that can 
judge that this lady by my side is the great queen we all know 
ner to be, and that 1 am that Knight of the Sorrowful Figure 
so universally made known by fame ? It is, then, no longer to be 
doubted but that this exercise and profession surpasses all others 
that have been invented by man, and is so much the more hon- 
ourable as it is more exposed to dangers. Let none presume to 
tell me that the pen is preferable to tne sword. This may be as- 
certained by regarding the end and object each of them aims at ; 
for that intention is to be most valued which makes the noblest 
end its object. The scope and end of learning, I mean human 
learning (in this place I speak not of divinity, whose aim is to 
guide souls to Heaven, for no other can equal a design so infinite 
as that), is to give a perfection to distributive justice, bestowing 
upon every one his due, and to procure and cause good laws to 
be observed ; an end really generous, great, and worthy of high 
commendation, but yet not equal to that which knight-errantry 
tends to, whose object and end is peace, which is the greatest 
blessing man can wish for in this life. And, therefore, the first 
good news that the world received was that which the angels 
brought in the night — ^the beginning of our day — when they sang 
in the air, * Glory to God on high, peace on earth, and to men 
good-will.' And the only manner of salutation taught by our 
great Master to his friends and favourites was, that entering any 
house they should say, * Peace be to this house.' And at other 
times he said to them, * My peace I give to you,' ' My peace I 
leave to you,' 'Peace be among you.' A jewel and legacy worthy 
of such a donor, a jewel so precious that without it there can be 
no happiness either in earth or heaven. This peace is the true end 
of war ; for arms and war are one and the same thing. Allowing, 
then, this truth, that the end of war is peace, and that in this it 
excels the end of learning, let us now weigh the bodily labours 
the scholar undergoes against those the warrior suffers, and then 
see which are greatest." 

The method and language Don Quixote used in delivering 
himself were such, that none of his hearers at that time looked 
upon him as a madman ; but on the contrary, most of them 
being gentlemen to whom the use of arms properly appertains, 
they gave him a willing attention ; and he proceeded in this man- 
ner: "These, then, I say, are the sufferings and hardships a scho- 
Jar endures. First, poverty (not that they are all poor, but to 
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urge the worst that may be in this case) ; and having said he en-* 
dures poverty, methinks nothing more need be urged to express 
his misery ; for he that is poor enjoys no happiness, but labours 
under this poverty in all its parts, at one time in hunger, at ano- 
ther in cold, another in nakedness, and sometimes in all of them 
together ; yet his poverty is not so great, but still he eats, though 
it be later than the usual hour, and of the scraps of the rich ; nei- 
ther can the scholar miss of somebody's stove or fireside to sit by ; 
where, though he be not thoroughly heated, yet he may gather 
warmth, and at last sleep away the night under a roof. I will 
not touch upon other less material circumstances, as the want of 
linen, and scarcity of shoes, thinness and baldness of their clothes, 
and their surfeiting when good fortune throws a feast in their 
way ; this is the difficult and uncouth path they tread, often 
stumbling and falling, yet rising again ana pushing on, till they 
attain the preferment they aim at ; whither being arrived, we 
have seen many of them, who having been carried by a fortunate 
gale through all these quick-sands, fiom a chair govern the world ; 
their hunger bein^ changed into satiety, their cold into comfort- 
able warmth ; their nakedness into magnificence of apparel, and 
the mats they used to lie upon, into stately beds of costly silks 
and softest linen, a reward due to their virtue. But yet their 
gufierings being compared to those the soldier endures, appear 
much inferior, as I shall in the next place make out." 



CHAPTER XXV. 

A continuation qfDon Quixote* s curious and ejccellent discourse upon 
arms and learning. 

** Since, speaking of the scholar, we began with his poverty, 
and its several parts," continued Don Quixote, " let us now ob- 
serve whether the soldier be any richer than he ; and we shall 
find that poverty itself is not poorer ; for he depends on his 
miserable pay, which he receives but seldom, or perhaps never ; 
or elseon that he makes by marauding, with the hazard of his 
life, and trouble of his conscience. Such is sometimes his want of 
apparel, that a slashed bufi'-coat is all his holiday raiment and 
shirt ; and in the depth of winter being in the open field, he has 
nothing to cherish him against the sharpness of the season but 
the breath of his mouth, which issuing from an empty place, I am 
persuaded is itself cold, though contrary to the rules of nature. 
But now see how he expects night to make amends for all these 
hardships in the bed prepared for him, which, unless it be his own 
fault, never proves too narrow ; for he may freely lay out as much 
of the ground as he pleases, and tumble to his content without 
danger of losing the sheets. But above all, ^Yiea ^"^ ^vj ^^^^ 

N 2 
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come, wherein he is to put in practice the exercise of his profes- 
sion, and strive to gain some new degree, when the day of battle 
shall come ; then, as a mark of honour, shall his head be digni- 
fied with a cap made of lint, to stop a hole made by a bullet, or 
be perhaps carried off maimed, at the expense of a leg or arm. 
And if this do not happen, but that merciful Heaven preserve his 
life and limbs, it may fall out that he shall remain as poor as 
before, and must run through many encounters and battles, nay 
always come off victorious, to obtain some little preferment ; and 
these miracles, too, are rare ; but, I pray tell me, gentlemen, if 
ever you made it your observation, how few are those who obtain 
due rewards in war, in comparison of those numbers that perish ? 
Doubtless you will answer that there is no parity between them, 
that the dead cannot be reckoned up ; whereas those who live 
and are rewarded may be numbered with three figures^ It is 
quite otherwise with scholars, not only those who follow the law, 
but others also, who all either by hook or by crook get a liveli- 
hood ; so that though the soldier's sufferings be much greater, yet 
his reward is much less. To this it may be answered, that it is 
easier to reward two thousand scholars, than thirty thousand sol- 
diers, because the former are recompensed at the expense of the 
public, by giving them employments, but the latter cannot be 
gratified but at the cost of the master that employs them ; yet 
this very difiicultjr makes good my argument. Now for a man 
to attain to an eminent degree of learning costs him time, watch- 
ing, hunger, nakedness, dizziness in the head, weakness in the 
stomach, and other inconveniences, which are the consequences of 
these, of which 1 have already in part made mention. But the 
rising gradually to be a good soldier is purchased at the whole 
expense of all that is required for learning, and that in so surpas- 
sing a degree that there is no comparison betwixt them, because 
he is every moment in danger of his life. To what danger or dis- 
tress can a scholar be reduced equal to that of a soldier, who, 
being besieged in some strong place, and at his post in some ra- 
velin or bastion, perceives the enemy carrying on a mine under 
him, and yet must upon no account remove from thence, or shun 
the danger which threatens him? All he can do is, to give 
notice to his commander, that he may countermine, but must 
himself stand still, fearing and expecting, when on a sudden he 
shall soar to the clouds without wings, and be again cast down 
headlong against his will. If this danger seem inconsiderable, 
let us see whether that be not greater when two galleys shock one 
another with their prows in the midst of the spacious sea. When 
they have thus grappled, and are clinging together, the soldier is 
confined to the narrow beak, being a board not above two feet 
wide ; and yet though he sees before him so many ministers of 

^ t. e. do not exceed hundreds. 
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death threatening, as there are pieces of cannon on the other side 
pointing against him, and not half a pike's length from his body ; 
and being sensible that the first slip of his feet sends him to the 
bottom of Neptune's dominions, — still, for all this, inspired bv 
honour, with an undaunted heart, he stands a mark to so much 
fire, and endeavours to make his way by that narrow passage into 
the enemy's vessel. But what is most to be admired is, that no 
sooner one falls, where he shall never rise till the end of the 
world, than another steps into the same place ; and it' he also 
drops into the sea, which lies in wait for him like an enemy, an- 
other, and after him another, still fills up the place, without sufier- 
ing any interval of time to separate their deaths ; a resolution and 
boldness scarce to be paralleled in any other trials of war. Blessed 
be those happy ages that were strangers to the dreadful fury of 
these devilish instruments of artillery which is the cause that very 
often a cowardly base hand takes away the life of the bravest 
gentleman, and that in the midst of that vigour and resolution 
which animates and inflames the bold, a chance bullet (shot per- 
haps by one that fled, and was frighted at the very flash the mis- 
chievous piece gave when it went off) coming nobody knows how 
or from whence, in a moment puts a period to the brave designs, 
and the life, of one that deserved to have survived many years. 
This considered, I could almost say I am sorry at my heart for 
having taken upon me this profession of a knight-errant in so de- 
testable an age ; for though no danger daunts me, yet it affects me 
to think that powder and lead may deprive me of the opportunity 
of becoming famous, and making myself known throughout the 
world by the strength of my arm and dint of my sword. But 
let Heaven order matters as it pleases ; for if I compass my de- 
signs, I shall be so much the more honoured by how much the 
dangers I have exposed myself to are greater than those the 
knights-errant of former ages underwent." 

All this long preamble Bon Quixote made whilst the company 
supped, never minding to eat a mouthful, though Sancho Panza 
had several times advised him to mind his meat, telling him 
there would be time enough afterwards to talk as he thought fit. 
Those who heard him were afresh moved with compassion, to see 
a man who seemed, in all other respects, to have a sound judgment, 
so distracted when any mention was made of knight-errantry. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 



0/ occurrences at the inn; and of many other things worthy to be 
known. 

Night was now advanced, and a coach arrived at the inn with 
some horsemen. The travellers wanted lodging tor ths il\^^.> 
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but the hostess told them that there was not an inch of room dis- 
engaged in the whole inn. *^ Notwithstanding that," said one of 
the men on horseback, ** there must be room made for my lord 
judge here in the coach." On hearing this the hostess was dis- 
turbed and said, " ^^ir, the truth is, I have no bed ; but if his wor- 
ship, my lord judge, brings one with him, let him enter in God's 
name ; for I and my husbuid will quit our own chamber to accom- 
modate his honour." 

*' Be it so," quoth the squire ; and by this time a person had 
alighted from the coach whose garb immediately shewed the na- 
ture and dignity of his station ; for his long gown and tucked-up 
sleeves denoted him to be a judge, as his servant had said. He 
led by the hand a young lady apparently about sixteen years of 
aee, m a riding-dress, so lovely and elegant in her person that 
all were struck with so much admiration that, had they not seen 
Dorothea and Lucinda. tbey would never have believed that there 
was such another beautiful damsel in existence. Don Quixote 
was present at their entrance, and he thus addressed them: 
*^ Your worship may securely enter and range this castle ; for, 
however confined and inconvenient it may be, place will always 
be found for arms and letters ; especially when, like your wor- 
ship, they appear under the patronage of beauty ; for to this fair 
maiden not only castles should throw open wide their gates, 
but rocks divide and separate, and mountains bow their lofty 
head s in salutation . Enter, sir, into this paradise ; for here you will 
find suns and stars worthy of that lovely heaven you bring with 
you. Here you will find arms in their zenith, and beauty in per- 
fection !" The judge marvelled greatly at this speech, and he 
earnestly surveyed the knight, no less astonished by his appear- 
ance than his discourse ; and was considering what to say in reply, 
when the other ladies made their appearance, attracted by the 
account the hostess had given of the beauty of the young lady. 
Don Fernando, Cardenio, and the priest, psud their compliments 
in a more intelligible manner than Don Quixote, and all the 
ladies of the castle welcomed the fair stranger. In short, the 
jud^e easily perceived that he was in the company of persons of 
distmction ; but the mien, visage, and behaviour of Don Quixote 
confounded him. After mutual courtesies and inquiries as to 
what accommodation the inn aflPorded, the arranj^ements pre- 
viously made were adopted ; namely, that all the women should 
lodge in the lar^e chamber, and the men remain without, as their 
guard. The judge was content that the young lady, who was his 
daughter, should accompany the other ladies ; and she herself 
readily consented: thus, with the innkeeper's narrow bed, to- 
gether with that which the judge had brought with him, they 
parsed the night better than they had expected. *^ 

The night being now far advanced, tney proposed retiring to 
repose daring the remainder^ Don Quixote offering his service to 
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^ard the castle, lest some giant or other miscreant errant, 
tempted by the treasure of beauty there enclosed, should presume 
to make an attack upon it. His friends thanked him, and took 
occasion to amuse the judge with an account of his strange frenzy. 
Sancho Panza alone was out of all patience at sitting up so late. 
However, he was better accommodated than any ot them, upon 
the accoutrements of his ass, for which he dearly paid, as shall be 
hereafter related. The ladies having retired to their chamber, 
and the rest accommodated as well as they could be, Don Quix- 
ote, according to his promise, sallied out of the inn to take his 
post at the castle-gate. 

A short time before daybreak, a voice reached the ears of the 
ladies, so sweet and melodious that it forcibly arrested their at- 
tention, especially that of Dorothea, bv whose side slept Donna 
Clara de Vied ma, the daughter of the judge. The voice was un- 
accompanied by any instrument, and they were surprised at the 
skill of the singer. Sometimes they fancied that the sound pro- 
ceeded from the yard, and at other times from the stable. While 
they were in this uncertainty, Cardenio came to the chamber- 
door and said, " If you are not asleep, pray listen, and vou will 
hear one of the muleteers singing enchantingly." Dorothea told 
him that they had heard him, upon which Cardenio retired. 
Then listening with much attention, Dorothea plainly distin- 
guished the following words. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

The agreeable history qfthe young muleteer; with other strange accidents, 

I. 
Toss'd in doubts and fears I rove 
On the stormy seas of love ; 
Far from comfort, far from port, 
Beauty's prize, and fortune's sport ; 
Yet my heart disdains despair 
While I trace my leading-star. 

II. 
But reservedness, like a cloud, 
Does too oft her glories shroud. 
Pierce to the gloom, reviving light ! 
Be auspicious as you're bright. 
As you hide or dart your beams, 
Your adorer sinks or swims 1 

Dorothea thought it was a great loss to Donna Clftra not to 
hear such excellent singing ; she therefore gave her a gentle shake 
and awoke her. " Excuse me, my dear, for disturbing you," 
she said) ^' since it is only that you may have tliQ -^X^^jsqx^ ^V 
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hearaig the sweetest voice which perhaps you ever heard in your 
life.'' Clara, half awake, was obliged to ask Dorothea to repeat 
what she had said to her ; after wmch she endeavoured to com- 
mand her attention, bat had no sooner heard a few words of the 
song than she was seized with a fit of trembling as violent as the 
attack of a quartan ague ; and, clinging round Dorothea, she 
cried, " Ah, my dear lady ! why did yoa wake me? The greatest 
service that could be done me woald be for ever to close N)th my 
eyes and ears, tliat I might neither see nor hear that unhappy 
musician.'' " What do you say, my dear V answered Dorothea ; 
"is it not a muleteer who is singing?" "Oh no," replied 
Clara ; ** he is a young gentleman of large possessions, and so 
much master of my heart that, if he reject it not, it shall be his 
eternally." Dorothea was surprised at the passionate expressions 
of the girl, which she would not have expected from one of her 
tender years. She therefore said to her, " Your words surprise 
me, Sisr^ora Clara ; explain yourself farther ; what is this yoa 
say of neart and possessions — and who is this musician whose 
voice affects you so much? But stay, do not speak just yet ; he 
seems to be preparing to sing again, and I must not lose the 
pleasure of hearing him.'* Clara, however, stopped her own ears 
with both hands, to Dorothea's great surprise, who listened very 
attentively to the music. 

When the singing had ceased. Donna Clara again began to 
sigh ; and all this so excited Dorothea's curiosity, that she pressed 
her to explain what she had just before said. Clara embraced 
her, and putting her face close to her ear, she whispered, lest 
she should be overheard by Lucinda, "that singer, my dear 
madam," said she, " is the son of an Arragonian gentleman who 
is lord of two towns, and, when at court, lives opposite to my 
father. Although my father kept his windows covered with can- 
vass in the winter, and lattices in summer, it happened, by some 
chance, that this young gentleman saw me — whether at church 
or where it was I know not, but in truth he fell in love with me, 
and expressed his passion from the window of his house, by 
so many signs and so many tears that I was forced to believe 
him, and even to love him too. Among other siras he often 
joined one hand with the other, signifying his desire to marry 
me ; and though I should have been very glad if it might have 
been so, yet bemg alone, and having no mother, I knew not who 
to speak to on the subject, and therefore let it rest, without grant- 
ing him any other favour than, when his father and mine were 
both abroad, to lift up the lattice-window, just to shew myself, 
at which he seemed so delighted that you would have thought 
him mad. When the time of my father's departure drew near, 
he heard of it, though not from me, for I never had an oppor- 
tunity to speak to him ; and soon after he fell sick, as I was told, 
for grief; bo that, on the day we came away, I could not see him 
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to say farewell, though it were only with my eyes. But, after 
we had travelled two days, on entering a village about a day's 
journey hence, I saw him at the door of an inn, in the habit of 
a muleteer, so disguised that, had not his image been deeply 
imprinted in my heart, I could not liave known him. I was sur- 
prised and overjoyed at the sight of him, and be stole looks at 
me unobserved by my father, whom he carefully avoids when he 
passes, either on the road or at the inns. When I think who he 
18, and how he travels on foot, bearing so much fatigue, for love 
of me, I am ready to die with pity, and cannot help following 
him with my eyes. I cannot imagine what his intentions are, 
nor how he could leave his father, who loves him passionately, 
having no other heir, and also because he is so very deserving, 
as you will perceive, when you see him. I can assure you, be- 
sides, that all he sings is of his own composing ; for I have heard 
that he is a great scholar and a poet. Every time I see him, 
or hear him sing, I tremble all over with fright, lest my fattier 
should recollect him, end discover our inclinations. Although I 
never spoke a word to him in my life, yet I love him so well that 
I never can live without him. This, dear madam, is all I can tell 
you about him whose voice has pleased you so much ; by that 
alone you may easily perceive he is no muleteer, but master of 
hearts and towns, as I have already told you.'' 

^* Enough, my dear Clara," said Dorothea, kissing her a 
thousand times ; *< you need not say more ; compose yourself till 
morning, for I hope to be able to manage your affair so that the 
conclusion may be as happy as the beginning is innocent." '* Ah, 
sigfiora I" said Donna Clara, " what conclusion can be expected, 
since his father is of such high rank and fortune that I am not 
worthy to be even his servant, much less his wife? As to mar- 

rg without my father's knowledge, I would not do it for all 
world. I only wish this young man would go back and 
leave me ; absence, perhaps, may lessen the pain I now feel ; 
though I fear it will not have much effect. What a strange sor- 
cery this love is ! I know not how it came to possess me, so 
youn^ as I am — in truth, I believe we are both of the same age, 
and 1 am not yet sixteen, nor shall I be, as my father says, until 
next Michaelmas." Dorothea could not forbear smiling at Donna 
Clara's childish simplicity ; however, she entreated her again to 
sleep the remainder of the night, and to hope for every thing in 
the morning. 

Profound silence now reigned over the whole house; all 
being asleep except the innkeeper's daughter and her maid Mari- 
tomes, who, knowing Don Quixote's weak points, determined to 
amuse themselves by observing him while he was keeping ^uard 
without doors. ' There was no window on that side of the house 
which overlooked the field, except a small opening to the straw- 
lofiy where the straw was thrown out. At thia b^Ve \\v<^ -^^w q>\. 
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damsels planted themselves, whence they commanded a view of 
the knight on horseback, leaning on his lance, and could hear 
him, ever and anon, heaving such deep and mournful sighs that 
they seemed torn from the very bottom of his soul. They could 
also distinguish words, uttered in a soft, soothing, amorous tone ; 
such as, " O my lady Dulcinea del Tobosa ! perfection of all 
beauty, quintessence of discretion, treasury of wit, and pledge of 
modesty ! what may now be thy sweet employment? Art thou, 
perad venture, thinking of thy captive knight, who voluntarily 
exposes himself to so many perils and toils for thy sake ? O thou 
luminary, bring me swift tidings of her! Perhaps thou art 
now gazing at her, envious of her beauty, as she walks through 
some gallery of her sumptuous palace, or leans over some bal- 
cony, considering how she may, without offence to her virtue and 
dignity, assuage the torment which this poor afflicted heart of 
mme endures for herl or meditating on what glory she shall 
bestow on my sufferings, what solace to my cares, or recom- 
pense to my long services V While the knight thus em- 
ployed himself, four men on horseback came up to the inn, 
well appointed and accoutred, with carbines hanging on their 
saddle-bows. Not finding the inn-door open, they called aloud, 
and knocked very hard ; upon which Don Quixote cried out 
from the place where he stood sentinel, in a loud and impe- 
rious tone, " Knights, or squires, or whoever ye are, desist from 
knocking at the gate of this castle; for at this early hour its 
inmates are doubtless sleeping ; at least they are not accustomed 
to open the gates of their fortress until the sun has spread his 
beams over the whole horizon ; retire therefore until daylight 
shall inform us whether it be proper to admit you or not." 
** What kind of a fortress or castle is this," quoth one of them, 
*' that we are obliged to observe all this ceremony ? If you are 
the innkeeper, make somebody open the door, for we are travel- 
lers, and only want to bait our horses, and go on, as we are in 
haste." " What say ye, sirs — do I look like an innkeeper ?" 
said Don Quixote. " I know not what you look like," answered 
the other ; *' but I am sure you talk preposterously to call this 
inn a castle." ** A castle it is," replied Don Quixote, " and one 
of the best in the whole province ; and at this moment contains 
within its walls persons who have had crowns on their heads and 
sceptres in their hands." " You had better have said the reverse," 
quoth the traveller; **the sceptre on the head, and the crown in 
the hand; but perhaps some company of strolling players are 
here, who frequently wear such things ; this is not a place for 
any other sort of crowned heads." " Your ignorance must be 
great," replied Don Quixote, " if you know not that such events 
are very common in chivalry." The other horseman, impatient 
at the dialogue, repeated his knocks with so much violence that 
he roused not only the host, but all the company in the house. 



hi 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A continuation of the extraordinary adventures that happened in the 
inn. 

The door being opened, they inquired of the host whether there 
was not in the house a youth about fifteen years old, habited 
like a muleteer — in short, describing Donna Ulara*s lover* The 
host said that there were so many people in the inn, that he had 
not observed such a person as they described. But one of them 
lust then seeing the judge's coach, said, ^* He must certainly be 
tiere, for there is the coach which he is said to follow. Let one 
of us remain here, and the rest go in to search for him ; and it 
would not be amiss for one of us to ride round the house, in case 
he should attempt to escape over the pales of the yard." All this 
they immediately did, much to the innkeeper's 8uq)ri8e, who 
could not guess the meaning of so much activity, 

It was now full daylight, and most of the company in the 
house were rising ; amone the first were Donna Clara and Doro- 
thea, who had slept but indifferently ; the one from concern at 
being so near her lover, and the other from a desire of seeing 
him. In the mean time the men pursued their search after the 
youth, and at last found him peaceably sleeping by the side of a 
muleteer. One of them, pulling him by the arm, said, " Upon 
my word, Sigiior Don Louis, your dress is very becoming a gen- 
tleman like you, and the bed you lie on is very suitable to the 
tenderness with which your mother brought you up J" The 
youth was roused from his sleep, and, looking earnestly at the 
man who held him, he soon recollected him to be one of his 
father's servants, and was so confounded that he could not say a 
word. ** Signer Don Louis," continued the servant, " you must 
instantly return home, unless you would cause the death of my 
lord, your father, he is in such grief at your absence." " Why, 
how aid my father know," said Don Louis, " that I came this 
road and in this dress?" "He was informed by a student, to 
whom you mentioned your project, and who was induced to dis- 
close it from compassion at your father*s distress. There are 
four of us here at your service, and we shall be rejoiced to restore 
you to your family." "That will be as I shall please, or as 
Heaven may ordain," answered Don Louis. "What, sigfior, 
should you please to do but return home?" rejoined the servant ; 
" indeed you cannot do otherwise." 

The muleteer who had been Don Louis's companion, hearing 
this contest, went to acquaint Don Fernando and the rest of the 
company with what was passing, telling them that the man had 
called tne young lad Don, and wanted him to return to his 
father's house, but that he refused to go. They all t^coVV^^V^^ 
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his fine yoice, and being ea^er to know who he was, and to assist 
him if any violence were offered him, they repaired to the place 
where he was contending with his servant. Dorothea now came 
out of her chamber with Donna Clara ; and, calling Cardenio 
aside, she related to him in a few words the history of the musi- 
cian and Donna Clara. He then told her of the search that had 
been made after the young man by the servants ; and although 
he whispered, he was overheard by Donna Clara, who was 
thrown into such an agony by the intelligence, that she would 
have fallen to the ground if Dorothea had not supported her. 
Cardenio advised her to retire with Donna Clara, while he en- 
deavoured to make some arrangements in their behalf. Don 
Louis was now surrounded by all the four servants, entreating 
that he would immediately return to comfort his father. He 
answered that he could not possibly do so until he had accom- 
plished that on which his life, his honour, and his soul depended. 
The servants still urged him, saying they would certainly not go 
back without him, and that thev must compel him to return if ne 
refused. " That you shall not do," replied Don Louis ; " at least 
you shall not take me living." This contest had now drawn 
together most of the people m the house ; Don Fernando, Car- 
denio, the judge, the priest, the barber, and even Don Quixote 
had quittedf his post of castleguard. Cardenio, already knowing 
the youpg man's story, asked the men why they would take away 
the youth against his will. " To save his father's life," replied 
one of them ; " which is in danger from distress of mind." " There 
is no occasion to give an account of my affairs here," said Don 
Louis ; ** I am free, and will go back if I please ; otherwise none 
of you shall force me." " But reason will prevail with you," 
answered the servant; "and if not, we must do our duty." 
** Hold," said the judge ; " let us know the whole of this affair." 
The man (who recollected him) answered, *' Does not your wor- 
ship know this gentleman? He is your neighbour's son, and 
has absented himself from his father's house, in a garb very un- 
becoming his quality, as your worship may see." The judge, 
after looking at him with attention, recognised him, and accosted 
him in a friendly manner : "What childish frolic is this, Sigfior 
Don Louis," said he; "or what powerful motive has induced you 
to disguise yourself in a manner so unbecoming your rank ?" 
The eyes of the youth were filled with tears, and he could not say 
a word. The Judge desired the servants to be quiet, promising 
that all shoula be well ; and taking Don Louis by the hand, he 
led him aside and questioned him. 

The youth, clasping his hands, as if some great affliction wrung 
his heart, and shedding tears in abundance, said, in answer, "I 
can only say, dear sir, that, from the moment Heaven was pleased, 
by means of our vicinity, to give me a sight of Donna Clara, your 
daughter, she became sovereign mistress of my affections ; and if 
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you, my true lord and father, do not oppose it, this very day she 
shall be my wife. For her I left my father's house, and for her 
I assumed this garb, to follow her wheresoever she might go. 
She knows herself no more of my passion than what she mav 
have perceived, by occasionally seeing at a distance my eyes full 
of tenderness and tears. You know, my lord, the wealth and 
rank of my family, of whom I am the sole heir ; if these circum<« 
stances can plead in my favour, receive me immediately for your 
son : for though my father, influenced by other views of his own, 
should not approve my choice, time may reconcile him to it.'* 
Here the enamoured youth was silent; and the judge remained in 
suspense, no less surprised by the ingenuous confession of Don 
Louis than perplexed how to act in the affair ; in reply, therefore, 
he only desirea him to be calm for the present, and not let his 
servants return that day, that there might be time to consider 
what was most expedient to be done. Don Louis kissed his 
hands with vehemence, bathing them with tears that might have 
softened a heart of marble, much more that of the jud^e, who, 
being a man of sense, was aware how advantageous this match 
would be for his daughter. Nevertheless, he would rather, if 
possible, that it should take place with the consent of Don Louis's 
father, who he knew had pretensions to a title for his son. 

Now it so happened that, at this time, the verv barber 
entered the inn who had been deprived of Mambrino's helmet 
by Don Quixote, and of the trappings of his ass by Bancho 
Panza; and as he was leading his beast to the stable, he 
espied Sancho Panza, who at that moment was repairing some- 
thmg about the self-same pannel. He instantly fell upon him 
with fury: "Ah, thief!" said he, "have I got you at last! — 
give me my basin and my pannel, with all the furniture you 
stole from me ! " Sancho, finding himself thus suddenly at- 
tacked and abused, secured the pannel with one hand, and with 
the other made the barber such a return, that his mouth was 
bathed in blood. Nevertheless, the barber would not let go his 
hold ; but raised his voice so high that he drew every body round 
him, while he called out, " Justice, in the king's name I This 
rogue and highway robber here would murder me for endeavour- 
ing to recover my own goods." " You lie," answered Sancho ; 
" I am no highway robber ; my master, Don Quixote, won these 
spoils in fair war." Don Quixote was now presient, and not a 
little pleased to see how well his s(juire acted both on the offensive 
and defensive ; and, regarding him thenceforward as a man of 
mettle, he resolved in his mind to dub him a knight the first 
opportunity that offered, thinking the order of chivalry would 
be well bestowed upon him. 

During this contest the barber made many protestations. 
" Gentlemen," said he, " this pannel is certainly mine ; and 
moreover, the very day they took this from me, they tobV^^ tcl^ 



148 DON QUIXOTE. 

likewise of a new brass basin, never hanselled, that cost me a 
crown." Here Don Quixote could not forbear interposing. 
*'Tbe error of this honest squire," said he, "is manifest, in call- 
ing that a basin which is Mambrino's helmet : — that helmet which 
I won in fair war, and am therefore its right and lawful possessor. 
In confirmation of what I say, go, Sancho, and bring hither the 
helmet which this honest man terms a basin." " In faith, sir, 
quoth Sancho, ** if we have no better proof than that of what 
your worship says, Mambrino's helmet will prove as arrant a 
basin as the honest man's trappings are a pack-saddle." " Do 
what I command," replied Don Quixote ; " for surely all things 
in this castle cannot be governed by enchantment." Sancho 
went for the basin, and, returning with it, he gave it to Don 
Quixote. " Only behold, gentlemen," said he ; " how can this 
squire have the face to declare that this is a basin, and not the 
helmet which I have described to you I By the order of knight- 
hood which I profess, I swear that this very helmet is the same 
which I took from him, without addition or diminution." " There 
is no doubt of that," quoth Sancho, " for from the time my 
master won it until now, he has fought but one battle in it, which 
was when he freed those unlucky galley-slaves ; and had it not 
been for that same basin-helmet, he would not have got off so 
well from the showers of stones which rained upon him in that 
skirmish." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

In which the dispute concerning Mambrino's helmet is decided ; with 
other adventures that really and truly happened. 

"Good sirs," quoth the barber, "hear what these gentlefolks 
say ! They will have it that this is no basin, but a helmet 1" 
*' Ay," said Don Quixote ; " and whoever shall afiirm the con- 
trary, I will convince him, if he be a knight, that he lies, and if 
a squire, that he lies and lies again, a thousand times." Our 
barber, master Nicholas, who was present, wishing to carry on 
the jest for the amusement of the company, addressed himself to 
the other barber, and said, " Signor barber, know that I am of 
your profession, and am well acquainted with all the instruments 
of barber-surgery, without exception. I have likewise been a 
soldier in my youth, and therefore know what a helmet is, and I 
say, with submission, that the piece before us not only is not a 
barber's basin, but is as far from being so, as white is from black 
and truth from falsehood." " Whether it be or not," said the 
priest, " must be left to the decision of Sigiior Don Quixote : for 
in matters of chivalry all these gentlemen and myself submit to 
Ais Judgment*' ** Gentlemen," said Don Quixote, "such ex- 
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traordinary things have befallen me in this castle, that I dare not 
vouch for the certainty of any thins that it may contain ; for I 
verily believe that all is conducted by the powers of enchant- 
ment/' 

To those acquainted with Don Quixote, all this was choice 
entertainment ; while to others it seemed the height of folly, 
among which were Don Louis, his servants, and three other 
guests, troopers of the holy brotherhood, who just then arrived 
at the inn. One of the officers of the holy brotherhood, who had 
overheard the dispute, cried out, full of indignation, ''It is as 
surely a basin as my father is my father ; and whosoever says, 
or shall say, to the contrary, must be mad or drunk." "You lie 
like a pitiful scoundrel,'' answered Don Quixote ; and, lifting up 
his lance, which was still in his hand, he aimed such a blow at 
the head of the trooper, that, had he not slipped aside, he would 
have been levelled to the ground. The lance came down with 
such fury that it was shivered to pieces. " Help, help the holy 
brotherhood !" cried out the other officers. The innkeeper, being 
himself one of that body, ran instantly for his wana and his 
sword, to support his comrades. Don Louis's servants surrounded 
their master, lest he should escape during the concision. The 
barber, perceiving the house turned topsy-turvy, laid hold again 
of his basin, and Sancho did the same. Don Quixote drew his 
sword, and fell upon the troopers ; and Don Louis called out to 
his servants to leave him, that they might assist Don Quixote, 
Cardenio, and Don Fernando, who all took part with the knight. 
The priest cried out, the hostess shrieked, her daughter wept, 
Maritomes roared, Dorothea was alarmed, Lucinda st^>d amazed, 
and Donna Clara fainted away. The barber cuffed Sancho, and 
Sancho pommelled the barber. Don Fernando got one of the 
troopers down, and laid on his blows most unmercifully ; while 
the innkeeper bawled aloud for help to the holy brotherhood. 
Thus was the whole inn filled with cries, wailings, and shrieks, 
dismay, confusion, and terror, kicks, cudgellings, and effusion of 
blood. In the midst of this chaos and hurly-burly, Don Quixote 
suddenly conceived that he was involved over head and ears in 
the discord of King Agramante's camp ; and he called out in a 
voice which made the whole inn shake, " Hold, all of you ! Put 
up your swords ; be pacified, and listen all to me, if ye would live." 
His vehemence made them desist, and he went on, saying : '' Did 
I not tell you, sirs, that this castle was enchanted, and that some 
legion of devils must inhabit it? Behold the confirmation of 
what I said ! Mark, with your own eyes, how the discord of 
Agramante's camp is transferred hither amongst us ! there they 
fight for the sword, here for the horse, yonder for the eagle, here 

X'n for the helmet : we all fight, and no one understands an- 
r. Let, then, my lord judge and his reverence the priest 
come forward, the one as King Agramante, the other as King So- 

o2 
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brino, and restore us to peace ; for, truly, it were most disgraceful 
and iniquitous that so many gentlemen of our rank should slay 
each other for such trivial matters.'' 

Amity and peace having been restored by the interposition of 
the judge and the priest, the servants of Don Louis renewed their 
solicitations for his return. The judge having, in the mean time, 
informed Don Fernando, Cardenio, and the priest, of what had 
passed between himself and the young man, he consulted with 
them on the affair ; and it was finally agreed that Don Fernando 
should make himself known to Don Louis's servants, and inform 
them that it was his desire that the young gentleman should ac- 
company him to Andalusia, where he would be treated by the 
marquis his brother in a manner suitable to his quality ; for his 
determination was, at all events, not to return, just at that time, 
into his father's presence. The servants being apprised of Don 
Femando's rank, and finding Don Louis resolute, agreed among 
themselves, that three of them should return to give his &ther 
account of what had passed, and that the others should stay to 
attend Don Louis, and not leave him until he knew his lord's 
pleasure. Thus was this complicated tumult appeased by the 
authority of Agramante, and the prudence of Sobrino. 

But the enemy of peace and concord, finding himself foiled 
and disappointed in the scanty produce of so promising a field, 
resolved to try his fortune once more, by contriving new frays 
and disturbances. The officers of the holy brotherhood, on hear- 
ing the quality of their opponents, retreated from the fray, think- 
ing that whatever might be the issue, they were likely to be 
losers. But one of this body, who had been severely handled 
by Don Fernando, happeniDg to recollect that, amon^ other war- 
rants in his possession, he had one against Don Quixote, whom 
his superiors had ordered to be taken into custody for releasing 
galley-slaves, determined to examine whether the person of Don 
Quixote answered the description; thus confirming Sancho's just 
apprehensions. He drew forth a parchment scroll from his doub- 
let, and began to read it slowly (for he was not much of a scholar), 
ever and anon, as he proceeded, fixing his eyes on Don Quix- 
ote, comparing the marks in his warrant with the lines of his 
physiognomy. Finding them exactly to correspond, and beinff 
convinced that he was the very person therein described, he held 
out the warrant in his left hand, while with his right, he seized 
Don Quixote by the collar with so powerful a grasp as almost 
to strangle him, at the same time crying aloud, — "Help the 
holy brotherhood ! and, that you may see I require it in earn* 
est, read this warrant, wherem it is expressly ordered that this 
highway robber should be apprehended." "The priest took the 
warrant, and found what the trooper said was true; the de- 
scription exactly corresponding with the person of Don Quixote. 
The knight, finding himself so rudely handled by this soouudrel, 



CH. XXX.] DON QUIXOTE. 151 

was exasperated to the highest pitch, and, trembling with rage, 
caught the trooper by the throat with both hands ; and, bad he 
not been immeaiately rescued by his comrades, he would cer- 
tainly have been strangled. " What my mast^ says is true," 
exclaimed Sancho, " about the enchantments of this castle; for 
it is impossible to live an hour quietly in it." Don Fernando at 
length parted the officer and Don Quixote, and, to the satisfac- 
tion of both, unlocked their hands from the doublet collar of 
the one, and from the windpipe of the other. Nevertheless the 
troopers persisted in claiming their prisoner ; declaring that the 
king's service, and that of the holy brotherhood, required it ; in 
whose name they again demanded help and assistance in appre- 
hending that common robber and highway thief. Don Quixote 
smiled at these expressions, and, with great calmness, said, 
" Come hither, base and ill-born crew : call ye it robbing on the 
highway to loosen the chains of the captive, to set the prisoner 
free, to succour the oppressed, to raise the fallen, to relieve the 
needy and wretched? Tell me, ye rogues in a troop! — not 
troopers, but highway marauders, under license of tne holy 
brotherhood — who was the blockhead that signed the warrant 
for apprehending such a knight as I am? What knight-errant 
ever paid custom, poll-tax, subsidy, quit-rent, porterage, or ferry- 
boat? What tailor ever brought in a bill for making his clothes? 
What governor that lodged him in his castle ever made him pay 
for his entertainment ? What king did not seat him at his table ? 
Finally, what knight-errant ever did, or shall exist, who has not 
courage, with his single arm, to bestow a hundred bastinadoes on 
any four hundred troopers of the holy brotherhood who shall dare 
to oppose him?" 



CHAPTER XXX. 

2'he notable adventure of the Holy Brotherhood; with an account qfthe 
ferocity of our good Knight ^ Don Quixote, 

While Don Quixote was thus haranguing the officers, the priest 
was endeavouring to persuade them that, since Don Quixote, as 
they might eas^y perceive, was deranged in his mind, it was use- 
less for them to'proceed farther in the affair ; for, if they were to 
apprehend him, he would soon be released as insane. But the 
trooper only said, in answer, that it was not his business to judge 
of the state of Don Quixote's intellects, but to obey the order of 
his super^r; and that, when he had once secured him, they 
might set^im free as often as they pleased. " Indeed," said the 
priest, ** you must forbear this once ; nor do I think that he will 
suffer himself to be taken." In fact the priest said so much, and 
Don Quixote acted so extravagantly, that the officers y(o>\Vi.>aa.N^ 
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been more craz^ than himself had they not desisted after such 
evidence of his mfirmity. They judged it best, therefore, to be 
quiet, and endeavour to make peace between the barber and San- 
cho Panza» who^still continued their scuffle with great rancour. 
As officers of justice, therefore, they compounded the matter, and 
pronounced such a decision that, if both parties were not perfectly 
contented, at least they were in some degree pacified. As for 
Mambrino's helmet, the priest, unknown to Don Quixote, paid 
the barber eight reals, for which he received a discharge in full, 
acquitting him of all frand thenceforth and for evermore. 

Thus were these important contests decided ; and fortune 
seemed to smile on all the heroes and heroines of the inn — even 
the face of Donna Clara betrayed the joy of her heart, as the 
servants of Don Louis had acquiesced m his wishes. The inn- 
keeper, observing the recompense which the priest had made the 
barber, claimed also the payment of his demands upon Don 
Quixote, with ample satisfaction for the damage done to his skins, 
and the loss of his wine. The priest, however, endeavoured to 
soothe him, and, what was more, Don Fernando settled the 
knight's account, although the judge would fain have taken the 
debt upon himself. Peace was therefore entirely restored, and 
the inn no longer displayed the concision of Agramante's camp, 
as Don Quixote had called it, but rather the tranquillity of the 
days of Octavius Csesar : — thanks to the mediation and eloquence 
of the priest, and the liberality of Don Fernando. 

Don Quixote, now finding himself disengaged, thought it was 
time to pursue his journey, and accomplish the grand enterprise 
to which he had been elected. Accordingly, he approached the 
princess, and threw himself upon his knees before her ; but she 
would not listen to him in that posture ; and therefore, in obe- 
dience to her, he arose, and thus addressed her: '' It is a com- 
mon adage, fair lady, that * diligence is the mother of success ;' 
and experience constantly verifies its truth : the active solicitor 
brings the doubtful suit to a happy issue. But this truth is never 
more obvious than in military operations, where expedition and 
despatch anticipate the designs of the enemy, and victory is se- 
cured before he is prepared for defence. I am induced to make 
these remarks, most exalted lady, because our abode in this castle 
seems no longer necessary, and may indeed be ^prejudicial ; for 
who knows but your enemy the giant may, by secret spies, get 
intelligence of my approach, and thus gain time to fortify him- 
self in some impregnable fortress, against which my vigilance, 
and the force of my indefatigable arm, may be ineflectual. There- 
fore, sovereign lady, that his designs may be prevented by our 
diligence, let us depart quickly in the name of that g<»d fortune 
which will be yours the moment I come face to face with your 
enemy." Here Don Quixote was silent, and with dignified com- 
poaure awaited the answer of the beautiful infanta, who, with 
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an air of majesty, and in a style corresponding with that of her 
knight, thus replied : " I am obliged to you, sir knight, for the 
zealyou testify in my cause, so worthy of a trup knight, whose 
office and employment it is to succour the orphan and distressed ; 
and Heaven grant that our desires may be soon accomplished ; 
that you may see that all women are not ungrateful. As to my 
departure, let it be instantly ; for I have no other will but yours ; 
dispose of me entirely at your pleasure: for she who has com- 
mitted the defence other person, and the restoration of her do- 
minions, into your hands, must not oppose what your wisdom 
shall direct." *^ I will not," exclaimea Don Quixote, ** lose the 
opportunity of exalting a lady who thus humbleth herself. I will 
replace her on the throne of her ancestors. Let us depart imme- 
diately : for the ardour of my zeal makes me impatient ; nor 
is there aught of danger that can daunt or affright me. Sancho, 
let Rozinante be saddled, get ready thine own beast, and also 
hpr majesty's palfrey ; let us take our leave of the governor of 
the castle, and of these nobles, that we may set forth mstantly." 
Sancho, who had been present all the time, shook his head, 
saying, "Ah, master of mine! there are more tricks in the town 
than are dreamt of; with all respect be it spoken." "What 
tricks can there be to ray prejudice in any town or city in the 
world, thou bumpkin ?" said Don Quixote. " If your worship 
puts yourself into a passion," answered Sancho, " I will hold my 
tongue, and not say what I am bound to say, as a faithful squire 
and a dutiftil servant." "Say what thou wilt," replied Don 
Quixote, " but think not to intimidate me ; for it is thy nature to 
be faint-hearted — mine, to be proof against all fear." " I mean 
nothing'of all this," answered Sancho ; " I mean only that 1 am 
sure, and positively certain, that this lady who calls herself queen 
of the great kingdom of Micomicon is no more a queen than my 
mother ; for if sne were so, she would not be nuzzling, at every 
turn and in every comer, with a certain person in the company." 
Dorothea's colour rose at Sancho's remark ; for it was indeed true 
that her spouse, Don Fernando, now and then, by stealth, had 
snatched with his lips an earnest of that reward his affections 
deserved ; and Sancho, having observed it, thought this freedom 
unbecoming the queen of so vast a kingdom. How great was the 
indignation of Don Quixote, on hearing his souire speak in terms 
«o disrespectful ! It was so great that, witli a faltering voice 
and stammering tongue, while living fire darted from his eyes, 
he cried, " Scoundrel ! unmannerly, ignorant, ill-spoken, foul- 
mouthed, impudent, murmuring, and backbiting villain ! How 
darest thou utter such words in my presence, and in the presence 
of these illustrious ladies! Avoid my presence, monster ofna- 
ture^ treasury of lies, magazine of deceits, storehouse of rogueries, 
inventor of mischiefs, publisher of absurdities, and foe to all the 
honour due to royalty ! Begone I appear not beioTe m.^^ oti ^^i]l 
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of my severest indignation ! " Poor Sanclio was so terrified by 
this storm of passion, that he would have been glad if the eartn 
had opened tliat instant and swallowed him up ; he knew not 
what to say or do, so he turned his back, and hastened as fast as 
he could out of the presence of his enraged master. 

But the discreet Dorothea, perfectly understanding Don Quix- 
ote, in order to pacify his wrath, said, "Be not offended, Sir 
Knight of the Sorrowful Figure, at the impertinence of your good 
squire ; for, perhaps, he has not spoken without some foundation : 
nor can it be suspected, considering his good sense and Christian 
conscience, that he would bear fa&e witness against any body ; 
it is possible that since, as you affirm yourself, sir knight, the 
powers of enchantment prevail in this castle, Sancho may, by the 
same diabolical illusion, have seen what he has affirmed, so much 
to the prejudice of my honour." "Ah!" quoth Don Quixote, 
"your highness has hit the mark! — some evil apparition must 
have appeared to this sinner, and represented to him what it was 
impossible for him to see any other way ; for I am perfectly as- 
sured of the simplicity and innocence of the unhappy wretch, and 
that he is incapable of slandering any person living." " So it is^ 
and so it shall be," said Don Fernando ; " therefore, Sigiior Don 
Quixote, you ought to pardon him, and restore him to your fa- 
vour, as at first, before these illusions turned his brain." Don 
Quixote having promised his forgiveness, the priest went for San- 
cho, who came in with much humility, and, on his knees, begged 
his master's hand, which was given to him ; and after he had 
allowed him to kiss it, he gave him his blessing, adding, " Thon 
wilt now, son Sancho, be thoroughly convinced of what I have 
often told thee, that all things in this castle are conducted by 
enchantment." " I believe so too," quoth Sancho, " except the 
business of the blanket, which I am persuaded really fell out in 
the ordinary way." 

This illustrious company had now passed two days in the inn ; 
and thinking it time to depart, they considered how the priest 
and barber might convey the knight to his home, without troub- 
ling Dorothea and Don Fernando to accompany them ; and for 
that purpose, having first engaged a waggoner who happened to 
pass by with his team of oxen, they proceeded in the following 
manner : They formed a kind of cage, with poles grate-wise, large 
enough to contain Don Quixote at his ease ; then, by the direo« 
tion of the priest, Don Fernando and his companions, with Don 
Louis's servants, the officers of the holy brotherhood, and the inn- 
keeper, covered their faces and disguised themselves so as not to 
be recognised by Don Quixote. This done, they silently entered 
the room where the knight lay fast asleep, reposing after his late 
exertions, and secured him with cords ; so that when he awoke, 
he stared about in amazement at the strange visages that sur- 
Tounded him, but found himself totally unable to move. His dis- 
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ordered imagination operating as usual, immediatelv suggested 
to him that these were goblins of the enchanted castle, and that 
he was entangled in its charms, since he felt himself unable to stir 
in his own detience ; a surmise which the curate, who projected the 
stratagem, had anticipated. Sancho alone was in his own proper 
figure ; and though he wanted but little of being infected with 
his master's infirmity, yet he was not i^orant who all these 
counterfeit goblins were. Haying brougnt the cage into the 
chamber, they placed him within it, and secured it so that it was 
impossible he should make his escape ; in this situation he was 
conveyed out of the house ; and on leaving the chamber, a voice 
was heard as dreadful as the barber could form, saying, '<0 
Knight of tiie Sorrowful Figure ! let not thy present confine- 
ment afflict thee, since it is essential to the speedy accomplish- 
ment of the adventure in which thy great valour hath engaged 
thee ; which shall be finished when the furious Manchegan lion 
shall be coupled with the white Tobosian dove, after having sub- 
mitted their stately necks to the soft matrimonial yoke ; from 
which wonderful union shall spring into the light of the world 
brave whelps, who shall emulate the ravaging claws of their 
valorous sire. — And thou, O the most noble and obedient squire 
that ever had sword in belt ! be not dismayed to see the flower of 
knight-errantry carried thus away before thine eyes; for, ere 
long, thou shalt see thyself so exalted and sublimated as not to 
know thyself; and thus will the promises of thy valorous lord be 
fulfilled. Be assured, moreover, that thy wages shall be punc- 
tually paid thee : follow, therefore, the valorous and enchanted 
knight ; for it is expedient for thee to go where ye both may find 
repose. More I am not permitted to say. Heaven protect thee! 
I now go— I well know whither V 

Don Quixote was much comforted by this- prophecy, quickly- 
comprehending the whole signification thereof; for he saw that it 
promised him the felicity of being joined in holy wedlock with 
his beloved Dulcinea del Toboso. Upon the strength of this con- 
viction, he exclaimed, with a deep sigh, "O thou, whoever thou 
art, who hast prognosticated me so much good, I beseech thee to 
intercede in my behalf with the sage enchanter who hath the 
charge of my affairs, that he sufier me not to perish in the prison 
wherein I am now enclosed, before these promises of joyful and 
heavenly import are fulfilled.'' The goblins then took the cage on 
their shoulders, and placed it on the waggon. 
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CHAPIER XXXI. 

Of the strange and wonderful manner in which Don Quixote de la 
Mancha was enchanted ; with other remarkable occurrences. 

" Many very grave historians of knights-errant have I read/' 
said Don Quixote, on finding himself thus cooped up and carted, 
" but I never read, saw, or heard of enchanted knights being 
transported in this manner, and so slowly as these lazy, heavy 
animals seem to proceed ; for they were usually conveyed Uirough 
the air with wonderful speed, enveloped in some thick and dark 
cloud, or on some chariot of fire, or mounted upon a hippogrifi^, 
or some such animal. But to be carried upon a team drawn by 
oxen, it overwhelms me with confusion!" 

Don Fernando and Cardenio, fearing lest Sancho should see 
into the whole of their plot, resolved to hasten their departure ; and 
calling the innkeeper aside, they ordered him to saddle Rozinante 
and pannel the ass, which he did with great expedition. In the 
mean while the priest engaged to pay the troopers to accompany 
Don Quixote home to his village. Cardenio made signs to 
Sancho to mount his ass and lead Rozinante by the bridle. But 
before the car moved forward, the hostess, her daughter, and Ma- 
ritomes, came out to take their leave of Don Quixote, pretending 
to shed tears for grief at his misfortune. " Weep not, my good 
ladies," said the knight, " for disasters of this kind are incident 
to those of my profession. Pardon me, fair ladies, if I have 
through inadvertence given you any ofience ; for intentionally I 
never ofiended any person ; and I beseech you to pray Heaven for 
my deliverance from my present thraldom ; and if ever I find 
myself at liberty, I shall not forget the favours you have done 
me in this castle, but shall acknowledge and requite them as they 
deserve.*' 

While this passed, the priest and the barber took their leave 
of Don Fernando and his companions, the captain, and of all 
the ladies, now supremely happy. Don Fernando requested the 
priest to give him intelligence of Don Quixote, assuring him that 
nothing would afford him more satisfaction than to hear of his 
future proceedings ; and he promised, on his part, to inform him 
of whatever might amuse or please him respecting his own mar- 
riage, and the return of Lucinda to her parents, and also the issue 
of Don Louis's affair. Tlie priest engaged to perform all that 
was desired of him with the utmost punctuality ; after which they 
separated with many expressions of mutual cordiality and good- 
will. Don Quixote sat in the cage with his hands tied axra his 
legs stretched out, leaning against the bars as silently and pa- 
tiently as if he had been, not a man of fiesh and blood, but a 
•tatoe of stone. In this manner they travelled about two leagues, 
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when they came to a valley which the waggoner thought a con- 
venient place for resting and baiting his cattle ; but, on his pro- 
posing it, the barber recommended that they should travel a 
little farther, as beyond the next rising ground there was a vale 
that afforded much better pasture ; and this advice wa» followed. 
The priest, happening about this time to look back, perceived 
behind them six or seven horsemen, well mounted and accoutred, 
who soon came up with them. One of the travellers, who was a 
canon of Toledo, and master to those who accompanied him, ob- 
serving the orderly procession of the waggon, the troopers, San- 
cho, Rozinante, the priest, and the barber, and especially Don 
Quixote, caged up and imprisoned, could not forbear making 
flome inquiries ; though, on observing the badges of the holy bro- 
therhood, he concluded that they were conveying some notorious 
robber or other criminal, whose punishment belonged to that 
fraternity. "Why the gentleman is carried in this manner," 
replied one of the troopers who was questioned, "he must tell 
you hbnself, for we know nothing about the matter." Upon 
which Don Quixote (having overheard what passed) said, " If 
perchance, gentlemen, you are conversant in the affairs of chivalry, 
I will acquaint you with my misfortunes ; but if not, I will spare 
myself that trouble.'' The priest and the barber, perceiving that 
the travellers were speaking with Don Quixote, rode up to them, 
lest any thing should pass that might frustrate their plot. The 
canon, in answer to Don Quixote, said, " In truth, brother, I am 
more conversant in books of chivalry than in Villalpando's Sum- 
maries; you may, therefore, freely communicate to me whatever 
you please." " With Heaven's permission, then," replied Don 
Quixote, " be it known to you, signor cavalier, that I am en- 
chanted in this cage through the envy and fraud of wicked necro- 
mancers ; for virtue is more persecuted by the wicked than beloved 
by the good. A knight-errant I am ; not one of those whose 
names fame has forgotten, but one who, in despite of envy itself, 
and of all the magicians of Persia, the Brahmins of India, and the 
ffymnosophists of Ethiopia, shall enrol his name in the temple of 
immortality, to serve aa a model and mirror to future ages, where- 
by knights-errant may see the track they are to follow, if they 
are ambitious of reaching the honourable summit and pinnacle of 
true glory." "Sigfior Don Quixote de la Mancha says the 
truth," said the priest ; "for he is conveyed in that enchanted 
state, not through his own fault or demerit, but the malice of 
those to whom virtue is odious and courage obnoxious. This, 
sir, is the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure, whose valorous ex- 
ploits and heroic deeds shall be recorded on solid brass and ever- 
lasting marble, in despite of all the efforts of envy and malice ta 
conceal and obscure them." The canon, upon hearing not only 
the imprisoned but the free man talk in such a style, crossed 
himself in amazement, nor were his followers less surprised % 
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and Sancho now coming up^ to mend the matter said, ^* Look 
ye, gentlemen, let it be well or ill taken, I will out with it : the 
truth of the case is, my master, Don Quixote, is just as much en- 
chanted as my mother ; he is in his perfect senses, he eats and 
drinks like other men, and as he did yesterday before they cooped 
him up. This being so, will you persuade me he is enchanted? 
The enchanted, I have heard say, neither eat, nor sleep, nor 
speak ; but my master here, if nobody stops him, will talk ye m«re 
than thirty barristers.'' Then turning to the priest, he went on say- 
ing, *^ Ah, master priest, master priest, do 1 not know you ? And 
thmk you I cannot guess what these new enchantments drive at ? 
Let me tell you I know you, though you do hide your face, and 
understand you too, sly as you be. But the good cannot abide 
where envy rules, nor is generosity found in a beggarly breast. 
Evil befal the devil ! Had it not been for your reverence, before 
this time his worship had been married to the Princess Micomi- 
cona, and I had been an earl at least ; for I could expect no less 
from my master's bounty and the greatness of my services. But 
I find the proverb true, that * the wheel of fortune turns swifter 
than a mill-wheel,' and they who were yesterday at the top are 
to-day at the bottom. I am grieved for my poor wife and chil- 
dren ; for, when they might reasonably expect to see their father 
come home a governor or viceroy of some island or kingdom, they 
will now see him return a pitiful groom. All this I say, master 
priest, only to make your paternity feel some conscience in regard 
to what you are doing with my master ; take heed that God does 
not call you to an account in the next life for this imprisonment 
of my lord, and require at your hands all the good he might have 
done during this time of his confinement." " Snufi* me these 
candles," quoth the barber, interrupting the squire; "what! art 
thou, Sancho, of thy master's fraternity ? I begin, indeed, to think 
thou art likely to keep him company in the cage for thy share of 
his humour and his chivalry. In an evil hour wert thou lured by 
his promises, and thy head filled with islands." " I am not lured 
by any body," answered Sancho; " and though I am a poor man, 
I am an old Christian, and owe no body any thing ; and if I covet 
islands, there are others who covet worse things ; and every one 
is the son of his own works ; and being a man, I may come to be 
pope, and much more easily governor of an island, especially 
since my master may win so many that he may be at a loss where 
to bestow them." 

The canon and his servants then rode on before with the priest, 
who entertained him with a circumstantial account of Don Quix- 
ote, from the first symptoms of his derangement to his present 
situation in the cage. The canon was surprised at what he heard. 
** Truly," said he to the curate, " those tales of chivalry are very 
prejudicial to the common weal ; and, though led away by an idle 
and false taste, I liave read in part almost all that are printed, I 
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C6aid never get through the whole of any one of them, they are 
all 80 much aSke. In my opinion, this kind of writing and com- 
position falls under the head of what are called Milesian fables, 
which are extravagant stories, calculated merely to amuse, and 
very unlike those moral tales which are no less instructive than 
entertaining ; and though the principal object of such books is to 
please, I know not how they can attain that end by such mon- 
stfous absurdities ; for the mmd receives pleasure from the beauty 
and consistency of what is presented to the imagination, not from 
that which is incongruous and unnatural. Where is the sense or 
consistency of a tale in which a youth of sixteen hews down a 
giant as tall as a steeple, and splits him in two as if he were made 
of paste ? Or how are we to be interested in the detail of a battle, 
when we are told that a hero contends alone against a million of 
adversaries, and obtains the victory by his single arm ? I have 
never yet found a regular well-connected fable in any of our 
books of chivalry ; they are all inconsistent and monstrous ; the 
style is generally bad ; and they abound with incredible exploits, 
absurd sentiments, and miraculous adventures ; in short, they 
should be banished every Christian country." 

The priest listened attentively to these observations of the 
canon, which he thought were perfectly just ; and he told him that 
he also had such an enmity to those tales of chivalry, that he had 
destroyed all that Don Quixote had possessed, which were not 
a few in number ; and he amused the canon very much by his 
account of the formal trial and condemnation through which they 
had passed. 

The canon contemplated the Don with great surprise ; for he 
displayed in conversation a very good understanding, and seemed, 
as it hath been before observed, only to lose his stirrups on the 
theme of chivalry ; and he was induced, out of compassion to his 
infirmity, to address him on the subject : 

" Is it possible, worthy sir,*' said the canon, " that the idle 
study of books of chivalry should so powerfully have affected your 
brain as to make you believe you are now enchanted, with other 
fancies of the same kind as far from truth as falsehood itself? For 
my own part, I confess, when I read them without reflecting on 
their falsehood and folly, they give me some amusement ; but 
when I consider what they are, I dash them against the wall, and 
even commit them to the flames when I am near a fire, as well 
deserving such a fate, for their want of common sense, and their 
injurious tendency in misleading the uninformed. Nay, they may 
even disturb the intellect* of sensible and well-bom gentlemen, 
as is manifest by the effect they have had on your worship, who 
is reduced by them to such a state that vou are forced to be shut 
up in a cage, and carried on a team from place to place, like 
some lion or tiger exhibited for money. Ah, Sigfior Don Quix- 
ote ! have pity on yourself, shake off this folly, and emi^lo^ XJck!^ 
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talents with which Heaven has blessed you in the cultivation of 
literature more subservient to your honour, as well as profitable 
to your mind. If a strong natural impulse still leads you to 
books containing the exploits of heroes, read in the Holy Scrip- 
tures the book of Judges, where you will meet with wonderful 
truths and achievements no less heroic than true." 

Don Quixote listened with great attention to the canon till he 
had ceased speaking, and then, looking stedfastly in his face. He 
replied, " I conceive, sir, that you mean to insinuate that there 
never were knights-errant in the world ; that all books of chivalry 
are false, mischievous, and unprofitable to the commonwealth; 
and that I have done ill in reading, worse in believing, and still 
worse in imitating them ; and also that you deny that there ever 
existed the Amadises either of Gaul or of Greece, or any of those 
celebrated knights V* " I mean precisely what you say," replied 
the canon. " You also were pleased to add, I believe," continued 
Don Quixote, " that those books had done me much prejudice, 
having injured my brain, and occasioned my imprisonment in a 
cage ; and that it would be better for me to change my course 
of study, and read other books, more true, more pleasant, and 
more instructive." " Just so," quoth the canon. " Why then," 
said Don Quixote, ^' in my opinion, sir, it is yourself who are 
deranged and enchanted, since you have deigned to blaspheme 
an order so universally acknowledged in the world, and its exist- 
ence so authenticated, that he who denies it merits that punish- 
ment you are pleased to say you inflict on certain books. To 
assert that there never was an Amadis in the world, nor any 
other of the knights-adventurers of whom so many records re- 
main, is to say t£at the sun does not enlighten, the frost produce 
cold, nor the earth yield sustenance. What human ingenuity 
can make us doubt tne truth of that affair between the Infanta 
Floripes and Guy of Burgundy ? Then who can deny the truth 
of the history of Peter of Provence and the fair Magalona? since 
even to this day you may see in the king's armory the very peg 
wherewith the valiant Peter steered the wooden horse that bore 
him through the air ; which pee is somewhat larger than the 
pole of a coach ; and near it lies the saddle of Babieca. In Ron- 
cesvalles, too, there may be seen Orlando's horn, the size of a 
great beam ; not to mention many other matters, all so authentic 
and true, that I say again, whoever denies them must be wholly 
destitute of sense and reason." 

The canon was astonished at Don Quixote's medley of truth 
and fiction, as well as at the extent of hie knowledge on affairs of 
chivalry ; and he replied, " I cannot deny, Sigfior Don Quixote, 
but that there is some truth in what you say. That there was a 
Cid no one will deny, and likewise a Bernardo del Caroio ; but 
that they performed all the exploits ascribed to them I believe 
there is great reason to doubt. As to Peter of Provence's pc^ 
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tnd its standing near Babieca^s saddle in the kine's armory, I 
confess my sin in being so ignorant or short-sighted that^ though 
I have seen the saddle, I never could discover the peg, — large as 
it is, according to your description.'' " Yet unquestionably there 
it is," replied Don Quixote, " and they say, moreover, that it is 
kept in a leathern case to prevent rust." " It may be so," an- 
swered the canon ; " but, in truth, I do not remember to have 
Aden it. Yet even granting it, I am not therefore bound to be<- 
lieve all the stories of so many Amadises, and the whole tribe of 
knights-errant ; and it is extraordinary that a gentleman possessed 
of your understanding and talents should give credit to such ex- 
travagance and absurdity." 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

Of ihe ingenious contest between Don Quixote and the Canon / with 
other incidents, 

" A GOOD jest, truly," said Don Quixote, " that books printed 
with the license of icings and the approbation of the examiners, 
read with general pleasure, and applauded by great and small, 
poor and nch, learned and ignorant, nobles and plebeians, — in 
short, by people of every state and condition, should be all lies, 
and, at the same time, appear so much like truth ! Study well 
these books, sigfior; for, believe me, you will find that they 
will exhilarate and improve your mind. Of myself I can only 
say, that since I have been a knight-errant I am become valiant, 
polite, liberal, well-bred, generous, courteous, daring, affable, 
patient, a sufferer of toils, imprisonments, and enchantments; 
and althouffh so lately enclosed within a cage like a maniac, yet 
do I hope, by the valour of my arm, and the favour of Heaven, 
to see myself in a short time king of some kingdom, when I may 
display the gratitude and liberality enclosed in this breast of 
mine ; for, upon my faith, sir, the poor man is unable to exercise 
the virtue of liberality ; and the gratitude which consists only in 
inclination is a dead thing. I shall, therefore, rejoice when for- 
tune presents me with an opportunity of exalting myself, that I 
may snew my heart in conferring benefits on my friends, especially 
on poor Sancho Panza here, my squire, who is one of the best 
men in the world ; and I would fain bestow on him an earldom, 
as I have lon^ since promised : although I am somewhat in deubt 
of his ability m the government of bis estate." 

Sancho overhearing his master's last words, said, " Take you 
the trouble, Sigfior Don Quixote, to procure me that same earl- 
dom which your worship has so often promised, and I have been 
so long waiting for, and you shall see that I shall not v(«XL\.i^^ 
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-ability to govern it. But even if I should, there are people, I 
have heard say, who ferm these lordships, and, paying the owners 
80 much a-year, take upon themselves the government of the 
whole ; whilst his lordship lolls at his ease, enjoying his estate, 
without concerning himself any further about it. Just so will I 
do, and give myself no more trouble than needs must, but enjoy 
myself like any duke, and let the world rub." " This, brother 
Sancho," said the canon, " may be done, as far as regards the 
management of your revenue ; but the administration of justice 
must be attended to by the lord himself; and requires capacity, 
judgment, and above all, an upright intention, without which 
nothing prospers: for Heaven assists the good intent of the 
simple, and disappoints the evil designs of the cunning.'' *^ I do 
not understand these philosophies," answered Sancho; ^'all I 
know is, that I wish I may as surely have an earldom as I should 
know how to govern it ; for I have as large a soul as another, and 
as large a body as the best of them ; and I should be as much 
king of my own dominion as any other king ; and, being so, 
I would do what I pleased ; and, doing what I pleased, I should 
have my will ; and, having my will, I should be contented ; and, 
being content, there is no more to be desired ; and, when there is 
no more to desire, there's an end of it, and let the estate come ; 
so peace be with ye, and let us see it, as one blind man said to 
another." ** These are no bad philosophies, as you say, Sancho," 
quoth the canon ; " nevertheless, there is a great deal more to be 
said upon the subject of earldoms." " That may be," observed 
Don Quixote ; '' but I am guided by the numerous examples 
offered on this subject by knights of my own profession, who, in 
compensation for the loyal and signal services they had received 
from their squires, conferred upon them extraordinarv favours, 
making them absolute lords of cities and islands ; indeed, there 
was one whose services were so great that he had the presumption 
to accept of a kingdom." With all this methodical raving the 
canon was no less amused than astonished. 

As they were thus employed, they suddenly heard a noise, 
and the sound of a little bell from a thicket near to them ; at the 
same instant, a beautiful she-goat, speckled with black, white^ 
and grey, ran out of the thicket, followed by a goatherd, calling 
to her aloud, in the usual language, to stop and come back to the 
fold. The fugitive animal, trembling and affrighted, ran to the 
company, claiming, as it were, their protection ; but the goatherd 
pursued her, and, seizing her by the horns, addressed her as a 
rational creature, " Ah, wanton spotted thing, how hast thou 
strayed of late ! What wolves have frighted thee, child ? Wilt 
thou tell me, pretty one, what this means ? But what else can it 
mean, but that thou art a female, and therefore canst not be 
quiet ! A plague on thy humours, and on all theirs whom thou 
resemhlestl Turn back, my dear, turn back; for though not 
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content, at least thou wilt be more safe in thine own fold, and 
among thy companions ; for if thou, who shouldst protect and 
gaide them, go astray, what must become of them ?" 

The party were very much amused by the goatherd's remon- 
strances ; and the canon said, ^^ I entreat you, brother, not to be in 
such haste to force back this goat to her fold ; for, since she is a 
female, she will follow her natural inclination in spite of all your 
opposition. Come, do not be angry, but eat and drink with us, 
and let the wayward creature rest herself." At the same time 
he offered him the hinder quarter of a cold rabbit on the point of 
a fork. The goatherd thanked him, and accepted his offer ; and 
beine then in a better temper, he said, *' Do not think me a fool, 
gentlemen, for talking so seriously to this animal : for, in truth, 
my words were not without a meaning ; and though I am a rustic, 
I know the difference between conversing with men and beasts.'' 
^* I doubt it not," said the priest ; " indeed, it is well known that 
the mountains breed learned men, and the huts of shepherds con- 
tain philosophers." " At least, sir," replied the goatherd, '' they 
contain men who have some knowledge gained from experience ; 
and if I shall not be intruding, gentlemen, 1 will tell you a cir- 
cumstance which confirms it." 

** Since this affair," said Don Quixote, " bears somewhat the 
semblance of an adventure, for my own part, friend, I shall listen 
to you most willingly : I can answer also for these gentlemen, 
who are persons of sense, and will relish the curious, the enter- 
taining, and the marvellous, which I doubt not but your story 
contains ; I entreat you, friend, to l)egin it immediately." ^* I 
shall take myself away to the side of yonder brook," said Sancho, 
** with this pasty, of which I mean to lay in enough to last three 
days at least : for I have heard my master Don Quixote say that 
the squire of a knight-errant should eat when he can, and as long 
as he can, because he may lose his way for six days together in a 
wood ; and then, if a man has not his stomach well filled, or his 
wallet well provided, there he may stay, till he is turned into a 
mummy." " Thou art in the right, Sancho,'* said Don Quixote ; 
*' go where thou wilt, and eat what thou canst : my appetite is 
already satisfied, and my mind only needs refreshment, which 
the tale of this good man will doubtless afford." The goatherd 
being now requested by the others of the company to begin his 
tale, he patted his goat, which he still held by the horns, saying, 
" Lie thee down by me, speckled fool ; for we shall have time 
enough to return to our fold." The goat seemed to understand 
him ; for as soon as her master was seated, she laid herself 
quietly down by him, and, looking up into his face, seemed to 
hsten to his story, which he began as follows. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

The Goatherd's narrative. 

" Three leagues from this valley there is a town, which, though 
small, is one of the richest in these parts ; and among its inhabi* 
tants was a farmer of such an excellent character, that, though 
riches generally gain esteem, he was more respected for his good 
qualities than for his wealth ; and his happiness was completed 
in possessing a daughter of extraordinary oeauty, discretion, and 
virtue. Wb^n a child she was lovely, but at the age of sixteen 
she was perfectly beautiful, and her fame extended over all the 
neighbouring villages, — ^nay, even spread itself to the remotest 
cities, and into the palaces of kings ! People came from every 
part to see her, as some relic, or wonder-working image. Her 
father guarded her, and she guarded herself; for no padlocks, 
bolts, or bars, secure a maiden so well as her own reserve. The 
wealth of the father, and the beauty of the daughter, indoced 
many to seek her hand, insomuch that he whose right it was to 
dispose of so precious a jewel was perplexed, and knew not whom 
to select among her importunate suitors. I was one of the num- 
ber, and had indulged fond hopes of success^ being known to her 
father, bom in the same village, irreproachable in descent, in the 
bloom of youth, rich, and of no mean understanding. Another of 
our village, of equal pretensions with myself, solicited her also ; and 
her father, being equally satisfied with both of us, was perplexed 
which to prefer, and therefore determined to leave the choice to 
Leandra herself — for so the maiden is called : an example worthy 
the imitation of all parents. I do not say they should give them 
their choice of what is improper ; but they should propose to them 
what is sood, and leave them to select thence, according to their 
taste. I know not which of us Leandra preferred ; this only I know, 
that her father put us both ofi" by pleading the tender age of his 
daughter, and with such general expressions as neither bound 
himself nor disobliged us. My rival's name is Anselmo, mine 
Eugenic ; for you ought to know the names of the persons con- 
cerned in this tragedy, the catastrophe of which, though still sus- 
pended, will surely be disastrous. 

'^ About that time there came to our village one Vincent de la 
Rosa, son of a poor farmer in the same place. This Vincent had 
returned from Italy and other countries, where he had served in 
the wars,\having been carried away from our town at twelve 
years of age by a captain who happened to march that way with 
his company ; and now, at the end of twelve years more, he came 
back in a soldier's garb, bedizened with a variety of colours, and 
covered with a thousand trinkets and glittering chains. To-day 
he put on one piece of finery, to-morrow another : but all slight 
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and counterfeit, of little or no value- The country-folks (who 
are naturally envious, and, if they chance to have leisure, ma- 
licious too) observed, and reckoned up, all his trappings and 
gew-gaws, and found that he had three suits of apparel, of dif- 
ferent colours, with hose and garters to them ; but those he dis- 
}2ruised in so many different ways, and with so much contrivance, 
that had they not been counted, one would have sworn that he 
had above ten suits, and twenty plumes of feathers. Do not look 
upon this description of his dress as impertinent or superfluous, 
for it is an important part of the story. He used to seat himself 
on a stone-bench, under a great poplar-tree in our market-place, 
and there he would hold us all gaping and listening to the history 
of his exploits. There was no country on the whole globe that 
he had not seen, nor battle in which he had not been engaged. 
He had slain more Moors than are in Morocco and Tunis ; and 
fought more sinsle combats, according to his own account, than 
Gante, Luna, Diego Garcia de Paredes, and a thousand others, 
from which he always came off victorious, and without losing a 
drop of blood ; at the same time he would show us marks of 
wounds, which, though they were not to be discerned, he assured 
us were so many musket-shots, received in different actions. 
With the utmost arrogance, he would ^ thee' and ' thou' his equals 
and acquaintance, and boast that his arm was his father, his deeds 
his pedigree, and that under the title of soldier he owed the king 
himself nothing. In addition to this boasting, he pretended to be 
somewhat of a musician, and scratched a little upon the guitar, 
which some people admired. But his accomplisnments did not 
end here ; for he was likewise something of a poet, and would 
compose a ballad a league and a half in length on every trifling 
incident that happened in the village. 

" Now this soldier whom I have described, this Vincent de la 
Rosa, this hero, this gallant, this musician, this poet, was often 
seen and admired by Leandra from a window of her house, which 
faced the market-place. She was struck with the tinsel of his 
gaudy apparel ; his ballads enchanted her ; the exploits he re- 
lated of himself reached her ears — in short, as ill-luck would 
have it, she fell downright in love with him before he had enter- 
tained the presumption of courting her ; and, as in affairs of love 
none are so easily accomplished as those which are favoured by 
the inclination of the lady, Leandra and Vincent soon came to a 
mutual understanding ; and before any of her numerous suitors 
had the least suspicion of her desi^, she had already accom- 
plished it, and left the house of her affectionate father, and quitted 
the town with the soldier, who came off in this enterprise more 
triumphantly than in any of those of which he had so arrogantly 
boasted. This event excited general astonishment. Anselmo 
and I were utterly confounded, her father grieved, her kindred 
ashamed^ justice alarmed, and the troopers of the hol^ \y£Q>\\!^\- 
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hood in full activity. They heset the highways, and searched 
the woods, leaving no place unexplored ; and at the end of three 
days they found the poor giddy Leandra in the cave of a moun- 
tain, stripped of all her clothes and the money and jewels which 
she had carried away from home. They brought her back to het 
disconsolate father ; and being questioned, she freely confessed 
that Vincent de la Rosa had deceived her, and upon promise of 
marriage had persuaded her to leave her father's house, telling 
her he would carry her to Naples, the richest and most delicious 
city in the whole world. The imprudent and credulous girl said 
that, having believed him, she had robbed her father, and given 
the whole to him on the night of her elopement ; and that he had 
carried her among the mountains, and left her shut up in that cave. 
" The same day that Leandra returned, she disappeared again 
from our eyes, as her father placed her in the monastery of a 
neighbouring town, in hopes that time might efface the remem- 
brance of this untoward event. Her tender years were some ex- 
cuse for her fault, especially with those who were indifferent as 
to whether she was good or bad ; but those who know how much 
sense and understanding she possessed, could only ascribe her 
fault to levity, and the foibles natural to womankind. When 
Leandra was gone, Anselmo and myself were blind to every thing 
— at least no object could give us pleasure. We cursed the sol- 
dier's finery, and reprobated her father's want of vigilance; nor 
had time any effect in diminishing our regret. At length we 
agreed to quit the town and retire to this valley, where we pass 
our lives tending our flocks, and indulging our passion by praises, 
lamentations, or reproaches, and sometimes in solitary sighs and 
groans. Our example has been followed by many other i^mirers 
of Leandra, who have joined us in the same employment ; indeed 
we are so numerous, that this place seems converted into the pas- 
toral Arcadia ; nor is there a part of it where the name of our 
beautiful mistress is not heard. One utters execrations against 
her, calling her fond, fickle, and immodest ; another condemns 
her forwardness and levity ; some excuse and pardon her ; others 
arraign and condemn her ; one praises her beauty, another rails 
at her disposition : in truth, all blame and all adore her — nay, 
such is the general frenzy, that some comj^lain of her disdain who 
never had spoken to her, and some there are who bemoan them- 
selves and affect to feel the raging disease of jealousy, though, as 
I have said before, her fault was known before her inclinations 
were suspected. There is no hollow of a rock, nor margin of a 
rivulet, nor shade of a tree, that is not occupied by some shep- 
herd, lamenting to the winds. He who shews the least, though 
he has the most, sense among us madmen, is my rival Anselmo, 
for he complains only of absence ; and to the sound of a rebeo, 
which he touches to admiration, pours forth his complaint in 
verses of wonderful ingenuity. I follow another course ; whieh 
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Uf to inyeigh against the levity of women, their inconstancy, and 
double-dealing, their vain promises and broken faith, their absurd 
aod misplaced affections. 

*' This, gentlemen, gave rise to the expressions I used to the 
goat ; for, being a female, I despise her, though she is the best of 
all my flock. I have now finished my story, which I tear you 
have tiiought tedious ; but 1 shall be ^lad to make you amends 
by regaling you at my cottage, which is near, and where you will 
fiiid new mUk, good cheese, and abundance of fruit." 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Of the quarrel between Don Quijrote and the Goatherd, with the rare 
adventure of the Disciplinants. 

The goatherd's tale amused all his auditors, especially the canon, 
who was struck by his manner of telling it, which was more like 
that of a scholar and a gentleman than an unpolished goatherd ; 
and be was convinced that the priest was perfectly right when he 
affirmed that men of letters were often produced among moun- 
tains. They all ofiered their service to Eugenic ; but the most 
liberal in his offers was Don Quixote, who said to him, *' In 
truth, brother goatherd, were I in a situation to undeirtake any 
sew adventure, I would immediately engage myself in your ser- 
vice, and release your lady from the nunnery in spite of the 
abbess and all opposers, then deliver her into your hands, to be 
disposed of at your pleasure, so far as is eonsistent vrith the laws 
of chivalry, which enjoin that no kind of outrage be offered to 
damsels. 1 trust, however, that the power of one malicious en- 
chanter shall not be so prevalent over another but that a better 
disposed one may triumph ; and then I promise you my aid and 
protection according to the duty of my profession, which is no 
4)ther than to favour the weak and necessitous." The goatherd 
stared at Don Quixote, and observing his odd appearance, he 
whispered to the barber who sat next to him, " Pray, sir, who is 
that man that looks and talks so strangely?" " Who should it be," 
answ^ed the barber, "but the famous JDon Quixote de la Man- 
<5ha, the redresser of injuries, the righter of wrongs, the protector 
of maidens, the dread of giants, and the conqueror of armies ?" 
** Why this is like what we hear in the stories of knights-errant," 
said the goatherd ; " but I take it either your worship is in jest, or 
the apartments in this gentleman's skull are unfurnished." " You 
are a very great blockhead," exclaimed the knight ; " it is yourself 
who are empty-skulled and shallow-brained ;" and as he spoke, 
he snatched up a loaf that was near him, and tht^'fi \1 ^ >^ 
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goatherd's face with so much fury that he laid his nose flat. The 
goatherd did not much relish the jest, so, without any respect to 
the tablecloth or to the company present, he leaped upon Don 
Quixote, and seizing him by the throat with both hands, would 
doubtless have strangled him, had not Sancho Panza, who came 
up at that moment, taken him by the shoulders and thrown him 
back on the tablecloth, demolishing dishes and platters, and spill- 
ing and overtuminff all that was upon it. Don Quixote, finding 
himself free, turned again upon the goatherd, who, being kicked 
and trampled upon by Sancho, was feeling about upon all fours 
for some knife or weapon to take revenge withal ; but the canon 
and the priest prevented him. The barber, however, maliciously 
contrived that the goatherd should get Don Quixote under him, 
whom he buffeted so unmercifully that he had ample retaliation 
for his own sufferings. This ludicrous encounter overcame the 
gravity of both the churchmen ; while the troopers of the holy 
brotherhood, enioying the conflict, stood urging on the combat- 
ants as if it had been a dog-fight. Sancho struggled in vain to 
release himself from one of the canon's servants, who prevented 
him from going to assist his master. In the midst of this sport a 
trumpet was suddenly heard sounding so dismally that every face 
was instantly turned in the direction whence the sound proceeded. 
Don Quixote's attention was particularly excited, though he still 
lay under the goatherd in a bruised and battered condition. 
" Thou demon," he said to him, " for such thou must be to have 
this power over me, I beg that thou wilt grant a truce for one 
hour, as the solemn sound of that trumpet seems to call me to 
some new adventure." The goatherd, whose revenge was by 
this time sated, immediately let him go; and Don Quixote, having 
got upon his legs again, presently saw several people descending 
from a rising ground, arrayed in white, after the manner qf Dis- 
ciplinants. 

That year the heavens having failed to refresh the earth with 
seasonable showers, throughout all the villages of that district, 
processions, disciplines, and public prayers were ordered, beseech- 
ing God to shew his mercy by sending them rain. For this pur- 
pose the people of a neighbouring villaffe were coming in pro- 
cession to a holy hermitage buUt upon the side of a hfll not far 
from that spot. The strange attire of the disciplinants struck 
Don Quixote, who, not recollecting what he must often have seen 
before, imagined it to be some adventure which, as a knight- 
errant, was reserved for him alone ; and he was confirmed in his 
opinion on seeing an image clothed in black that they carried 
with them, and which he doubted not was some illustrious lady, 
forcibly borne away by ruffians and miscreants. With all the 
expedition in his power, he therefore went up to Rozinante, and, 
taking the bridle and buckler from the pommel of the sculdle, be 
bridl^ him in a trice ; and calling to Sancho for his sword, he 
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mounted, braced his target, and, in a loud voice, said to all that 
were present, " Now, my worthy companions, ye shall see how 
important to the world is the profession of chivalry ; now shall 
e see, in the restoration of that captive lady to liberty, whether 
;night8-errant are to be valued or not !" So saying, he clapped 
heels to Rozinante (for spurs he had none) ; and, on a hand-^llop 
(for we nowhere read, in all this faithful history, that Rozmante 
ever went full speed), he advanced to encounter the disci plinsnts. 
The priest, the canon, and the barber, in vain endeavoured to 
stop him ; and in vain did Sancho cry out, " Whither go you, 
Si^or Don Quixote ? what possesses you to assault the catholic 
faith? Evil befal me! do but look — it is a procession of disci- 
plinants, and the lady carried upon the bier is the blessed image 
of Gor Holy Virgin ; take heed, for this once I am sure you know 
not what you are about." Sancho wearied himself to no purpose ; 
for his master was so bent upon an encounter, that he heard not a 
word ; nor would he have turned back though the king himself 
had commanded him. 

Having reached the procession, he checked Hozinante^ who 
already wanted to rest a little, and in a hoarse and agitated voice 
cried out, ^* Stop there, ye who cover your faces, — for an evil pur- 
pose I doubt not, — stop and listen tome!" The bearers of the 
image stood still ; and one of the four ecclesiastics, who sung the 
litanies, observing the strange figure of Don Quixote, the leanness 
of Rozinante, and other ludicrous circumstances attending the 
ktiight, replied, " Friend, if you have any thing to say to us, say 
it quickly ; for these our brethren are scourging their flesh, and 
we cannot stay to hear any thing that may not be said in two 
words." " I will say it in one," replied Don Quixote ; " you must 
immediately release that fair lady, whose tears and sorrowful coun- 
tenance clearly prove that she is carried away against her will, and 
that you have done her some atrocious injury. I, who was bom to 
redress such wrongs, command you, therefore, not to proceed one 
step further until you have given her the liberty she desires and 
deserves." By these expressions they concluded that Don Quix- 
ote must be some whimsical madman, and only laughed at him ; 
which enraged him to such a degree, that, without saying another 
word, he drew bis sword and attacked the bearers; one of whom, 
leaving the burden to his comrades, stept forward brandishing 
the pole on which the bier had been supported ; but it was quickly 
broken in two by a powerful stroke aimed by the knight, who, 
however, received instantly such a blow on the shoulder of his 
sword-arm, that, his bucklor beine of no avail against rustic 
strength, he was felled to the ground. Sancho, who bad followed 
him, now called out to the man not to strike again, for he was a 
poor enchanted knight, who had never done any body harm in 
all his life. The peasant forbore, it is true, though not on ac- 
count of Sancho's appeal, but because he saw V\\a oi^i^otvcu\.VvCsi- 
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out motion ; and thinking he had killed him, he hastily tucked up 
his vest under his girdle, and fled like a deer over the field. 

By this time all Don Quixote's party had come up ; and those 
in the procession, seeing among them troopers of the holy bro- 
therhood armed with their cross-bows, began to be alarmed, and 
drew up in a circle round the image ; then lifting up their hoods, 
and grasping their whips, and the ecclesiastics their tapers, they 
waited the assault, determined to defend themselves, or, if pos- 
sible, offend their aggressors ; while Sancho threw himself on the 
body of his master, and believing him to be really dead, poured 
forth the most dolorous lamentation. Sancho's cries roused Don 
Quixote, who faintly said, ^' He who lives absent from thee, 
sweetest Dulcinea, endures far greater miseries than this ! — Help, 
friend Sancho, to place me upon the enchanted car ; I am no 
longer in a condition to press the saddle of Rozinante, for this 
shoulder is broken to pieces." " That I will do with all my 
heart, dear sir," answered Sancho ; ** and let us return to our 
homes with these gentlemen, who wish you well ; and there we 
can prepare for another sally that may turn out more profitable." 
" Thou sayest well, Sancho," answered Don Quixote ; " and it will 
be highly prudent in us to wait until the evil influence of the star 
which now reigns is passed over." The canon, the priest, and 
the barber, told him they approved his resolution ; and the knight 
being now placed in the waggon as before, they prepared to de- 
part. The goatherd took his leave ; and the troopers, not being 
disposed to attend them farther, were discharged. The canon 
also separated from them, having first obtained a promise from 
the priest that he would acquaint him with the future fate of Don 
Quixote. Thus the party now consisted only of the priest, the 
barber, Don Quixote, and Sancho, with good Rozinante, who 
bore all accidents as patiently as his master. The waggoner 
yoked his oxen, and having accommodated Don Quixote with a 
truss of hay, they jogged on in the way the priest directed, and 
at the end of six days reached Don Quixote's village. It was 
about noon when they made their entrance, and it being a holyday, 
all the people were standing about the market-place through 
which the waggon passed. Everybody ran to see who was in it, 
and were not a little surprised when they recognised their towns- 
man ; and a boy ran on at full speed with tidings to the house- 
keeper that he was coming home, lean and pale, stretched out at 
length in a waggon drawn by oxen. On hearing this, the two 
good women made the most pathetic lamentations, and renewed 
their curses against books of chivalry ; especially when they saw 
the poor knight entering at the gate. 

Upon the news of Don Quixote's arrival, Sancho Panza's wife 
repaired thither ; and on meeting him, her first inquiry was 
whether the ass had come home well. Sancho told her that 
be was in a better condition than his master. <^ Heaven b^ 
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S raised," replied she, " for so great a mercy to me ! But tell me, 
usband, wnat good have you got by your squireship? Have 
you brought a petticoat home for me, and shoes for your children?" 
" I have brought you nothing of that sort, dear wife," quoth 
Sancho j " but I have got other things of greater consequence." 
** 1 am very glad of that," answered the wife ; "pray shew me 
your things of greater consequence, friend ; for I would fain see 
them, to gladden my heart, which has been so sad all the lone 
time you nave been away." " You shall see them at home, wife," 
quoth Sancho, "so be satisfied at present ; for if it please God 
that we make another sally in quest of adventures, you will soon 
see me an earl or governor of an island, and no common one 
neither, but one of the best that is to be had," " Grant Heaven 
it may be so, husband," quoth the wife; *'for we have need 
enough of it. But pray tell me what you mean by islands ; for I 
do not understand you." "Honey is not for the mouth of an 
ass," answered Sancho ; " in good time, wife, you shall see, yea 
and admire to hear yourself styled ladyship by all your vassals," 
** What do you mean, Sancho, by ladyship, islands, and vassals?" 
answered Teresa Panza ; for that was the name of Sancho's wife, 
though they were not of kin, but because it was the custom of La 
Mancha for the wife to take the husband's name. '* Do not be 
in so much haste, Teresa," said Sancho ; " it is enough that I tell 
you what is true, so lock up your mouth ;— only take this by the 
way, that there is nothing in the world so pleasant as to be an 
honourable esquire to a knight-errant and seeker of adventures. 
To be sure, most of them are not so much to a man's mind as he 
could wish ; for, as I know by experience, ninety-nine out of a 
hundred fall out cross and unlucky ; especially when one happens 
to be tossed in a blanket, or well cudgelled ; yet, for all that, it is 
a fine thing to go about in expectation of accidents, traversing 
mountains, searching woods, marching over rocks, visiting castles, 
loddng in inns, all at pleasure, and never a farthing to pay." 

While this discourse was passing between Sancho Panza and 
his wife Teresa, the housekeeper and the niece received Don 
Quixote, and they laid him in his old bed, whence he looked at 
them with eyes askance, not knowing perfectly where he was. 
Often did the women raise their voices in abuse of all books of 
chivalry, overwhelming their authors with the bitterest maledic- 
tions. His niece was charged by the priest to take great care of 
him, and to keep a watchful eye that he did not again make his 
escape, after taking so much pains to get him home. Yet they 
were full of apprehensions lest they should lose him again as soon 
as he found himself a little better; and, indeed, the event proved 
that their fears were not groundless. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

What passed between the Curate^ the Barbery and Don Quixote^ con- 
cerning his indisposition. 

The curate and the barber were almost a whole month without 
paying Don Quixote a visit, lest, calling to mind his former ex- 
travagances, he might take occasion to renew them. However, 
they failed not every day to see his niece and his housekeeper, 
whom they charged to treat and cherish him with great care, 
and to give him such diet as might be most proper to cheer liis 
heart and comfort his brain, whence, in all likelihood, his dis- 
order wholly proceeded. They answered, that they did so, and 
would continue it to their utmost power; the rather because they 
observed that sometimes he seemed to be in his right senses. 
This news was very welcome to the curate and the barber, who 
looked on this amendment as an effect of their contrivance in 
bringing him home in the enchanted waggon, as already re- 
corded. Thereupon they resolved to pay him a visit, and make 
trial themselves of the progress of a cure, which they thought 
almost impossible. They also agreed not to speak a word of 
knight-errantry, lest they should endanger a wound so lately 
closed and so tender. Don Quixote received them very civilly, 
and when they inquired of his health, gave them an account of 
his condition, expressing himself very handsomely, and with a 
great deal of judgment. After they had discoursed a while of 
several matters, they fell at last on state affairs and forms of 
government, correcting this grievance, and condemning that, 
reforming one custom, rejecting another, and establishing new 
laws, as if they had been the Lycurguses or Solons of the age, 
till they had refined and new modelled the commonwealth at 
such a rate, that they seemed to have clapped it into a forge, and 
drawn it out wholly different from what it was before. Don 
Quixote reasoned with so much discretion on every subject, 
that his two visitors now undoubtedly believed him in his nght 
senses. 

His niece and housekeeper were present at these discourses, 
and, hearing him give so many marks of sound understanding, 
thought they could never return Heaven sufficient thanks for so 
extraordinary a blessing. But the curate, who wondered at this 
strange amendment, being resolved to try whether Don Quixote 
was perfectly recovered, thought fit to alter the resolution he had 
taken to avoid entering into any discourse of knight-errantry ; and 
therefore began to talk to him of news, and, among the rest, that 
it was credibly reported at court, that the Grand Seignior was 
advancing with a vast army, and nobody knew where the tem- 
pest would fall ; that all Christendom was alarmed, as it used to 
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be almost every year ; and that the king was providing for the 
security of the coasts of Sicily and Naples, and the island of 
Malta. " His majesty," said Don Quixote, *' acts the part of a 
most prudent warrior, in putting his dominions betimes in a 
posture of defence ; but yet, if my counsd were to be taken in 
this matter, I would advise another sort of preparation, which, I 
fancy, his majesty little thinks of at present.*' Thereupon they 
both desired Don Quixote to communicate to them this mighty 
project ofhi«; **for," said they, "who knows but, after all, it 
may be one of those that ought only to find a place in the list of 
impertinent admonitions usually given to princes?" " No, good 
Mr. Trimmer," answered Don Quixote, " my projects are not 
impertinent, but highly advisable." " I meant no harm in what 
I said, sir," replied the barber ; " only we generally find most of 
those projects that are ofiered to the king are either impracticable 
or whunsical, or tend to the detriment of the king or kingdom." 
** But mine," said Don Quixote, " is neither impossible nor ridi- 
culous ; far from that, it is the most easy, the most thoroughly 
weighed, and the most concise, that ever can be devised by man." 
** Methinks you are too long before you let us know it, sir," said 
the curate. " To deal freely with you," replied Don Quixote, " I 
fihould be loath to tell it you here now, and have it reach the ear of 
some privy-counsellor to-morrow, and so afterwards see the fruit 
of my invention reaped by somebody else." " As for me," said 
the barber, " I give you my word here, and in the face of heaven, 
never to tell it, either to king, queen, or any earthly man." 
'^Well, then," cried Don Quixote, "what has the king to do 
mor^ but to cause public proclamation to be made, enjoining all 
the knights-errant that are dispersed in this kingdom to make 
their personal appearance at court, upon a certain day? For 
though but half a dozen should meet, there may be some one 
among them who, even alone, might be able to destroy the whole 
united force of Turkey. For pray observe well what I say, gen- 
tlemen. Do you look upon it as a new thing for one knight- 
arrant alone to rout an army of two hundred thousand men, with 
as much ease as if all of them joined together had but one throat, 
or were made of sugar-paste ? You know how many histories 
are full of these wonders." " Alas !" said the niece, hearing this, 
" I will lay my life my uncle has still a hankerine after knight- 
errantry." " 1 will die a knight-errant," cried Don Quixote ; 
*' and so let the Turks land where they please, how they please, 
and when they please, and with all the forces they can muster." 
"Gentlemen," said the barber, " I beg leave to tell you a short 
story of somewhat that happened at Seville ; indeed it falls out as 
pat as if it had been made for our present purpose, and so I have 
a great mind to tell it." Don Quixote gave consent, the curate 
and the rest of the company were willing to hear ; and thus the 
barber begun : — 
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" A certain person being distracted, was put into the mad- 
house at Seville. He had studied the civil law, and taken his de- 
grees at Ossuna ; though, had he taken them at Salamanca, many 
are of opinion that iie would have been mad too. After some 
years spent in this confinement, he was pleased to fancy himself 
m his right senses ; and, upon this, wrote to the archbishop, be- 
seeching him, with all the colour of reason imaginable, to release 
him by his authority, since, by the mercy of Heaven, he was 
wholly freed from his disorder ; only his relations, he said, kept 
him in, in order to enjoy his estate, designing, in spite of truth, 
to have him mad to his dying day. The arcnbishop, persuaded 
by many letters which he wrote to him, all penned with sense and 
judgment, ordered one of his chaplains to inquire into the truth 
of the matter, and also to discourse with the party, that he might 
set him at large, in case he found him of sound mind. There- 
upon the chaplain went, and having asked the governor what 
^condition the graduate was in, was answered that he was still 
mad; that sometimes, indeed, he would talk like a man of ex- 
cellent sense, but presently after he would relapse into his for- 
mer extravagances, whicn, at' least, balanced all his rational 
talk, as he himself might find if he pleased to discourse with him. 
The chaplain, resolved to make the experiment, went to the mad- 
man, and conversed with him above an hour, and in all that time 
could not perceive the least disorder in his brain ; far from that, 
he delivered himself with so much sedateness, and gave such per- 
tinent answers to every question, that the chaplain was obliged to 
believe him sound in his understanding ; nay, he went so far as to 
make a complaint against his keeper, alleging, that, for the lucre 
of those presents which his relations sent him, he represented 
him as one who was still distracted, and had only now and then 
lucid intervals. In short, he pleaded in such a manner, that the 
keeper was suspected, his relations censured as covetous and un- 
natural, and he himself thought master of so much sense, that* the 
chaplain resolved to take him along with him, that the archbishop 
might be able to satisfy himself in person. The credulous chap- 
lain therefore desired the governor to give the graduate the habit 
which he had brought with him at his first coming. The gover- 
nor used every argument to dissuade the chaplain from his de- 
sign, assuring him that the man was still disordered in his brain. 
But he could not prevail with him to leave the madman any 
longer, and therefore was forced to comply with the archbishop's 
order, and returned the man his habit, which was neat and de- 
cent. 

" Having put off his madman's clothes, and finding himself 
in the garb of rational creatures, he begged of the chaplain, for 
charity's sake, to permit him to take leave of his late comf)anions 
in afilliction. The chaplain told him he would bear him company, 
having a mind to see the mad folks in the house. So they weal 
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up stairs, and with them some other ])eople that stood hy. Pre- 
sently the graduate came to a kind of* a cage, where, lay a man 
that was outrageously mad, though at that instant still and quiet; 
and addressing himself to him, * Brother,' said he, *have you any 
service to command me? I am just going to my own house, 
thanks be to Heaven, which, of its infinite goodness and mercy, 
has restored me to my senses. Be of good comfort, and put your 
trust in God, who will, I hope, be equally merciful to you. I 
will be sure to send you some choice victuals, which I would 
have you eat by all means ; for I must needs tell you, that I have 
reason to imagine from my own experience, that all our madness 
proceeds from keeping our stomachs empty of food, and our 
brains full of wind.' Just over against that room lay another 
madman, who, having listened with an envious attention to all 
this discourse, starts up from an old mat on which he lay : * Who 
is that,' cried he aloud, * that is going away so well recovered and 
so wise?' * It is I, brother, that am going,' replied the gra- 
duate ; ' I have now no need to stay here any longer ; for which 
blessing I can never cease to return my humble and hearty thanks 
to the infinite goodness of Heaven.' < Doctor,' quoth the mad- 
man, *have a care what you say, Bnd let not the devil delude 
you. Stir not a foot, but keep snug in your old lodging, and 
save yourself the vexation of being brought back to your kennel.' 
^ Nay,' answered the other, * I will warrant you there will be no 
occasion for my comfng hither again, I know I am perfectly well.' 
* You well !' cried the madman ; * we shall soon see that. Fare- 
well ; but by the sovereign Jupiter, whose majesty I represent on 
-earth, for this very crime alone that Seville has committed in 
setting thee at large, affirming that thou art sound in thy intel- 
lects, I will take such a severe revenge on the whole city, that it 
shall be remembered with terror from age to age. Dost thou not 
know, my poor brainless thing in a gown, that this is in my 
power ? I, that am the thundering Jove, that grasp in my hands 
the red-hot bolts of heaven, with which I keep the threatened 
world in awe, and might reduce it all to ashes ? But stay, I will 
commute the fiery punishment which this ignorant town deserves 
into another: I will only shut up the fiood-gates of the skies, so 
that there shall not fall a drop of rain upon this city, nor on all 
the neighbouring country round about it, for three years together, 
to begin from the very moment that gives date to this my inviol- 
able execration. Thou free ! thou well, and in thy senses ! and I 
here mad, distempered, and confined !' As every one there was 
attentive to these loud and frantic threats, the graduate turned to 
the chaplain, and taking him by the hand : * Sir,' said he, ^ let 
not that madman's threats trouble you. Never mind him ; for if 
he be Jupiter, and will not let it rain, I am Neptune, the parent 
and god of the waters, and it shall rain as often as I please, wher- 
ever necessity shall require it.' ' However:,' answered the chap--. 
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Jain, 'good Mr. Neptune, it is not convenient to provoke Mr. 
Jupiter: therefore be pleased to stay here a little longer; and 
some other time, at convenient leisure, I may chance to find a 
better opportunity to wait on you, and bring you away.' The 
keeper and the rest of the company could not forbear laughing, 
which put the chaplain almost out of countenance. In short, Mr. 
Neptune was disrobed again, and stayed where he was ; and there 
is an end of my story." 

" Well, Master Barber,'* said Don Quixote, " and this is your 
tale which you said came so pat to the present purpose, that you 
could not forbear telling it ? Ah, Mr. Cutbeard, how blind must 
he be that cannot see through a sieve ! Is it possible your prag* 
matical worship should not know that the comparisons made be- 
tween wit and wit, courage and courage, beauty and beauty, 
birth and birth, are always odious and ill taken ? I am not Nep- 
tune, the god of the waters, good Master Barber ; neither do I pre- 
tend to set up for a wise man when I am not so. All I aim at is 
only to make the world sensible how much they are to blame iH 
not labouring to revive those most happy times, in which the or- 
der of knight-errantry was in its full glory. But, indeed, this 
degenerate age of ours is unworthy the enjoyment of so great a 
happiness, which former ages could boast, when knight^rrant 
took upon themselves the defence of kingdoms, the protection 
of damsels, the relief of orphans, the punishment of pride and 
oppression, and the reward of humility. Most of your knights, 
now-a-days, keep a greater rustling with their sumptuous gar- 
ments of damask, gold brocade, and other costly stuffs, than with 
the coats of mail, which they should glory to wear. No knight 
now will lie on the hard ground in the open field exposed to the 
injurious air, from head to foot enclosed in ponderous armour. 
Where are those now, who, without taking their feet out of the 
stirrups, and only leaning on their lances like the knights-errant 
of old, strive to aisappoint invading sleep, rather thanmdulee it? 
Where is that knight who, having first traversed a spacious forest, 
climbed up a steep mountain, and journeyed over a dismal barren 
shore, washed by a turbulent tempestuous sea, and finding on the 
brink a little skifi*, destitute of sails, oars, mast, or any Kind of 
tackling, is yet so bold as to throw himself into the boat with an 
undaunted resolution, and resign himself to the implacable bil- 
lows of the main that now mount him to the skies, and then hurrr 
him down to the most profound recesses of the waters ; till, wita 
his insuperable courage surmounting at last the hurricane, even 
in its greatest fury, he finds himself above three thousand leagues 
from the place where he first embarked, and leaping ashore in a 
remote and unknown region, meets with adventures that deserve 
to be recorded, not only on parchment, but on Corinthian brass ? 
But now, alas, sloth and efieminacy triumph over vigilance and 
labour; idleness over industry 5 vice over virtue; arrogance over 
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valour ; and the theory of arms over the practice^ that true prac- 
tice which only lived and flourished in those golden days, and 
among those professors of chivalry. For, where shall we hear 
of a knight more valiant and more honourable than the re- 
nowned Amadis de Gaul ? Who more discreet than Palmerin 
of England ? Who more affable and complaisant than Tirante 
the White? Who more gallant than Lisuarte of Greece? Who 
more cut and hacked, or a greater cutter and hacker, than 
Don Belianis ? Who more intrepid than Perion of Gaul ? Who 
more daring than Felixmarte of Hyrcania? Who more sincere 
than Esplandian? Who more courteous than Ciriongilio of 
Thrace? Who more brave than Rodomont? Who more prudent 
than King Sobrino ? Who more desperate than Rinaldo? Who 
more invincible than Orlando? And who more agreeable or more 
affable than Rogero, from whom (according to Turpin in his cos- 
mography) the Dukes of Ferrara are descended ? All these cham- 
pions. Master Curate, and a great many more that I could men- 
tion, were knights-errant, and the very light and glory of chivahy. 
Now, such as these are the men I would advise the King to em- 
ploy ; by which means his majesty would be effectually served, 
and freed from a vast expense, and the Turk would tear his very 
beard for madness. For my part, I do not design to stay where 
I am because the chaplain will not fetch me out; thougn if Ju- 
piter, as Master Barber said, will send no rain, here stands one 
that will, and can rain when he pleases. This I say, that Good- 
man Basin here may know I understand his meaning." "Truly, 
good sir," said the barber, " I meant no ill ; Heaven is my wit- 
ness, my intent was good ; and therefore I hope your worship will 
take nothing amiss." *' Whether I ought to take it amiss or 
no," replied Don Quixote, " is best known to mysellV " Well," 
said the curate, ** I have hardly spoken a word yet ; and before I 
go, 1 would gladly be eased of a scruple, which Don Quixote's 
words have started within me, and which grates and gnaws my 
conscience." ** Master Curate may be free with me in greater 
matters," said Don Quixote, " and so may w^ell tell his scruple ; 
for it is no pleasure to have a burden upon one's conscience." 
" With your leave then, sir," said the curate, ** I must tell you, 
that I can by no means prevail with myself to believe, that all 
this multitude of knights-errant, which your worship has men- 
tioned, were ever real men of this world, and true substantial 
flesh and blood ; but rather, that most of what is said of them is 
fable and fiction, lies and dreams, related by men rather half 
asleep than awake." " This is indeed another mistake," said Don 
Quixote, " into which many have been led, who do not believe 
there ever were any of those knights in the world. And in several 
companies I have many times had occasion to vindicate that 
manifest truth from the almost universal error that is entertained 
to its prejudice. Sometimes my success has not been answerable 
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to the goodness of my cause, though at others it has ; being sup- 
ported on the shoulders of truth, which is so apparent, that I dare 
almost say 1 have seen Amadis de Gaul with these very eyes. He 
was a tall comely personage, of a good and lively complexion, 
his beard well ordered, though black, his aspect at once awful and 
affable ; a man of few words, slowly provoked, and quickly paci- 
fied. And as I have given you the picture of Amadis, 1 fancy I 
could readily delineate all tne knights-errant that are to be met 
with in history." 

" Pray, good sir," quoth the barber, " how tall then might 
the giant Morgante be ?" " Whether there ever were giants or 
no," answered Don Quixote, *Ms a point much controverted among 
the learned. However, Holy Writ, that cannot deviate an atom 
from truth, informs us there were some, of which we have an in- 
stance in the account it gives us of that huge Philistine, Goliath, 
who was seven cubits and a half high ; which is a prodigious sta- 
ture. Besides, in Sicily thigh-bones and shoulder-bones have 
been found of so immense a size, that from thence of necessity we 
must conclude, by the certain rules of geometry, that the men to 
whom they belonged were giants as big as huge steeples. But, 
for all this, I cannot positively tell you how big Morgante was, 
though I am apt to believe he was not very tall ; and that which 
makes me inclinable to believe so is, that in the history which 
gives us a particular account of his exploits we read that he often 
used to lie under a roof. Now if there were any house that could 
hold him, it is evident he could not be of so immense a stature." 

But here they were interrupted by a noise below in the yard, 
where the niece and the housekeeper, who had left them some 
time before, were very obstreperous ; which made them all hasten 
to know what was the matter. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Of the memorable quarrel between Sanclio Panza and Don Quixote* » 
Niece and Housekeeper; with other pleasant passages. 

The occasion of the noise which the niece and housekeeper made, 
Was Sancho Panza's endeavouring to force his way into the house, 
while they at the same time held the door against him to keep 
him out. " What have you to do in this house ?" cried one of 
them. " Go, keep to your own home, friend. It is all of you, and 
nobody else, that my poor master is distracted, and carried a 
rambling all the country over." " Distracted!" replied Sancho ; 
'< it is I that am distracted, and carried a rambling, and not your 
master. It ivas he led me the jaunt ; so you are wide of the 
matter. It was he that inveigled me from my house and home 
with bis celloguing, and saying he would give me an ialand, 
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which is not come yet, and 1 still wait for." "May'st thou be 
choked with thy plaguy islands/' cried the niece ; " what are your 
islands ? any thing to eat, good-man greedy-gut, ha ?" " Hold 
you there," answered Sancho; "they are not to eat, but to 
govern ; and better governments than any four cities, or as many 
heads of the king's best corporations." "For all that," quoth 
the housekeeper, *^thou comest not within these doors, thou 
bundle of wickedness and sackful of roguery ! Go, govern your 
own house ; work, you lazy rogue. To the plough, and never 
trouble your jolter-head about islands or oylets." 

The curate and barber were highly diverted in hearing this 
dialogue. But Don Quixote, fearing lest Sancho should not 
keep within bounds, but blunder out some discoveries prejudicial 
to his reputation, while he ripped up a pack of little foolish slan- 
der, called him in, and enjoined the women to be silent. Sancho 
entered ; and the curate and the barber took leave of Don Quix- 
ote, despairing of his cure. " Well," said the curate to the 
barber, "now I expect nothing better of our gentleman than to 
hear shortly that he is gone upon another ramble." " Nor 1," an- 
swered the barber j ** but I do not wonder so much at the knight's 
madness as at the silliness of the squire, who thinks himself so 
sure of the island, that 1 fancy all the art of man can never beat it 
out of his skull." " However," paid the curate, " let us observe 
them ; we shall find what will be the event of the extravagance of 
the knight and the foolishness of the squire. One would think 
they had been cast in one mould ; and indeed the master's mad- 
ness without the man's impertinence were not worth a rush." 
" Right," said the barber ; ** and now they are together, methinks 
I long to know what passes between them. 1 do not doubt but 
the two women will be able to give an account of that, for they 
are not of a temper to withstand the temptation of listening." 

Meanwhile Don Quixote having locted himself up with his 
squire, they had the following coUoquy : " I take it very ill," 
said he, ** Sancho, that you should report as you do, that I enticed 
you out of your paltry hut, when you know that I myself left my 
own mansion-house. We set out together, continued together, 
and travelled together. We ran the same fortime and the same 
hazards together. If thou hast been tossed in a blanket once, I 
have been battered and bruised a hundred times ; and that is all 
the advantage I have had above thee." " And reason good," 
answered Sancho ; "for you yourself use to say, that ill-luck 
and cross-bitings are oftener to light on the knights than on the 
squires." " Thou art mistaken, Sancho," replied Don Quixote ; 
" for the proverb will teU thee, that Quando caput dolet, &c." 
** Nay," quoth Sancho, " I understand no language but my own." 
*' I mean," said Don Quixote, " that when the head aches, all 
the members partake of the pain. So, then, as I am thy master, 
. I am also thy head ; and as thou art my servant, thou art quq <^^ 
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my members ; it follows, therefore, that 1 cannot be sensible of 
pain, but thou too oug:hte9t to be affected with it ; and likewise, that 
nothing of ill can befal thee, but I must bear a share." ** Right," 
quoth Sancho ; ** but when I, as a limb of you, was tossed in a 
blanket, my head was pleased to stay at the other side of the 
wall, and saw me frisking in the air, without going shares in my 
bodily trouble." " Thou art greatly mistaken, Sancho," an- 
swered Don Quixote, " if thou thinkest I was not sensible of thy 
sufferings. For I was then more tortured in mind than thou 
wast tormented in body. But let us adjourn this discourse till 
some other time, which doubtless will afford us an opportunity to 
redress past grievances. I pray thee tell me now what does the 
town say of me ? What do the neighbours, what do the people 
think of me ? How do the knights discourse of my high feats oi'arms, 
and my courteous behaviour? What thoughts do they entertain oif 
my design to raise from the grave of oblivion the order of knight- 
errantry ? In short, tell me freely and sincerely what thou hast 
heard ; neither enlarged with flattering commendations, nor les- 
sened by any omission of my dispraise ; for it is the duty of faith- 
ful servants to lay truth before their masters in its honest naked- 
ness. And I would have thee know, Sancho, that if it were to 
appear before princes in its native simplicity, and disrobed of the 
.odious disguise of flattery, we should see happier days; this age 
would be changed into an age of gold, and former times compared 
to this would be called the iron age. Remember this, and be 
advised, that I may hear thee impart a faithful account of these 
matters." 

'* Why then," quoth Sancho, " first you are to know that the 
common people take you for a madman, and me for one that is 
no less a fool. The gentry say, that not being content to keep 
within the bounds of ffentility, you have taken upon you to be a 
Don, and set up for a knight, and a right worshipful, with a small 
vineyard and two acres of land. The knights, forsooth, say they 
do not like to have your small gentry think themselves as good as 
thev, especially your old-fashioned country squires that mend 
and lamp-black their own shoes, and mend their old black stoek- 
ings themselves with a needleful of green silk." " AU this does not 
aftect me," said Don Quixote, " for I always wear good clothes, 
and never have them patched. It is true they may be a little torn 
sometimes, but that is more with my armour than my long wear- 
ing." ** As for what relates to your prowess," said Sancho, ** there 
are several opinions about it. Some say he is mad, but a plea- 
sant sort of a madman ; others say he is valiant, but his luck is 
nought ; others say he is courteous, but very impertinent. And 
thus they pass so many verdicts upon you, and take us both so 
to pieces, that they leave neither you nor me a sound bone in 
our skins." *' Consider, Sancho," said Don Quixote, " that the 
more eminently virtue shines, the more it is exposed to peneea- 
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tion. Few or none of the famous heroes of antiquity could escape 
the venomous arrows of calumny. And therefore, Sancho, well 
may I he content to hear my share of that calamity, if it he no 
more than thou hast told, me now." "Ah!'' quoth Sancho, 
** there is the business; you say well, if this were all ; but they 
don't stop here." " Why," said Don Quixote, " what can they 
gay more?" " More !" cried Sancho. " Why you have had no- 
thmg yet but apple-pies and sugar-plums. Sir Bartholomew 
Carrasco's son came home last night from his studies at Sala- 
manca, you must know ; and as I went to bid him welcome home, 
he told me that your worship's history is already in books, by the 
name of the most renowned Bon Quixote de la Mancha. He 
nays I am in too, hy my own name of Sancho Panza, and also my 
Lady Dulcinea del Toboso ; nay, and many things that passed be- 
twixt nobody but us two, whicn I was amazed to hear, and could 
not for my soul imagine how he that set them down could come 
by the knowledge of them." ** I dare assure thee, Sancho," said 
Don Quixote, " that the author of our history must be some 
sage enchanter, and one of those from whose universal knowledge 
none of the things which they have a mind to record can be con- 
cealed." " How should he be a sage and an enchanter ?" quoth 
Sancho. *' The bachelor Samson Carrasco teUs me, he that 
wrote the history is called Cid Hamet Berengenas." " That is a 
Moorish name," said Don Quixote. " Like enough,^' quoth 
Sancho ; " your Moors are great lovers of Berengenas."* ** Cer- 
tainly, Sancho," said Don Quixote, *' thou art mistaken in the 
aimame of that Cid, that lord, 1 mean ; for Cid in Arabic signifies 
lord." " That may very well be," answered Sancho : "out if 
you will have me fetch you the young scholard, I will fly to 
bring him hither." " Truly, friend," said Don Quixote, "thou 
wilt do me a particular kindness ; for what thou hast already told 
me has so filled me with doubts and expectations, that I shall not 
eat a bit that will do me good till I am informed of the whole 
matter." " I will eo and fetch him," said Sancho. With that, 
leavinj^ his master, he went to look for the bachelor; and having 
brought him along with him a while after, they all had a very 
pleasant dialogue. 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

The pleasant discourse between Don Quixote, Saneho Panza, and the 
bachelor Samson Carrasco, 

Don Quixotb could not be persuaded that there was a history 

' A sort of fruit in Spain, brought over by the Moors. Sancho meant 
BeneDAeli. 

R 
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of himself extant, whUe yet the blood of those enemies he had 
cut off had scarce done reeking on the blade of his sword ; so 
that they could not have already finished and printed the history 
of his mighty feats of arms. However, at last he concluded that 
some learned sage had, by the way of enchantment, been able 
to commit them to the press, either as a friend, to extol his 
heroic achievements above the noblest performances of the most 
famous knights-errant ; or as an enemy, to sully the lustre of his 
exploits, and debase them below the most inferior actions of 
any of the meanest squires. Though, thought he to himself, the 
actions of squires were never yet recorded ; and after all, if there 
were such a book printed, smce it was the history of a knight- 
errant, it could not choose but be pompous, lofty, magnificent, 
and authentic. This thought yielded him a while some small 
consolation ; but then he relapsed into melancholic doubts and 
anxieties, when he considered that the author had given him- 
self the title of Cid, and consequently must be a Moor; a nation 
from whom no truth could be expected, they all being given to 
impose on others with lies and fabulous stories, to falsify and 
counterfeit, and very fond of their own chimeras. Sancho and 
Carrasco found him thus agitated and perplexed with a thousand 
melancholic fancies, which yet did not hinder him from receiving 
the stranger with a great deal of civility. 

This bachelor, though his name was Samson, was none of the 
biggest in body, but a very great man at all manner of drollery ; 
he Had a pale complexion, but good sense. He was about four- 
and-twenty years of age, round- visaged, flat-nosed, and wide- 
mouthed, all signs of a disposition that would delight in nothing 
more than in making sport for himself, by ridiculing others ; as 
he plainly discovered when he saw Don Quixote. For, falling on 
his knees before him, " Admit me to kiss your honour's hand,'' 
cried he, " most noble Don Quixote ; for by the habit of St. 
Peter, which I wear, though indeed I have as yet taken but the 
four first of the holy orders, you are certainly one of the most 
renowned knights-errant that ever was, or ever will be, through 
the whole extent of the habitable globe. Blest may the sage Cid 
Hamet Benengeli be, for enriching the world with the history of 
your mighty deeds ; and more than blest, that curious virtuoso, 
who took care to have it translated out of the Arabic into our 
vulgar tongue, for the universal entertainment of mankind V* 

" Sir," said Don Quixote, making him rise, "is it then pos- 
sible that my history is extant, and that it was a Moor, and one 
of the sages, that penned it ?" " It is so notorious a truth,*' said 
the bachelor, ** that I do not in the least doubt but at this day 
there have already been published above twelve thousand copies 
of it. Portugal, Barcelona, and Valencia, where they have been 
printed, can witness that, if there were occasion. It is said that it 
Js also now in the press at Antwerp. And I verily believe there 
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is scarce a language into which it is not to be translated." 
*^ Truly, sir," said Don Quixote, "one of the things that ought to 
yield the greatest satisfaction to a person of eminent virtue, is to 
live to see himself in good reputation in the world, and his actions 
published in print. I say, in good reputation ; for otherwise there 
is no death but would be preferable to such a life." " As for a 
good name and reputation," replied Carrasco, " your worship has 
gained the palm from all the knights-errant that ever lived ; for, 
both the Arabian in his history, and the Christian in his version, 
have been very industrious to do justice to your character ; your 
peculiar gallantry; your intrepidity and greatness of spirit in 
confronting danger ; your constancy in adversities; your patience 
in suffering wounds and aflGiictions; and your modesty in that love 
so very platonic between your worship and my Lady DulciDca 
del Toboso." "But pray," added Don Quixote, "good Mr. 
Bachelor, on which of all my adventures does the history seem to 
l&Y the greatest stress ?" " As to that," answered Carrasco, " the 
0}>inions of men are divided : some cry up the adventure of the 
windmill giants; some are for that of the fulling-mills ; others 
stand up for the description of the two armies that afterwards 

S roved two flocks of sheep. Some prize most the adventure of the 
ead corpse that was carrying to Segovia ; while others say that 
none of them can compare with that of the galley-slaves. How- 
ever, some who have read your history wish that the author 
had spared himself the pains of registering some of that in- 
finite number of drubs which the noble Don Quixote received." 
'* There lies the truth of the history," quoth Sancho. " Those 
things, in human equity," said Don Quixote, "might very well 
have been omitted ; for actions that neither impair nor alter the 
history, ought rather to be buried in silence than related, if they 
redound to the discredit of the hero of the history. Certainly 
-ffilneas was never so pious as Virgil represents him, nor Ulysses 
so prudent as he is made by Homer." " I am of your opinion," 
said Carrasco ; " but it is one thing to write like a poet, and ano- 
ther thing to write like an historian. It is sufficient for the first 
to deliver mattei-s as they ought to have been ; whereas the last 
must relate them as they were really transacted, without adding 
or omitting any thing, upon any pretence whatever." " Well," 
quoth Sancho, " if this same Moorish lord be once got into the 
road of truth, a hundred to one but among my master's rib-roast- 
ings he has not forgot mine ; for they never took measure of his 
worship's shoidders but they were pleased to do as much for my 
whole body : but it was no wonder ; for it is his own rule, that if 
once the head aches, every limb must suffer too." 

" Hold your tongue," said Don Quixote, "and let the learned 
bachelor proceed, that I may know what the history says of me." 
" And of me too," quoth Sancho ; " for they tell me I am one of 
the top parsons in it." " Persons, you should say, Sancho," said 
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Carrasco, '* and not parsons." " Heyday !" quoth Sancho, "have 
we got another corrector of hard words ? If this be the trade, we 
shall never have done." " Most certainly," said Carrasco, " you 
are the second person in the history, honest Sancho ; nay, and 
some there are who had rather hear you talk than the best there ; 
though some there are again that will say you were horribly cre- 
dulous to flatter yourself with having the government of that 
island which your master promised you." " While there is life 
there is hope," said Don Quixote; "when Sancho is grown 
mature with time and experience, he may be better qualified for 
a government than he is yet." " If I be not fit to govern an is- 
land at these years," quoth Sancho, " 1 shall never be a governor, 
though I live to the years of Methusalem ; but there the mischief 
lies, we have brains enough, but we want the island." " Come, 
Sancho," said Don Quixote, " hope for the best ; trust in provi- 
dence ; all will be well, and pernaps better than you imagine ; 
but know, there is not a leaf on any tree that can be moved with- 
out the permission of Heaven." " That is very true," said Car- 
rasco ; "and I dare say Sancho shall not want a thousand islands 
to govern, much less one ; that is, if it be Heaven's will." "Why 
not ?" quoth Sancho ; " I have seen governors in my time who, 
to my thinking, could not come up to me passing the sole of my 
shoes; and yet, forsooth, they were called *your honour,' and they 
eat their victuals all in silver." " Ay," said Carrasco, " but these 
were none of your governors of islands, but of other easy govern- 
ments : why, man, these ought at least to know their grammar." 
" Gramercy, for that," quoth Sancho; " give me but a grey mare* 
once, and I shall know her well enough, I'll warrant ye. But 
leaving the government in the hands of him that will best provide 
for me, I must tell you. Master Bachelor Samson Carrasco, I am 
huge glad that, as your author has not forgot me, so he has not 

fiven an ill character of me ; for by the laith of a trusty squire, 
ad he said any thing that did not Decome a Christian as I am, I 
had rung him such a peal that the deaf should have heard me." 
**That were a miracle," said Carrasco. " Miracle me no mira- 
cles," cried Sancho ; "let every man take care how he talks, or 
how he writes of other men, and not set down at random, higgle* 
de-piggledy, whatever comes into his noddle." 

" The author," continued Carrasco, " has made every thing so 
plain, that there is nothing in that book but what any one may 
understand. Children handle it, youngsters read it, grown men 
understand it, and old people applaud it. In short, it is univer- 
sally so thumbed, so gleaned, so studied, and so known, that if 
the people do but see a lean horse, they presently cry, * There 

* This jingle of the words grammar^ gramercy^ and grey mare, is 
in imitation of the original, which would not admit of a literal trans- 
lation. 
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goes Rozinante.' But none apply themselves to the reading of it 
more than your pages ; there is never a nobleman's antecham- 
ber where you shall not find a Don Quixote. No sooner has one 
laid it down, but another takes it up. One asks for it here, and 
there it is snatched up by another. In a word, it is esteemed the 
most pleasant and least dangerous diversion that ever was seen."^ 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

The discourse continued; also the wise and pleasant dialogue between 
Sancho Panza and Teresa Panza his w\fe ; together with other pas- 
sages worthy of happy memory. 

During this discourse Rozinante's neighing reached the ears of 
the party. Don Quixote took this for a lucky omen, and re- 
solved to set out upon another sally within three or four days. 
He discovered his resolutions to the bachelor, and consulted him 
to know which way to steer his course. The bachelor advised 
him to take the road of Saragossa, in the kingdom of Arragon, a 
solemn tournament being shortly to be performed at that city 
on St. George's festival ; where, by worsting all the Arragonian 
champions, ne might win immortal honour, since to out-tUt 
them would be to outrival all the knights in the universe. He 
applauded his matchless courage, but withal admonished him not 
to oe so desperate in exposin? himself to dangers, since his life 
was not his own, but theirs who in distress stood in want of his 
assistance and protection. ''That is it now," quoth Sancho, 
" that makes me some times ready to run mad, Mr. Bachelor, 
for my master makes no more to set upon an hundred armed 
men than a young hungry tailor to guttle down half a dozen of 
cucumbers. Surely, Mr. Bachelor, there is a time to retreat as 
well as a time to advance ; for I have heard some body say, and, 
if I am not mistaken, it was my master himself, that valour lies 
just between rashness and cowheartedness ; and if it be so, I 
would not have him run away without there is a reason for it, 
nor would I have him fall on when there is no good to be got by 
it. But, above all things, I would have him to know, if he has 
a mind I should go with him, that the bargain is, he shall fight 

1 The extraordinary popularity of this work in Spain is exemplified in 
a story told in the life of Philip III. The king, stsinding one day on the 
balcony of his palace of Madrid, observed a student at a distance with a 
book in his hand, which he was reading — every now and then he struck 
his forehead, accompanied with convulsions of laughter. " That student," 
said the king, ** is either out of his wits, or is reading the History oj 
Don Quixote" 

k2 
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for U8 both, and that I am tied to nothing but to look after him 
and his victuals and clothes. So far as this comes to, I will fetch 
and carry like any water-spaniel ; but to think I will lug out my 
sword, though it be but against poor rogues, and sorry shirks, 
and hedge-birds, in troth I must beg ms diversion. For my 
part, Mr. Bachelor, it is not the fame of being thought valiant 
that I aim at, but that of being deemed the very best and trustiest 
squire that ever followed the heels of a knight-errant. And if, 
alter all my services, my master Don Quixote will be so kind as 
to give me one of those many islands which his worship says he 
shdl light on, I shall be much beholden to him ; but if he does 
not, ^hy then I am born, do you see, and one man must not 
live to rely on another. Mayhaps the bread I shall eat without 
government will go down more savourily than if I were a go- 
vernor ; and what do I know but that the devil is providing me 
one of these j^overnments for a stumbling-block, that I may 
stumble and mil ? I was born Sancho, and Sancho I mean to 
die ; and yet for all that, if fairly and squarely, with little trouble 
and less danger. Heaven would bestow on me an island, or some 
such like matter, 1 am no such fool neither, do ye see, as to re- 
fuse a good thing when it is offered me. No, I remember the old 
saying ; * when the ass is given thee, run and take him by the 
halter ;' and ^ when good luck knocks at the door, let him in^ and 
keep him there." 

** My friend Sancho," said Carrasco, " you have spoken like 
any university professor. However, trust in Heaven's bounty, 
and the noble Don Quixote, and he may not only give thee an 
island, but even a kingdom." " One as likely as the other," 
quoth Sancho: "and yet let me tell you, Mr. Bachelor, the 
kingdom which my master is to give me you shall not find it 
thrown into an old sack ; for I have felt my own pulse, and find 
myself sound enough to rule kingdoms and govern islands : I 
have told my master as much before now." And so saymg 
Sancho went to get everything ready for his journey. 

Sancho came home so cheerful and so merry, that his wife 
was impatient to know the cause. " My dear," cried she, " what 
makes you so merry ?" " I should be more merry, my chuck," 
quoth Sancho, " would but Heaven so order it that I were not so 
well pleased as I seem to be." " You speak riddles, husband," 
quoth she ; " I don't know what you mean by saying you should 
be more merry if you were not so well pleased j for, though I 
am silly enough, 1 cannot think a man can take pleasure in not 
being pleased." "Look ye, Teresa," quoth Sancho, "I am 
merry because I am once more going to serve my master Don 
Quixote, who is resolved to have another frolic, and go a hunting 
after adventures, and I must go with him. What should I lie 
starving at home for ? The hopes of finding another parcel of 
gold like that we spent rejoices my heart ; out then it grieves 
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me to leave thee and those sweet babes of ours ; and would Hea- 
ven but be pleased to let me live at home dry-shod, in peace and 
quietness, without gadding over hill and dale, through brambles 
and briers, why then it is clear that my mirth would be more 
firm and sound, since my present gladness is mingled with a 
sorrow to part with thee. And so I have made out what I said, 
that I should be merrier if I did not seem so well pleased." 

** Look you, Sancho," quoth the wife ; " ever since you have 
been a member of a knight-errant you talk so round about the 
bush that nobody can understand you." " Never mind," quoth 
Sancho ; ** only be sure you look carefully after Dapple for these 
three days, that he may be in good case and fit to bear* arms ; 
double his pittance, look out his pannel and all his harness, and 
let every thing be set to rights ; for we are not going to a wed- 
ding, but to roam about the world, and to make our party good 
with giants, and dragons, and hobgoblins, and to hear nothing 
but hissing, and yelling, and roaring, and howling, and bellow- 
ing ; all which would be but sugar-plums, if we were not to meet 
with Yanguesian carriers, and enchanted Moors." " Nay, as for 
that, husband," quoth Teresa, ** I am apt enough to thmk you 
squires-errant don't eat their masters' bread for nothing ; and 
therefore it shall be my daily prayer that you may quickly be 
Ireed from that plaguy trouble." ** Troth, wife," quoth Sancho, 
** were not I in hopes to see myself ere long governor of an island, 
on my conscience I should not stir one inch from my own home." 
** Look ye, my dear," continued Teresa ; " if it should be thy good 
luck to get a government, prithee do not forget thy wife and 
children. Take notice that little Sancho is already full fifteen, and 
it is high time he went to school, if his uncle the abbot mean to 
leave him something in the church. Then there is Mary Sancho, 
your daughter ; I dare say the burden of wedlock will never be the 
death of her, for I shrewdly guess she wishes as much for a hus- 
band as you for a government." " If it be Heaven's will," quoth 
Sancho, " that I get any thing by government, I will see and match 
Mary Sancho so well that shesnGul at least be called 'my lady.'" 
** By no means, husband," cried the wife ; " let her match with her 
match; if from clouted shoes you set her upon high heels, and 
from her coarse russet coat you nut her into a fardingale, and 
from plain Moll and * thee' and * tnou,' go to call her * madam,' 
and * your ladyship,' the poor girl won't know how to behave 
herself, but will make a thousand blunders, and shew her home- 
spun country breeding." " Tush !" answered Sancho, "it will be 
but two or three years' prenticeship ; and then you will see how 
strangely she will alter; 'your ladyship' and keeping of state 
will Income her as if they had been made for her ; — and suppose 
they should not, what is it to any body ? Let her be but a lady, 
and let what will happen." 

" Good Sancho,'' quoth the wife, " don't look above yourself \ 
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I say, keep to the proverb that says, * birds of a feather flock to- 
gether.' It would be a fine thing, I trow, for us to go and throw 
away our child on one of your lordlings, or right worshipfuls, who, 
when the toy should take him in the head, would find new names 
for her, and call her * country Joan,' * plough-jobber's brat,' and 
* spinner's web.' No, no, husband, I have not bred the girl up 
as I have done to throw her away at that rate, I will assure ye. 
Do thee but bring home money, and leave me to get her a hus- 
band. Why, there is Lope Tocho, old Joan Tocho's son, a hale 
jolly young fellow, and one whom we all know ; I have observed 
he casts a sheep's eye at the wench ; he is one of our inches, and 
will be a good match for her ; then we shall always have her 
under our wings, and be all as one, father and mother, children 
and grandchildren, and Heaven's peace and blessing will always 
be with us. But never talk to me of marrying her at your 
courts and great men's houses, where she will understand no- 
body, and nobody will understand her." "Why, foolish woman," 
cried Sancho, " have you not heard that * he who will not when he 
may, when he will he shall have nay ?' when good luck is knock- 
ing at our door, is it fit to shut him out? No, no, let us make 
hay while the sun shines, and spread our sails before this pro- 
sperous gale. Canst thou not perceive, thou senseless animal," 
said Sancho, going on, ^' that I ought to venture over head and 
ears to light on some good gainful government, that may free 
our ankles from the clogs of necessity, and marry Mary Sancho 
to whom we please ? Then thou wilt see how folks will call thee 
*my Lady Teresa Panza;' and thou wilt sit in the church with thy 
carpets and cushions, and lean and loll in state, though the best 
gentlewoman in the town burst with spite and envy. Go to, let 
us have no more of this ; Mary Sancho shall be a coimtess in 
spite of thy teeth, I say." 

" Well, then, to let this alone, all I have to say is this, if you 
hold still in the mind of being a governor, pray even take your 
son Sancho along with you, and henceforth train him up to 
your trade of governing ; for it is but fitting that the son should 
be brought up to the father's calling." " When once I am go- 
vernor," quoth Sancho, " I will send for him by the post, and I 
will send the money withal ; for I dare say I shall want none \ 
there never wants those that will lend governors money when 
they have none. But then be sure you clothe the boy so, that he 
may look not like what he is, but like what he is to be." '^ Send 
you but money," quoth Teresa, " and I will make him as fine as 
a May-day garland." " So then, wife," quoth Sancho, " I sup- 

Sose we are agreed that our Moll shall be a countess." ** The 
ay I see her a countess," quoth Teresa, " 1 reckon I lay her in 
her grave. However, I tell you again, even follow your own 
inventions ; you men will be masters, and we poor women are 
bom to bear the clog of obedience, though our husbands have no 
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more sense than a cuckoo.'' Here she fell a weeping as heartily 
as if she had seen her daughter already dead and buried. Sancho 
comforted her, and promised her, that though he was to make 
her a countess, yet ne would see and put it off as long as he 
could. Thus ended their dialogue, and he went back to Don 
Quixote to dispose every thing for a march. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

What passed between Don Quixote^ his Niece, and the Housekeeper ; 
being one of the most important chapters in the whole history. 

While Sancho Panza and his wife Teresa Cascajo had the fore- 
going dialogue, Don Quixote's niece and housekeeper were not 
idle, guessing by a thousand signs that the knight intended a third 
sally. Tlierefore they endeavoured by all possible means to divert 
him from his design ; but all in vain ; for it was but preaching to 
a rock, and hammering stubborn steel. " In short, sir," quoth 
the housekeeper, *Mf you will not be ruled, but will needs run 
wandering over hill and dale, seeking for mischief — for so I 
may well call the hopeful adventures which you go about — I will 
never leave complaining to Hedven and the king, till there is a 
stop put to it some way or other." 

" What answer Heaven will vouchsafe to give thee, I know 
not," answered Don Quixote ; " neither can I tell what return 
his majesty will make to thy petition. This I know, that were I 
king, I would excuse myself from answering the infinite number 
of impertinent memorials that disturb the repose of princes. I 
tell tnee, woman, among the many other fatigues which royalty 
sustains, it is one of the greatest to be obliged to hear^very one, 
and to give answer to all people. Therefore, pray trouble not 
his majesty with anything concerning me." " But pray, sir, tell 
me," replied she, "are there not amany knights in the king's 
court ?" " I must confess," said Don Quixote, " that, for the 
ornament, the grandeur, and the pomp of royalty, many knights 
are and ought to be maintained there." ** Why, then," said the 
woman, "would it not be better for your worship to be one of 
those brave knights who serve the king their master on foot in his 
court?" "Hear me, sweetheart," answered Don Quixote; "all 
knights cannot be courtiers, nor can all courtiers be knights- 
errant. There must be of all sorts in the world ; and though we 
were all to agree in the common appellation of knights, yet there 
would be a great difference between the one and the other. For 
your courtiers, without so much as stirring out of the shade and 
shelter of the court, can journey over all the universe inaisA.^^ 



190 DON QUIXOTE. 

without the expense and fatigue of travelling, without suflTering 
the inconveniencies of heat, cold, hunger, and thirst; while we 
who are the true knights-errant, exposed to all the inclemencies 
of heaven, by night and day, on foot as well as on horseback, 
measure the whole surface of the earth with our own feet. And 
further, the true knight-errant, though he met ten giants, whose 
tall aspiring heads not only touch but overtop the clouds, each of 
them stalking with prodigious leffs like huge towers, their sweep- 
ing arms like masts of mighty ships, each eye as large as a mill- 
wheel, and more fiery than a glass furnace ; yet he is so far from 
being afraid to meet them, that he must encounter them with 
a gentle countenance and an undaunted courage, — assail them, 
close with them, and if possible vanquish and destroy them all in 
an instant/' " Ah, dear uncle," said the niece, " have a care 
what you say ; all the stories of knights-errant are nothing but a 
pack of lies and fables, and deserve to be burnt, that the world 
may know them to be wicked, and nerverters of good manners.'' 
" Wert thou not my own sister's daughter," cried the Don, ** I 
would take such revenge for the blasphemy thou hast uttered, as 
would resound through the whole universe. Who ever heard of 
the like impudence ? That a young baggage, who scarce knows 
her bobbins from a bodkin, should presume to put in her oar, 
and censure the histories of the knights- errant ! What would Sir 
Amadis have said, had he heard this? He undoubtedly would 
have forgiven thee, for he was the most courteous and complaisant 
knight of his time, especially to the fair sex, being a ^reat pro- 
tector of damsels ; but thy words might have reached the ears 
of some that would have sacrificed thee to their indignation ; for 
all knights are not equally possessed of civility or good-nature ; 
neither are all those that assume the name of a disposition* suit- 
able to the function. Some indeed are of the right stamp, but 
others are either counterfeit, or of such an allay as cannot bear the 
touchstone^ though they deceive the sight. Inferior mortals there 
are who aim at knighthood, and strain to reach the height of 
honour; and high-bom knights there are, who seem fond of gro- 
velling in the dust, and bein^ lost in the crowd of inferior mor- 
tals : the first raise themselves by ambition or by virtue ; the 
last debase themselves by negligence or by vice ; so that there is 
need of a distinguishing understanding to judge between these 
two sorts of knights, so nearly allied in name, and so different in 
actions." — "Bless me, dear uncle," cried the niece, ^^that you 
should know so much as to be able, if there was occasion, to get 
up into a pulpit, or preach in the streets, and yet be so strangely 
mistaken as to fancy a man of your years can be strong and 
valiant, — that you can set every thing right, and force stubborn 
malice to bend, when you yourself stoop beneath the burden of 
age ; and what is yet more odd, that you are a knight, when it 
18 well known you are none ! For though some gentlemen may 
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be knights, a poor gentleman can hardly be so, because he cannot 
buy it.'' 

" You say well, niece," answered Don Quixote ; "and as to 
this last observation, I could tell you things that you would ad- 
mire at, concerning families ; but because I would not mix sacred 
things with profane, I wave the discourse. However, listen both 
of you ; and for your farther instruction know, that all the lineages 
and descents of mankind are reducible to these four heads : first, 
of those who, from a very small and obscure beginning, have 
raised themselves to a spreading and prodigious magnitude ; se- 
condly, of those who, deriving their greatness from a noble spring, 
still preserve the dignity and character of their original 8{)len- 
dour ; a third are those who, though they had large foundations, 
have ended in a point, like a pyramid, which by Tittle and little 
dwindles as it were into nothing, or next to nothing, in compari- 
son of its basis. Others there are (and those are the bulk of man- 
kind) who have neither a good beffinning, nor rational continu- 
ance, and whose ending shdl therefore be obscure : such are the 
common people — the plebeian race. The Ottoman family is an 
instance of the first sort, having derived their present greatness 
from the poor beginning of a base-bom shepherd. Of the second 
sort " 

But here somebody knocked at the door ; and being asked who 
it was, Sancho answered it was he. Whereupon the housekeeper 
slipped out of the way, not willing to see him, and the niece let 
him in. Don Quixote received him with open arms ; and locking 
themselves both in the closet, they had another dialogue as plea- 
sant as the former, the result of which was, that they resolved at 
once to proceed in their enterprise. 

With the approbation of Signor Carrasco, who was now the 
knight's oracle, it was decreed that they should set out at the 
expiration of three days ; in which time all necessaries should be 
provided, especiallv a whole helmet, which Don Qui:i^ote said he 
was resolvea by all means to purchase. Samson offered him one 
which he knew he could easily get of a friend, and which looked 
more dull with the mould and rust, than bright with the lustre of 
the steel. The niece and the housekeeper made a woful outcry, 
tore their hair, scratched their faces, and howled like common 
mourners at funerals, lamenting the knight's departure as it had 
been his real death, and abusing Carrasco most unmercifully. 
In short, Don Quixote and his squire having got all things m 
readiness — the one having pacified his wife, and the other his 
niece and housekeeper — towards the evening, without being 
seen by anybody but the bachelor, who would needs accom- 
pany them about half a league from the village, they set for- 
ward for Toboso. The knight mounted his Rozinante, and 
Sancho his trusty Dapple, his wallet well stuffed with provisions, 
and his purse with money, which Don Quixote gave him to 
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defray expenses. At last Samson took his leave, desiring the 
champion to give him, from time to time, an account of his 
success, that, according to the laws of friendship, he might 
sympathise in his good or evil fortune. Don Quixote made mm 
a promise, and then they parted ; Samson went home, and the 
knight and squire continued their journey for the great city of 
Toboso. 



CHAPTER XL. 

D<m QtUjpote^s success in his journey to visit the Lady Dulcinea del 
Toboso, 

Don Quixote and his squire were no sooner parted from the 
bachelor, but Rozinante be^an to neigh, and Dapple to bray; 
which both the knight and the squire interpreted as good omens, 
and most fortunate presages of their success ; though the truth 
of the story is, that as Dapple's braying exceeded Rozinante's 
neighing, ^ancho concluded that his fortune should out-rival and 
eclipse his master's ; which inference I will not say he drew from 
some principles injudicial astrology, in which he was undoubtedly 
well grounded, though the history is silent in that particular; 
however, it is recorded of him that oftentimes upon the falling or 
stumbling of his ass, he wished he had not gone abroad that day, 
and from such accidents prognosticated nothing but dislocation 
of joints and breaking of ribs ; and notwithstanding his foolish 
character, this was no bad observation. ^^ Friend Sancho," said 
Don Quixote to him, " I find the approaching night will over- 
take us ere we can reach Toboso, where, before I enter upon any 
expedition, I am resolved to pay my vows, receive my bene- 
diction, and take my leave of the peerless Dulcinea ; being assured 
after that of a happy issue in the most dangerous adventures ; 
for nothing in this world inspires a knight-errant with so much 
valour as the smiles and favourable aspect of his mistress." " I 
am of your mind," quoth Sancho ; " but I am afraid, sir, you 
will hardly come at her to speak with her, at least not to meet 
her in a place where she may give you her blessinff, unless she 
throw it over the mud-wall of the yard, where I first saw^ her 
when I carried her the news of your pranks in the midst of Siena 
Morena." "Mud-wall, dost thou say?" cried Don Quixote: 
*^ mistaken fool, that wall could have* no existence but in thy 
muddy understanding ; it is a mere creature of thy dirty fiemcj ; 
for that ncver-duly-celebrated paragon of beauty and gentility 
was then undoubtedly in some court, in some stately gSlery or 
walk; or, as it is properly called, in some sumptuous and royal 
palace." *^ It may be so," said Sancho, " though, so far as I can 
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remember, it seemed to me neither better nor worse than a mud- 
•wall.'* " It is no matter," replied the knight, " let us go thither ; 
I will visit my dear Dulcinea ; let me but see her, though it be 
over a mud- wall, through a chink of a cottage, or the pales of a 
earden, at a lattice, or anywhere; which way soever the least 
Beam from her bright eyes reaches mine, it will so enlighten my 
mind, so fortify my heart, and invigorate every faculty of my 
being, that no mortal will be able to rival me in prudence and 
valour." " Troth ! sir," quoth Sancho, ** when I beheld that 
same sun of a lady, methought it did not shine so bright as to 
cast for^ any beams at all ; but mayhaps the reason was, that 
the duvst of the grain she was winnowing raised a cloud about her 
face, and made her look somewhat dull." '^ I tell thee a^ain, 
fool," said Don Quixote, '^ thy imagination is dusty and toul ; 
will it never be beaten out of thy stupid brain, that my lady 
Duloinea was winnowing ? Are such exercises used by persons 
of her quality, whose recreations are always noble, and such as 
display aa air of greatness suitable to their birth and dienity ? 
Can'st thoH not remember the verses of our poet, when he re- 
coants the employments of the four nymphs at their crystal man- 
sions, when they advanced their heads above the streams of the 
lovely Tagtts, and sat upon the grass working those rich em- 
broideries, where silk and gold, and pearl embossed, were so 
eurioosly interwoven, and which that ingenious bard so artfully 
describes ? So was my princess employed when she blessed thee 
with her sight ; but the envious malice of some base necromancer 
fascinated thy sight, as it represents whatever is most grateful to 
me in different and displeasing shapes. And this makes me fear 
that if the history of my achievements, which they tell me is in 
print, has been written by some magician who is no well-wisher 
to my glory, he has undoubtedly delivered many things with 
partiality, misrepresented my life, inserting a hundred falsehoods 
for one truth, and diverting himself with the relation of idle 
stories, foreign to the purpose, and unsuitable to the character 
of a true history, O envy ! envy I thou gnawing worm of virtue, 
and spring of infinite mischiefs I there is no other vice, my Sancho, 
but pleads some pleasure in its excuse ; but envy is always at- 
tended by disgust, rancour, and distracting rage." " I am much 
of your mind," said Sancho ; " and I thmk, in the same book 
which neighbour Carrasco told us he had read of our lives, the 
story makes bold with my credit, and has handled it at a strange 
rate, and has dragged it about the kennels, as a body may say. 
Well now, as I am an honest man, I never spoke an ill word of a 
magician in my bom days; and I think they need not envy my 
condition so much. The truth is, I am somewhat malicious ; I 
have my roguish tricks now and then ; but I was ever counted 
more fool than knave for all that, and so indeed I was bred and 
born ; and if there were nothing else in me but iny Telv^vwv — Hsst 

s 
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I firmly believe whatever our holy Church believes, and I hate 
the infidels mortally — these same historians should take pity on 
me, and spare me a little in their books. But let them say on to 
the end of the chapter ; naked I came into the world, and naked 
must go out. It is all a case to Sancho, I can neither win nor 
lose by the bargain : and so my name be in print, and handed 
about, I care not a fig for the worst they can say of me." " What 
thou say est, Sancho,'' answered Don Quixote, '" puts me in mind 
of a story. A celebrated poet of our time wrote a very scurrUous 
and abusive lampoon upon all the intriguing ladies of the court, 
forbearing to name one, as not being sure whether she deserved to 
be put into the catalogue or not ; but the lady not finding herself 
there, was not a little afironted at the omission, and made a great 
complaint to the poet, asking him what he had seen in her, that 
he should leave her out of his list ; desiring him at the same time 
to enlarge his satire and put her in, or expect to hear farther 
from her. The author obeyed her commands, and gave her a 
character with a vengeance ; and to her great satisfaction made 
her as famous for infamy as any woman about the town. Such 
another story is that of Diana's temple, one of the seven wonders 
of the world, burnt by an obscure fellow merely to eternise bis 
name ; which, in spite of an edict that enjoined all people never 
to mention it, either by word of mouth or in writing, yet is still 
known to have been Erostratus. The story of the great Empel^r 
Charles the Fifth and a Roman knight, upon a certain occasion, 
is much the same. The emperor had a great desire to see the 
famous temple once called the Pantheon, but now more happily 
the church of All Saints. It is the only entire edifice remaining 
of heathen Home, and that which best gives an idea of the glory 
and magnificence of its great founders. It is built in the shape 
of a half orange, of a vast extent, and very lightsome; though it 
admits no light but at one window, or, to speak more properly, at 
a round aperture on the top of the roof. The emperor being got 
up thither, and looking down from the brink upon the fabric, 
with a Koman knight by him, who shewed all the beauties of that 
vast edifice : after they were gone from the place, says the knight, 
addressing the emperor, ' It came into my head a thousand times, 
sacred sir, to embrace your majesty, and cast myself with you 
from the top of the church to the bottom, that I might thus pur- 
chase an immortal name.' * I thank you,' said the emperor, ' for 
not doing it ; and for the future I will give you no opportunity to 
put your loyalty to such a test. Therefore I banish you my pre- 
sence for ever.' Which done, he bestowed some considerable 
favour on him. I tell thee, Sancho, this desire of honour is a 
strange bewitching thing. What dost thou think made Horatius, 
armed at all points, plunge headlong from the bridge into the 
rapid Tiber ? What prompted Curtius to leap into the profound 
tiamiDg gulf? What made Mutius bum his band ? What 
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forced Csesar over the Rubicon, spite of all the omens that dis- 
suaded his passage ? And to instaace a more modem example, 
what made the undaunted Spaniards sink their ships when under 
the most courteous Cortez, but that scorning the stale honour of 
this so often conquered world, thev sought a maiden glory in a 
new scene of victory ? These, and a multiplicity of other ^eat 
actions, are owing to the immediate thirst and desire of fame, 
which mortals expect as the proper price and immortal recom- 
pense of their great actions. But we that are Christian catholic 
Kniehts-errant must fix our hopes upon a higher reward, placed 
in tne eternal and celestial regions, where we may expect a per- 
manent honour and complete happiness ; not like the vanity of 
fame, which at best is but the shadow of great actions, and must 
necessarily vanish, when destructive time has eat away the sub- 
stance which it followed. So, my Sancho, since we expect a 
Christian reward, we must suit our actions to the rules of Chris- 
tianity. In giants we must kill pride and arrogance ; but our 
freatest foes, and whom we must chiefly combat, are within. 
Invy we must overcome by generosity and nobleness of soul ; 
anger, by a reposed and easy mind; riot and drowsiness, by 
yieilance and temperance ; and sloth, by our indefatigable pere- 
grinations through the universe, to seek occasions of military 
as well as Christian honours. This, Sancho, is the road to lasting 
fame, and a good and honourable renown.'* 

In such discourses as these the knight and squire passed the 
night and the whole succeeding day, without encountering any 
occasion to signalise themselves ; at which Don Quixote was very 
much concerned. At last, towards evening the next day, they 
discovered the goodly city of Toboso, which revived the knight^s 
spirits wonderfully, but had a quite contrary effect on his squire, 
because he did not know the house where Dulcinea lived any 
more than his master. So that the one was mad till he saw her, 
and the other very melancholic and disturbed in mind because he 
had never seen her ; nor did he know what to do, should his mas- 
ter send him to Toboso. However, as Don Quixote would not 
make his entry in the daytime, they spent the evening among 
some oaks not far distant from the place, till the prefixed moment 
came ; then they entered the city, where they met with adven- 
tures indeed. 



196 DON QUIXOTE. 



CHAPTER XLI. 

That gives an account of things which gou will know when gou have 
read it. 

The sable night had spun out half her course, when Don Quix- 
ote and Sancho entered Toboso. A profound silence reigned over 
all the town, and the inhabitants were fast asleep, and stretched 
out at their ease. Nothing disturbed the general tranquillity 
but now and then the barking of dogs, that wounded Don Quix- 
ote's ears, but more poor Sancho's heart. Sometimes an ass 
brayed, hogs grunted, cats mewed ; which jarring mixture of 
sounds was not a little augmented by the stillness and serenity of 
the night, and filled the enamoured champion's head with a thou- 
sand inauspicious chimeras. Nevertheless he said, ^^ Sancho, lead 
on to Dulcinea's palace ; it is possible we may find her awake.'' 
" To what palace ?" answered Sancho ; ^' that in which I saw her 
highness was but a little mean house." " It was, I suppose, some 
small apartment of her castle which she had retired to," said the 
knight, '^ to amuse herself with her damsels, as is usual with great 
ladies and princesses." " Since your worship," quoth Sancho, 
^' will needs have my Lady Dulcinea's house to be a castle, is this 
an hour to find the gates open ?" *^ First, however, let us find 
this castle," replied Don Quixote, " and then I will tell thee how 
to act; — but look, my eyes deceive me, or that huge dark pile 
yonder must be Dulcinea's palace." "Then lead on, sir," said 
Sancho ; " it may be so ; though, if I were to see it with my eyes, 
I will believe it just as much as that it is now day." 

The Don led the way, and having gone about two hundred 
paces, he came up to the edifice which cast the dark shade ; and 
perceiving a large tower, he soon found that the building was no 
palace, but the principal church of the place ; whereupon he taid, 
** We are come to the church, Sancho." "I see we are," an- 
swered Sancho ; " and pray God we be not come to our graves ; 
for it is no good si^ to be rambling about churchyards at such 
hours, and especially since I have already told your worship that 
this same lady's house stands in a blind alley." " Blockhead !" 
said the knight ; " where hast thou ever found castles and royal 
palaces built in blind alleys ?" " Sir," saia Sancho, " each 
country has its customs ; so perhaps it is the fashion here to build 
your palaces in alleys ; and so I beseech your worship to let me 
look among these lanes and alleys just before me ; and perhaps I 
may pop upon this same palace, which I wish I may see devoured 
by dogs for bewildering us at this rate." " Speak with more 
respect, Sancho, of what regards my lady," said Don Quixote ; 
" let us keep our holidays in peace, and not throw the rope after 
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the bucket/' " I will curb myself/' answered Saucbo ; " but I 
cannot think that, though I have seen the house but once, your 
worship will needs have me find it at midnight, when you cannot 
find it yourself, though you must have seen it thousands of 
times." " Thou wilt make me desperate, Sancho," quoth Don 
Quixote ; " come hither, heretic ; have I not told thee a thousand 
times that I never saw the peerless Dulcinea in my life, nor ever 
stepped over the threshold of her palace, and that I am enamoured 
by report alone, and the great fame of her wit and beauty V "I 
hear it now,'' said Sancho ; " and to tell the truth, I have seen 
her just as much as your worship." " How can that be ?" cried 
Don Quixote ; *' didst thou not tell me that thou sawest her win- 
nowing wheat ?" " Take no heed of that, sir," replied the squire ; 
" for the fact is, her message, and the sight of her too, were both 
by hearsay, and I can no more tell who the Lady Dulcinea is 
than I can buffet the moon." " Sancho, Sancho," answered 
Don Quixote, '* there is a time to jest, and a time when jests are 
unseasonable. What I because I say that I never saw nor spoke 
to the mistress of my soul, must thou say so likewise, when thou 
knowest it to be untrue ?" 

They were here interrupted by the approach of a man with 
two mules ; and by the sound of a ploughshare, our travellers 
rightly guessed that he was a husbandman. The country-fellow 
baying now come up to them, Don Quixote said to him, "Good- 
morrow, honest friend ; canst thou direct me to the palace of the 
peerless princess, Donna Dulcinea del Toboso?" "Sir," an- 
swered the fellow, " I am a stranger here ; for I have been but a 
few days in the service of a farmer of this town. But the parish 
priest, or the sexton across the road, can give your worship an 
account of that same lady princess; for they keep a register of all 
the inhabitants of Toboso ; not that I think there is any princess 
living here, though there are several great ladies that mav every 
one be a princess in her own house." " Among those, friend," 
said the Don, " may be her for whom I am inquiring." " Not 
unlikely," said the ploughman, '^ and so God speed you ; for it 
will soon be daybreak." Then pricking on his mules, he waited 
for no more questions. 

Sancho seeing his master perplexed, said to him, " Sir, the 
day comes on apace, and we snail soon have the sun upon us ; 
so I think we had» better get out of this place, and, while your 
worship takes shelter in some wood, I will leave not a corner un- 
searched for this house, castle, or palace of my lady ; and it shall 
o hard with mo but I find it ; and as soon^as I have done so, 
will speak to her ladyship, and tell her where your worship 
is waiting her orders and directions how you may see her without 
damage to her honour and reputation." " Sancho," quoth Don 
Quixote, " thou hast uttered a thousand sentences in a few words. 
Thy counsel I relish much, and shall most willingly follow it. 

s2 
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Come on, and let us seek for some shelter : then shalt thou return 
and seek out my lady, from whose discretion and courtesy I ex- 

Eect more than miraculous favours/' Sancho was impatient till 
e got his master out of the town, lest his tricks should be detect^ ; 
he therefore hastened on, and when they had gone about two 
miles, the knight retired to a shady grove, while the squire re- 
turned in quest of the Lady Dulcinea ; on which embassy things 
occurred well worthy of credit and renewed attention. 



. CHAPTER XLII. 

W?t€rein is related the stratagem practised by Sancho^ of enchanting the 
Ladg Dulcinea ; with other events no less ludicrous than true. 

The knight's frenzy appears now to be carried to an excess be- 
yond all conception. Having retired into a grove near the city 
of Toboso, he despatched Sancho with orders not to return into his 
presence till he had spoken to his lady, beseeching her that she 
would be pleased to grant her captive Knight permission to wait 
upon her, and that she would deign to bestow on him her bene- 
diction, whereby he might secure complete success in all his en- 
counters and arduous enterprises. Sancho promised to return 
with an answer no less favourable than that which he had formerly 
brought him. " Go then, son," replied Don Quixote, " and be 
not in con&sion when thou standest in the blaze of that sun of 
beauty. Happy thou above all the squires in the world ! Deeply 
impress on thy memory the particulars of thy reception — ^whetner 
she changes colour while thou art delivering thy embassy, and 
betrays agitation on hearing my name ; whether her cushion can- 
not hold her, if perchance thou shouldst find her seated on the 
rich Estrado ; or, if standing, mark whether she is not obliged 
to sustain herself sometimes upon one foot and sometimes upon 
the other ; whether she repeats her answer to thee three or 4>ar 
times : in short, observe all her actions and motions ; for by an 
accurate detail of them I shall be enabled to penetrate into the 
secret recesses of her heart touching the affair of my love ; for let 
me tell thee, Sancho, that with lovers the external actions and 
gestures are couriers, which bear authentic 1|plings of what is 
passing in the interior of the soul. Go, friend, and be thou more 
successful than my anxious heart will bode during the painful 
period of thy absence." " I will go, and return quickly," quoth 
Sancho. " In the mean time, good sir, cheer up, and remember 
the saying, that ^ A good heart breaks bad luck ;' and ^ If there is 
no hook, there is no bacon ;' and ^ Where we least expect it, the hare 
starts :' this I say, because, though we could not find the castle or 
palace of my Lady Dulcinea in the dark, now that it is daylight 
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I reckon I shall soon find it, and then — let me alone to deal with 
her." " Verily, Sancho," quoth Don Quixote, " thou do8t apply 
thy proverbs most happily ; yet Heaven grant me better luck in 
the attainment of my hopes V* 

Sancho now switched his Dapple and set off, leaving Don 
Quixote on horseback, resting on his stirrups and leaning on his 
lance, full of melancholy and confused fancies, where we will leave 
him and attend Sancho Panza, who departed no less perplexed 
and thoughtful ; insomuch that, after he had got out of the grove, 
and looked behind him to ascertain that his master was out of 
sight, he alighted, and, sitting down at the foot of a tree, he be- 
gan to hold a parley with himself. '^ Tell me now, brother San- 
cho," quoth he, " whither is your worsWij going ? Are you going 
to seek some ass that is lost ?" " No verily." " Then what are 
you going to seek ?" " Why I go to look for a thing of nothing 
— a princess, the sun of oeauty, and all heaven together!" 
" Well, Sancho, and where think you to find all this ?" " Where ? 
In the great city of Toboso." " Very well; and pray who sent 
you on this errand ?" " Why the renowned knight Don Quixote 
de la Mancha, who redresses wrongs, and gives drink to the 
hungry and meat to the thirsty." ^^ All this is mighty well ; and 
do you know her house, Sancho?" ^' My master says it must 
be some royal palace or stately castle." " And have you ever 
seen her?" "Neither I nor my master have ever seen her! 
— Well," continued he, " there is a remedy for evcrjr thing but 
death, who, in spite of our teeth, will have us in his clutches. 
This master of mine, I can plainly see, is mad enough for a 
strait waistcoat ; and, in truth, I am not much better ; nav, I 
am worse, in following and serving him, if there is any truth in 
the proverb, ' Shew me who thou art with, and I will tell thee 
what thou art ;' or in the other, * Not with whom thou wert bred, 
but with whom thou art fed.' He then being in truth a madman, 
and so mad as frequently to mistake one thing for another, and 
not know black from white ; as plainly appeared when he cialled 
the windmills giants, mules dromedaries, and the fiock of sheep 
armies of fighting men, with many more things to the same tune ; 
this being the case, I say, it will not be very difficult to make him 
believe that a country girl (the first I light upon) is the Lady 
Dulcinea ; and, should he not believe it, I will swear to it ; and if 
he swears, I will #itswear him ; and if he persists, I will persist 
the more : so that mine shall still be uppermost, come what will of 
it. By this plan I may perhaps tire nim of sending me on such 
errand ; or he may take it into his head that some wicked en- 
chanter has changed his lady's form, out of pure spite." 

This project set Sancho^s spirit at rest, and he reckoned his 
business as good as half done ; so he stayed where he was till 
towards evening, that Don Quixote might suppose him travelling 
on his mission. Fortunately for him, just as he was going to 
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mount his Dapple, he espied three country girls coming from 
Toboso, each mounted on a young ass. Sancho no sooner got 
sight of them than he rode back at a good pace to seek his mas- 
ter Don Quixote, whom he found breathing a thousand sighs and 
amorous lamentations. When Don Quixote saw him, he said, 
" Well, friend Sancho, am I to mark this day with a white or a 
black stone V " Your worship,'* answered Sancho, " had better 
mark it with red ochre !" " Thou bringest me good news, then ?" 
cried Don Quixote. " So good,'* answered Sancho, " that your 
worship has only to clap spurs to Rozinante, and get out upon 
the plain to see the lady Dulcinea del Toboso, who, with a couple 
of her damsels, is coming to pay your worship a visit." •* Gra- 
cious Heaven !" exclaimed Don Quixote, " what dost thou say? 
Take care that thou beguilest not my real sorrow by a counter- 
feit joy." " What should I get,'' answered Sancho, *' by deceiv- 
ing your worship, only to be found out the next moment ? Come, 
sir, put on, and you will see the princess, our mistress, all arrayed 
and adorned — in short, like herself. She and her damsels are 
one blaze of flaming gold ; all strings of pearls, all diamonds, all 
rubies, all cloth of tissue above ten liands deep ; their hair loose 
about their shoulders, like so many sunbeams blowing about in 
the wind; and, what is more, they come mounted upon three 
pyed belfreys, the finest yon ever laid eyes on." " Palfreys, 
thou wouldst say, Sancho," quoth Don Quixote. " Well, well," 
answered Sancho, "belfreys and palfreys are much the same 
thing ; but let them be mounted how they will, they are sure the 
finest creatures one would wish to see, especially my mistress 
the princess Dulcinea, who dazzles one's senses," " Let us go, 
son Sancho," answered Don Quixote ; " and, as a reward for this 
welcome news, I bequeath to thee the choicest spoils I shall gain 
in my next adventure." 

They were now got out of the wood, and saw the three girls 
very near. Don Quixote looked eagerly along the road towards 
Toboso, and, seeing nobody but the three girls, he asked Sancho, 
in much agitation, whether they were out of the city when be 
left them. " Out of the city I" answered Sancho ; " are your 
worship's eyes in the nape of your neck, that you do not see 
them now before you, shining like the sun at noon-day ?" " I 
see only three country girls," answered Don Quixote, " on three 
asses." "Now, keep me from mischief!" answered Sancho; 
"is it possible that three belfreys, or how do you call then)) 
white as the driven snow, should look to you like asses ? As I 
am alive, you shall pluck off this beard of mine if it be so." " I 
tell thee, friend Sancho," answered Don Quixote, " that it is as 
certain they are asses as that I am Don Quixote and thou Sancho 
Panza; at least so they seem to me." "Sir," quoth Sancho, 
" say not such a thing ; but snuff those eyes of yours, and come 
and pay reverence to the mistress of your soul." So saying ho 
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advanced forward to meet the peasant girls ; and, alighting from 
Dapple, he laid hold of one of their asses by the halter, and, 
bending both knees to the ground, said to the girl, '^Queen^ 
princess, and duchess of beauty, let your haughtiness and great- 
ness be pleased to receive into your grace and good-liking your 
captive knight, who stands there turned into stone, all disorder 
and without any pulse, to find himself before your magnificent 
presence. I am Sancho Panza, his squire, and he is that wav- 
wom knight Don Quixote de la Mancha, otherwise called the 
Knight of the Sorrowful Figure." 

Don Quixote had now placed himself on his knees by Sancho, 
and with wild and staring eyes surveyed her whom Sancho called 
his queen ; and seeing nothing but a peasant girl, with a broad 
face, flat nose, coarse and homely, he was so confounded that he 
could not open his lips. The girls were also surprised to find 
themselves stopped by two men so difierent in aspect, and both 
on their knees ; but the lady who was stopped, breaking silence, 
said in an angry tone, " Get out of the road, plague on ye I and 
let us pass by, for we are in haste." " O princess and universal 
lady ofToboso!" cried Sancho, "is not your magnificent heart 
melting to see, on his knees before your sublimated presence, 
the pillar and prop of knight-errantry ?" " Hey day ! what's 
here to do ?" cried another of the girls ; ** look how your small 
gentry come to jeer us poor country girls, as if we could not give 
them as good as they bring ; go, get off about your business, and 
let us mind ours, and so speed you well." "Rise, Sancho," 
said Don Quixote, on hearing this; "for I now perceive that 
fortune, not yet satisfied with persecuting me, has barred every 
avenue whereby relief might come to this wretched soul I bear 
about me. And thou, O extreme of all that is valuable, summit 
of human perfection, thou sole balm to this disconsolate heart 
that adores thee, though now some wicked enchanter spreads 
clouds and cataracts over my eves, changing, and to them only, 
thy peerless beauty into that of a poor rustic ; if he has not con- 
verted mine also into that of some goblin, to render it horrible to 
thy view, bestow on me one kind look, and let this submissive 
posture, these bended knees, before thy disguised beauty, declare 
the humility with which my soul adores thee I" " Marry come 
up," quoth the girl, " with your idle gibberish ! get on with you, 
and let us go, and we shall take it kindly." Sancho now let go 
the halter, delighted that he had come off so well with his con- 
trivance. The imaginary Dulcinea was no sooner at liberty than, 
pricking her beast with a sharp-pointed stick which she held in 
her hand, she scoured along the field ; but the ass, smarting more 
than usual under the goad, began to kick and wince in such a 
manner that down came the Lady Dulcinea to the ground. Don 
Quixote was proceeding to raise his enchanted mistress, but the 
lady saved him that trouble ; for immediately upon getting up 
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from the ground she retired three or four steps back, took a little 
run, then clapping both hands upon the ass's crupper, jumped 
into the saddle lighter than a falcon, and seated herself astride 
like a man. " By Saint Roque !" cried Sancho, *^ our lady mis- 
tress is lighter than a bird, and could teach the nimblest Cordo- 
van or Mexican how to mount : she springs into the saddle at a 
jump, and without the help of spurs, makes her palfrey run like 
a wild ass ; and her damsels are not a whit short of her, for they 
all fly like the wind V And this was the truth ; for Duicinea 
being remounted, the other two made after her at full speed, with- 
out looking behind them, for above half a league. 

Don Quixote followed them with his eyes as far as he was 
able ; and when they were out of sight, turning to Sancho, he 
said, ^* What dost thou think now, Sancho ? See how I am per- 
secuted by enchanters! Mark how far their malice extends, 
even to depriving me of the pleasure of seeing my mistress in her 
own proper form! Surely I was bom to be an example of 
wretchedness, and the butt and mark at which all the arrows of 
ill-fortune are aimed ! And thoti must have observed too, San- 
cho, that these traitors were not contented with changing and 
transforming the countenance of my Duicinea, but they must 
give her the base and uncouth figure of a country wench. But 
tell me, Sancho, that which to me appeared to be a pannel, was 
it a side-saddle or a pillion V " It was a side-saddle," answered 
Sancho, " with a field covering, worth half a kingdom for the 
richness of it." " And that I should not see all this !" exclaimed 
Don Quixote. " Again I say, and a thousand times will I rejieat 
it, I am the most unfortunate of men !" The sly rogue Sancho 
had much difficulty to forbear laughing to think how finely his 
master was gulled. After more dialogue of the same kind, they 
mounted their beasts again, and followed the road to Saragossa, 
still intending to be present at a solemn festival annually held in 
that city. But before they reached it, events befell them which, 
for their importance, variety, and novelty, well deserve to be re- 
corded and read. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

0/tIte strange adventure which befell the valorous Don Qutjeote wUh 
the cart, or Death'^s caravan, 

Don Quixote proceeded on his way at a slow pace, exceedingly 
pensive, musing on the base trick the enchanters had played him, 
in transforming his Lady Duicinea into the homely figure of a 
peasant wench ; nor could he devise any means of restoring her 
to her former state. In these meditations his mind was so 
absorbed, that, without perceiving it, the bridle dropped on 
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Rozinante's neck, who, taking advantage of the liberty thus 
given him, at every step turned aside to take a mouthful' of the 
fresh grass with which those parts abounded. Sancho endea- 
voured to rouse him. " Sorrow," said he, " was made for man, 
not for beasts, sir ; but if men give too much way to it, they 
become beasts. Take heart, sir ; recollect yourself, and gather 
up Rozinante's reins ; cheer up, awake, and shew that you have 
courage befitting a knight-errant ! Why are you so cast down ? 
Are we here or m France ? The welfare of a single knight-errant 
is of more consequence than all the enchantments ana transfor- 
mations on earth.'' " Peace, Sancho," cried Don Quixote, in 
no very faint voice ; ^' peace, I say, and utter no blasphemies 
against that enchanted lady, of whose disgrace and misfortune I 
am the sole cause, since they proceed entirely from the envy that 
the wicked bear to me." " So say I," quoth Sancho ; " for who 
saw her then and sees her now, his heart must melt with grief, I 
vow." 

Don Quixote would have answered Sancho, but was prevented 
by the passing of a cart across the road, full of the strangest- 
looking people imaginable ; it was without any awning above, or 
covering to the sides, and the carter who drove the mules had 
the appearance of a frightful demon. The first figure that caught 
Don Quixote's attention was that of Death with a human visage ; 
close to him sat an angel with large painted wings ; on the other 
side stood an emperor with a crown, seemingly of gold, on his 
head. At Death's feet sat the god Cupid, not blmdfold, but 
"with his bow, t|uiver, and arrows ; a knight also appeared among 
them in complete armour ; only instead of a morion, or casque, 
he wore a hat with a large plume of feathers of divers colours ; 
and there were several other persons of equal diversity in appear- 
ance. Such a sight, coming thus abruptly upon them, somewhat 
startled Don Quixote, and the heart of Sancho was struck with 
dismay. But with the knight surprise soon gave place to joy ; 
for he anticipated some new and perilous adventure ; and unaer 
this impression, with a resolution prepared for any danger, he 
planted himself just before the cart, and cried out in a loud me- 
nacing voice, " Carter, coachman, or devil, or whatever be thy 
denomination, tell me instantly what thou art, whither going, 
and who are the persons thou conveyest in that vehicle, which by 
its freight looks like Charon's ferry-boat?" To which the man 
calmly replied, "Sir, we are travelling players, belonging to 
Angulo el Malo*s company. To-day being the Octave of Corpus 
Christi, we have been performing a piece representing the ' Cortes 
of Death ;' this evening we are to play it again in the village just 
before us ; and, not having far to go, we travel in the dresses of 
our parts to save trouble. This young man represents Death ; 
he an angel; that woman, who is our author's wife, plays a 
queen ; the other a soldier ; this one an emperor ; and I am the 
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devil, one of the principal personages of the drama ; for in tbis 
company I have all the chief parts. If your worship desires any 
further mformation, I am ready to answer you." " On the ftdtn 
of a knight," answered Don Quixote, ** when I first espied this cart 
I imagined some great adventure offered itself; but appearances 
are not always to be trusted. God be with you, good people ; 
go and perform your play ; and if there be any thing in which I 
may be of service to you, command me, for I will do it most 
readily, having been from my youth a great admirer of masques 
and theatrical representations." 

While they were speaking, one of the motley crew came up 
capering towards them, in an antic dress, frisking about with his 
morris-bells, and three ^U-blown ox-biadders tied to the end of 
a stick. Approaching the knight, he flourished his bladders in 
the air, and bounced them against the CTound close under the 
nose of Rozinante, who was so startled by the noise, that l>on 
Quixote lost all command over him, and having got the curb be^ 
tween his teeth, away he scampered over the plain, with more 
speed than might have been expected from such an assemblage 
of dry bones. Sancho, seeing his master's danger, leaped from 
Dapple and ran to his assistance ; but before his squire could 
reach him, he was upon the ground, and close by him Rozinante, 
who fell with his master, — the usual termination of Rozinante*s 
frolics. Sancho had no sooner dismounted to assist Don Quixote 
than the bladder-dancing fellow jumped upon Dapple, and thump- 
ing him with the bladders, fear at the noise, more than the smart, 
set him also flying over the field towards the village where they 
were goin^ to act. Thus Sancho, beholding at one and the same 
moment Dapple's fiigbt and his master's fall, was at a loss to 
which of the two duties he should first attend ; but, like a good 
squire and faithful servant, the love he bore to his master pre- 
vailed over his affection for his ass ; though as often as he saw the 
bladders hoisted in the air and fall on the body of his Dapple, be 
felt the pangs and tortures of death, and he would rather those 
blows had fsdlen on the apple of his own eyes, than on the least 
hair of his ass's tail. 

In this distress he came up to Don Quixote, who was in a 
much worse plight than he could have wished ; and as he helped 
him to get upon Rozinante, be said, " Sir, the devil has ran away 
with Dapple." " What devil?" demanded Don Quixote. " Be 
with the bladders," answered Sancho. " I will recover him," 
replied Don Quixote, *' though he should hide himself in 1^ 
deepest and darkest dungeon of his dominions. Follow me, San- 
cho ; for the cart moves but slowly, and the mules shall make 
compen!>ation for the loss of Dapple." ** Stay, sir," cried Sancho, 
** you may cool your anger, for I see the scoundrel has left Dapple, 
and gone his way." And so it was; for Dapple and the devil 
having tumbled, as well as Rozinante and his master, the merry 
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imp left him and made off on foot to the village, while Dapple 
turned back to his rightful owner. *' Nevertheless/' said Don 
Quixote, ^' it will not be amiss to chastise the insolence of this 
devil on some of his company, even upon the emperor himself/' 
"Good your worship," quoth Sancho, '< do not think of such a 
thing, but take my advice and never meddle with players ; for 
they are a people mightily beloved. I have seen a player taken 
up for two murders, and get off scot-free. As they are merry 
folks and give pleasure, every body favours them, and is ready 
to stand their friend ; particularly if they are of the king's or 
some nobleman's company, who look and dress like any princes." 
** That capering buffoon shall not escape with impunity, though 
he were favoured by the whole human race," cried Don Quixote, 
as he rode off in pursuit of the cart, which was now very near the 
town, and he called aloud, ** Halt a little, merry sirs ; stay and 
let me teach you how to treat cattle belonging to the squires of 
knights-errant." Don Quixote's words were loud enough to be 
heard by the players, who, perceiving his adverse designs upon 
them, instantly jumped out of the cart. Death first, and after him 
the emperor, the carter-devil, and the angel ; nor did the queen 
or the eod Cupid stav behind ; and, all armed with stones, waited 
in battle-array, ready to receive Don Quixote at the points of 
their pebbles. Don Quixote, seeing the eallant squadron, with 
arms uplifted, ready to discharge such a fearful volley, checked 
Bozinante with the bridle, andbe^an to consider how he might 
most prudently attack them. While he paused, Sancho came up, 
and seeing him on the point of attacking that well-formed bri- 
gade, remonstrated with him. "It is mere madness, sir," said 
he, " to attempt such an enterprise. Pray consider there is no 
armour proof against stones and brick, unless you could thrust 
yourself mto a bell of brass. Besides, it is not courage, but rash- 
ness, for one man singly to encounter an army, where Death is 
Csent, and where emperors fight in person, assisted by eood and 
angels. But if that is not reason enough, remember that, 
though these people all look like princes and emperors, there is 
not a real knight amone them." " Now, indeed," said Don 
Quixote, " thou hast hit the point, Sancho, which can alone shake 
niy resolution ; I neither can nor oueht to draw my sword, as I 
have often told thee, against those wno are not dubbed knights. 
To thee it belongs, Sancho, to revenge the affront offered to thy 
Dapple ; and from this spot I will encourage and assist thee by 
my voice and salutary instructions." " Good Christians should 
never revenge injuries," answered Sancho ; ** and I dare say that 
Dapple is as forgiving as myself, and ready to submit his case to mv 
will and pleasure, which is to live peaceably with all the world, 
at long as Heaven is pleased to grant me life." '^ Since this is 
thy resolution, good Sancho, discreet Sancho, Christian Sancho, 
and honest Sancho," replied Don Quixote, *^ let us leave thfi»& 
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phantoms, and seek better and more substantial adventures ; for 
this country, I see, is likely to afford us many and very extraor- 
dinary ones/' He then wheeled Rozinante about ; Sancho took 
his Dapple; and Death, with his flying squadron, having returned 
to their cart, each pursued their way. Thus happily terminated 
the awful adventure of Death's caravan — thanks to the whole- 
some advice that Sancho Panza gave his master, who the next 
day eneountering an enamoured knight-errant, met with an ad- 
venture not a whit less important than the one just related. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

Of the strange adventure which befell the valorous Don Q^%xote unth the 
brave Knight of the Mirrors, 

Don Quixotb and his squire passed the night following their 
encounter with Death under some tall, umbrageous trees ; and 
as they were refreshing themselves, by Sancho's advice, from the 
store of provisions carried by Dapple, he said to his master, 
"What a fool, sir, should I have been had I chosen for my reward 
the spoils of your worship's first adventure, instead of the three 
ass-colts I It is a true saying, ^ A sparrow in the hand is better 
than a vulture upon the wing.'" " However, Sancho," answered 
Don Quixote, " hadst thou suffered me to make the attack which 
I had premeditated, thy share of the booty would have been at 
least the emperor's crown of gold and Cupid's painted wings ; 
for I would have plucked them off per force, and delivered them 
into thy hands." "The crowns and sceptres of your theatrical 
emperors," answered Sancho, " are never pure gold, but tinsel 
or copper." " That is true," replied Don Quixote ; "nor would 
it be proper that the decorations of a play should be otherwise 
than counterfeit, like the drama itself, which I would have thee 
hold in due estimation, as well as the actors and authors ; for they 
are all instruments of much benefit to the commonwealth, con- 
tinually presenting a mirror before our eyes, in which we see 
lively representations of the actions of human life ; nothing, in- 
deed, more truly portrays to us what we are, and what we snoold 
be, than the drama. Tell me, hast thou never seen a play in 
which kings, emperors, popes, lords, and ladies are introduced, 
with divers other personages ; one acting the ruffian, another the 
knave ; one the merchant, another the soldier ; one a desiffninjB^ 
fool, another a foolish lover ; and observed that, when the play is 
done, and the actors undressed, they are all again upon a level ?" 
" Yes, marry have I," quoth Sancho. " The very same thing, 
then," said Don Quixote, "happens on the stage of this woiio, 
on whi(^ some play the part of emperors, others of popes — in 



CH. XLIV.] DON QUIXOTE. 207 

short, every 'part that can be introduced in a comedy ; but at the 
conclusion of this drama of life, death strips us of the robes which 
made the difference between man and man, and leaves us all on 
one level in the grave." " A brave comparison !" quoth Sancho ; 
*' though not 80 now but that I have heard it many times, as well as 
that of the game of chess ; which is that, while the game is going, 
every piece has its office, and when it is ended, they are all hud- 
dled together, and put into a bag : just as we are put together 
into the ground when we are dead." " Sancho," said Don Quix- 
ote, " thou art daily improving in sense." "And so I ought," 
ans veered Sancho ; "for some of your worship's wisdom must 
needs stick to me ; as dry and barren soil, by well dunging and 
digging, comes at last to bear good fruit. My meaning is, that 
your worship's conversation has been the dung laid upon the bar- 
ren soil of my poor wit, and tbe tillage has been the time I have 
been in your service and company ; bv which I hope to produce 
fruit like any blessing, and such as will not disparage my teacher, 
nor let me stray from the paths of good-breeding which your 
worship has made in my shallow understanding." Don Quix- 
ote smiled at Sancho's affected style ; but he reaUy did think him 
improved, and was frequently surprised by his observations, when 
he did not display his ignorance b^ soaring too high. His chief 
strength lay m proverbs, of which he had always abundance 
ready, though perhaps not always fitting the occasion, as may 
often have been remarked in the course ot this history. 

In this kind of conversation they spent great part of the night, 
till Sancho felt disposed to let down the portcullises of his eyes, as 
he used to say when he was inclined to sleep. So, having un- 
rigged his Dapple, he turned him loose into pasture ; but he did 
not take off the saddle from Rozinante's back, it being tbe express 
command of his master that he should continue saddled whilst 
they kept the field and were not sleeping under a roof, in con- 
formity to an ancient established custom religiously observed 
among knights-errant, which was to take off the bridle and hang 
it on the pommel of the saddle, but by no means to remove the 
saddle. 

At length Sancho fell asleep at the foot of a cork-tree, while 
Don Quixote slumbered beneath a branching oak. But it was 
not long before he was disturbed by a noise near him ; he started 
up, and looking in the direction whence the sounds proceeded, 
could discern two men on horseback, one of whom dismounting, 
said to the other, "Alight, friend, and unbridle the horses; for 
this place will afford them pasture, and offers to me that silence 
and solitude which my pensive thoughts require." As he spoke, 
he threw himself on the ground, and in this motion a rattling of 
armour was heard, which convinced Don Quixote that this was 
a kniffht-errant ; and going to Sancho, who was fast asleep, he 
pulled him by the arm, and having with some difficulty tqj^^sm^ 
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him, he said in a low voice, " Friend Sancho, we have got an ad- 
venture here." " God send it be a good one !" answers Sancho ; 
" and pray, sir, where may this same adventure be ?" " Where, 
sayest thou, Sancho V* replied Don Quixote, '' turn thine eyes 
that way, and thou wilt see a knight-errant lying extended, who 
seems to me not over happy in his mind ; for I just now saw him 
dismount and throw himself upon the ground, as if much op- 
pressed with grief, and his armour rattled as he fell." " But how 
do you know," quoth Sancho, "that this is an adventure?" 
" Though I cannot yet positively call it an adventure, it has the 
usual signs of one : but listen, he is tuning an instrument, and 
seems to be preparing to sing." " By my troth, so he is," cried 
Sancho, " and he must be some knight or other in love." "As 
all knights-errant must be," quoth Don Quixote ; " but hearken, 
and we shall discover his thoughts by his song." Sancho would 
have replied ; but the Knight of the Wood, whose voice was only 
moderately good, began to sing, and they both attentively Us- 
tened to the following : 

i^onnet. 

Bright queen, how shall your loving slave 

Be sure not to displease ? 
Some rule of duty let him crave ; 

He begs no olher ease. 

Say, must I die, or hopeless live ? 

I'll act as you ordain ; 
Despair a silent death shall give, 

Or Love himself complain. 

My heart, though soft as wax, will prove 

Like diamonds firm and true : 
For what th' impression can remove. 

That's stamp'd by love and you ? 

With a deep sigh, that seemed to be drawn from the very bot- 
tom of his heart, the Knight of the Wood ended his sonff ; and 
after some pause, in a plaintive and dolorous voice, he exclaimed, 
" O thou most beautiful and most ungrateful of woman-kind ! 
divine Casildea de Yandalia ! wilt thou, then, suffer this thy cap- 
tive knight to consume and pine away in continual peregrinations 
and in severest toils ? Is it not enough that I have caused thee to 
be acknowledged the most consummate beauty in the world by 
all the knights of Navarre, of Leon, of Tartesia, of Castile, and, in 
fine, by all the knights of La Mancha?" " Not so," said Don 
Quixote, " for I am of La Mancha, and never have made such an 
acknowledgment, nor ever will admit an assertion so prejudicial 
to the b^Eiuty of my mistress. Thou seest, Sancho, how this knight 
raves } but let us hsten ; perhaps he will make some farlJier de- 
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claration." " Ay, marry will he," replied Sancbo, " for he seems 
to be in a humour to complain for a month to come." But they 
were mistaken; for the knight, hearing voices near them, pro- 
ceeded no farther in his lamentation, but rising up, said aloud in 
a courteous voice, " Who goes there ? What are ye ? Of the num- 
ber of the happy, or of the afflicted?" "Of the afflicted," an- 
swered Don Quixote. " Come to me, then," answered the Knight 
of the Wood, " and you will find sorrow and misery itself!" These 
expressions were uttered in so moving a tone, that Don Quixote, 
followed by Sancho, went up to the mournful knight, who, taking 
his hand, said to him, '* Sit down here, sir knight ; for to be as- 
sured that you profess the order of chivalry, it is sufficient that 
I find you here, encompassed by solitude and the cold dews of 
night, the proper station for knights-errant." " A knight I am," 
replied Don Quixote, " and of the order you name ; and although 
my heart is the mansion of misery and woe, yet can I sympathise 
in the sorrows of others ; from the strain I just now heara from 
you, I conclude that you are of the amorous kind— arising, I mean, 
from a passion for some ungrateful fair." 

Whilst thus discoursing, they were seated toffether on the 
^ound peaceably and sociably, not as if at daybreak they were to 
fall upon each other with mortal fury. " Perchance you too are 
in love, sir knight," said he of the Wood to Don Quixote. "Such 
is my cruel destiny," answered Don Quixote ; " though the sor- 
rows that may arise from well-placed afiections ought rather to 
be accounted blessings than ctdamities." " That is true," replied 
the Knight of the Wood, "provided our reason and understand- 
ing be not affected by disdam, which, when carried to excess, is 
more like vengeance." " I never was disdained by my mistress," 
answered Don Quixote. " No, verily," quoth Sancho, who stood 
close by ; " for my lady is as gentle as a lamb and as sofb as but- 
ter." " Is this your squire ?" demanded the Knight of the Wood, 
*^ He is," replied Don Quixote. " 1 never in my life saw a 
squire," said the Knight of the Wood, " who durst presume to 
speak where his lord was conversing ; at least, there stands mine, 
as tall as his father, and it cannot be proved that he ever opened 
his lips where I was speaking." " Truly," quoth Sancho, " 1 have 

talked, and can talk before one as good as and perhaps, 

but let that rest : perhaps the less said the better." The Knight 
of the Wood's squire now took Sancho by the arm, and said, " Let 
us two go where we may chat squire-like together, and leave these 
masters of ours to talk over their loves to each other ; foi; I war- 
rant they will not have done before to-morrow morning." " With 
all my heart," quoth Sancho, " and I will tell you who I am, that 
you may judge whether I am not fit to make one among the talk- 
ing squires." The squires then withdrew, and a dialogue passed 
between them as lively as that of their masters was grave. 

T 2 
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CHAPTER XLV. 



Wherein is conHnued the adventure qfthe Knight of the Wood^ with the 
tpise and witty dialogue between the two Squires, 

Haying retired a little apart, the Squire of the Wood said to 
Sancho, ''This is a toilsome life we squires to knights -errant 
lead ; in good truth, we eat our bread by the sweat of our brows^ 
which is one of the curses God laid upon our first parents.'' 
'' You may say too, that we eat it by the frost of our bodies,'' 
added Sancho ; '' for who has to bear more cold, as well as heat, 
than your miserable squires to knight-errantry ? It would not be 
quite so bad if we could always get something to eat, for good fare 
lessens care ; but how often we must pass whole days without 
breaking our fast — unless it be upon air !" " All this may be en- 
dured," quoth he of the Wood, "with the hopes of reward; for 
that kni^t^errant must be unlucky indeed who does not speedily 
recompense his squire with at least a handsome government, or 
some pretty earldom." " I," replied Sancho, ** have already 
told my master that 1 should be satisfied with the government of 
an island ; and he is so noble, and so generous, that he has pro- 
mised it me a thousand times." " And I," said he of the Wood, 
" should think myself amply rewarded for all my services with a 
canonry ; and I have my master's word for it too." " Why then." 
quoth Sancho, " belike your master is some knight of the churchy 
and so can bestow rewards of that kind on his squires ; mine is 
only a layman. Some of his wise friends advised him once to be 
an archbishop, but he would be nothing but an emperor, and I 
trembled all the while lest he should take a liking to the church ; 
because, you must know, I am not gifted that way ; to say the 
truth, sir, though I look like a man, I am a very beast in such 
matters." " Let me tell you, friend," quoth he of the Wood, 
*'vou are quite in the wrong; for these island-governments are 
often more plague than profit. Some are crabbed, some beggarly, 
some — in short, the best of them are sure to bring more care than 
they are worth, and are mostly too heavy for tli^ shoulders that 
have to bear them. I suspect it would be wiser in us to quit this 
thankless drudgery and stay at home, where we may find easier 
work and better pastime ; for he must be a sorry squire who has 
not his nag, his brace of greyhounds, and an angling-rod to enjoy 
himself with at home." "I am not without these things," an- 
swered Sancho ; " it is true I have no horse, but then I have an 
ass which is worth twice as much as my master's steed. I would 
not swap with him, though he should ofier me four bushels of 
barley to boot ; no, that would not I, though you may take for a 
joke the price T set upon my Dapple,— for dapple, sir, is the oo- 
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lour of my ass. Greyhounds I cannot be in want of, as our town 
is overstocked with them; besides, the rarest sporting is that we 
find at other people's cost." " Really and truly, brother sq'iire,[' 
answered he of the Wood, "I have resolved with myself to quit 
the frolics of these knights-errant, and get home again and look 
after my children : for I have three like Indian pearls." *' And 
I have two," quoth Sancho, " fit to be presented to the Pope him- 
self in person ; especially my girl that I am breeding ud for a 
countess, if it please God, in spite of her mother, fiut I beseech 
God to deliver me from this dangerous profession of squireship, 
into which I have run a second time, drawn and tempted by a 
purse of a hundred ducats, which I found one day among the' 
mountains. In truth, my fency is continually setting before my 
eyes, here, there, and everywhere, a bag full of gold pistoles, so 
that methinks at every step I am layine my hand upon it, hug- 
ging it, and carrying it home, buying lands, settling rents, and 
uving like a prince ; and while this runs in my head, I can bear 
all the toil which must be suffered with this foohsh master of mine, 
who, to my knowledge, is more of the madman than the knight.'' 

" Indeed, friend," said the Squire of the Wood, "you verify the 
proverb, which says, ' that covetousness bursts the bag.' Truly, 
mend, now you talk of madmen, there is not a greater one in the 
world than my master. The old saying may be applied to him, 
* Other folks' burdens break the ass's back ;' for he gives up his 
own wits to recover those of another ; and is searching after that 
which, when found, majr chance to hit him in the teeth." " By 
the way, he is in love, it seems ?" said Sancho. " Yes," quoth 
he of the Wood, " with one CasUdea de Yandalia, one of the most 
whimsical dames in the world ; but that is not the foot he halts 
on at present ; he has some other crotchets in his pate, which we 
shall hear more of anon." " There is no road so even but it has 
its stumbling places," replied Sancho; "in other folks' houses 
they boil beans, but in mine whole kettles full. Madness will 
have more followers than discretion ; but if the common saying is 
true, that there is some comfort in having partners in grief, I may 
comfort myself with you, who serve as crack-brained a master 
as my own." "Crack-brained, but valiant," answered he of the 
Wood, " and more knavish than either." " Mine," answered 
Sancho, " has nothing of the knave in him ; so far from it, he has 
a soul as pure as a pitcher, and would not harm a fly ; he bears 
no malice, and a child may persuade him it is night at noon-day ; 
for which I love him as my life, and cannot find in my heart to 
leave him, in spite of all his pranks." " For all that, brother," 
quoth he of the Wood, " if the blind lead the blind, both may fall 
into the ditch. We had better turn us fairly about, and go back 
to our homes ; for they who seek adventures find them sometimes 
to their cost." 

" Bat methinks," said he, " we have talked till our throats are 
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dry ; but I have got, hanging at my saddle-bow, that which will 
refresh them;" when, rising up, he quickly produced a large- 
bottle of wine, and a pasty half-a-yard long, without any exag- 
geration ; for it was made of so large a rabbit that Sancho thought 
verily it must contain a whole goat, or at least a kid ; and, atter 
due examination, "How," said he, "do you carry such things 
about with you?" "Why, what do you think?" answered the 
other ; " did you take me for some starveling squire ? — No, no, 
I have a better cupboard behind me on my horse than a general 
carries with him upon a march." Sancho fell to, without waiting 
for entreaties, and swallowed down huge mouthfuls in the dark. 
" Your worship," said he, " is indeed a squire, trusty and loyal, 
round and sound, magnificent and great withal, as this banquet 
proves (if it did not come by enchantment) ; and not a poor 
wretch like myself, with nothing in my wallet but a piece of 
cheese, and that so hard that you may knock out a giant's brains 
with it ; and four dozen of carobes to bear it company, with as 
many filberts — thanks to my master*s stinginess, and to the fancy 
he has taken that knights-errant ought to feed, like cattle, upon 
roots and wild herbs." " Troth, brother," replied he of the Wood, 
" I have no stomach for your wild pears, nor sweet thistles, nor 
your mountain roots ; let our masters have them, with their fancies 
and their laws of chivalry, and let them eat what they commend. 
I carry cold meats and this bottle at the pommel of my saddle, 
happen what will ; and such is my love and reverence for it, that 
I kiss and hug it every moment." And as he spoke, he put it into 
Sancho's hand, who grasped it, and, applying it straightway to 
his mouth, continued gazing at the stars for a quarter of an hour ; 
then, having finished his draught, he let his head fall on one side, 
and, fetching a deep sigh, said, " O the rogue ! How excellent 
it is ! But tell me, by all you love best, is not this wine of 
Ciudad Real?" "Thou art a rare taster," answered he of the 
Wood ; " it is indeed of no other growth, and has, besides, some 
years over its head." " Trust me for that," quoth Sancho ; " de- 
pend upon it, I always hit right, and can guess to a hair. And 
this is all natural in me ; let me but smell them, and I will tell 
you the country, the kind, the flavour, the age, strength, and all 
about it ; for you must know I have had in my family, by the 
father's side, two of the rarest tasters that were ever known m La 
Mancha ; and I will give you a proof of their skill. A certain 
hogshead was given to each of them to taste, and their opinion 
asked as to the condition, quality, goodness, or badness, of the 
wine. One tried it with the tip di his tongue ; the other only put 
it to his nose. The first said the wine savoured of iron ; the second 
said it had rather a twang of goat's leather. The owner protested 
that the vessel was clean, and the wine neat, so that it could not 
taste either of iron or leather. Notwithstanding this, the two 
famous tasters stood positively to what they had said. Time went 
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on ; the wine was sold off, and, on cleaning the cask, a small key, 
hanging to a leathern thong, was found at the bottom. Judge, 
then, sir, whether one of that race may not be well entitled to give 
his opinion in these matters/' " That being the case," quoth he 
of the Wood, " we should leave off seeking adventures ; and, since 
we have a good loaf, let us not look for cheesecakes, but make 
haste and get home to our own cots.'* "I will serve my master 
till he reaches Saragosa," quoth Sancho, " then, mayhap, we 
shall turn over a new leaf." 

Thus the good squires went on talking and eating and drink- 
ing, until it was full time that sleep shoiud give their tongues a 
respite and allay their thirst, for to quench it seemed to be im- 
possible ; and both of them, still keeping hold of the almost 
empty bottle, fell fast asleep; in which situation we will leave 
them at present, to relate what passed between the two knights. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

ConHnuation again of the adventure of the Knight cfthe Wood, 

Much conversation passed between the two knights. Among 
other things, he of the Wood said to Don Quixote, " In fact, sir 
knight, I must confess that, by destiny, or rather by choice, I be- 
came enamoured of the peerless Casildea de Yandalia : — peerless 
I call her, because she is without her peer, either in rank, oeauty, 
or form. Casildea repaid my honourable and virtuous passion by 
employing me as Hercules was employed by his stepmother, in 
many and various perils ; promising me, at the end of each of 
them, that the next should crown my hopes ; but, alas 1 she still 
goes on, adding link after link to the chain of my labours, inso- 
much that they are now countless ; nor can I tell when they are 
to cease, and my tender wishes be gratified. One time she com- 
manded me to go and challenge Giralda, the famous giantess of 
Seville, who is as stout and strong as if she were made of brass, 
and, though never stirring from one spot, is the most changeable 
and unsteady woman in the world. I came, I saw, I conquered ; 
I made her stand still, and fixed her to a point ; for, during a 
whole week, no wind blew but from the north. Another time she 
commanded me to weigh those ancient statues, the fierce bulls of 
Guisando, an enterprise better suited to a porter than a knight. 
Another time she commanded me to plunge headlong into Cabra's 
cave ^direful mandate!), and bring her a particular detail of all 
that lies enclosed within its dark abyss. I stopped the motion of 
the Giralda, I weighed the bulls of Guisando, I plunged headlong 
into the cavern of Cabra and brought to light its hidden secrets \ 
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yet still my hopes are dead ! In short, she has now commanded 
me to travel over all the provinces of Spain, and compel evei^ 
knight whom I meet to confess that in beauty she excels all 
others now in existence ; and that I am the most valiant and the 
most enamoured knight in the universe. In obedience to this 
command 1 have already traversed the greatest part of Spain, and 
have vanquished divers knights who have had the presumption 
to contradict me. But what I value myself most upon is having 
vanquished, in single combat, that renowned knight Don Quixote 
de la Mancha, and made him confess that my Casildea is more 
beautiful than his Dulcinea ; and I reckon that, in this conquest 
alone, I have vanquished all the knights in the world ; for this 
Don Quixote has conquered them aU, and I, having overcome 
him, his glory, his fame, and his honour, are, consequently trans- 
ferred to me. All the innumerable exploits of the said Don Quixote I 
therefore consider as already mine, and placed to my account.'' 

Don Quixote was amazed at the assertions of the Knight 
of the Wood, and had been every moment at the point of giv- 
ing him the lie ; but he restrained himself, that he might con- 
vict him of falsehood from his own mouth ; and therefore he said, 
very ccdmly, "That you may have vanquished, sir knight, most 
of tne knights-errant of Spain, or even of the whole world, I will 
not dispute ; but that you have conquered Don Quixote de la 
Mancha I have much reason to doubt. Some one resembling him, 
I allow, it might have been ; though, in truth, I believe there are 
not many like him." " How say you ?" cried he of the Wood ; " as 
sure as I am here alone, I fought with Don Quixote, vanquished 
him, and made him surrender to me ! He is a man of an erect 
figure, withered face, long and meagre limbs, mzzle-haired, 
hawk-nosed, with large black mustachios, and styles himself the 
Knight of the Sorrowful Figure. The name of his squire is Sancbo 
Panza ; he oppresses the back and governs the reins of a &mou8 
steed called Rozinante — in a word, the mistress of his thoughts is 
one Dulcinea del Toboso, formerly called Aldonza Lorenzo, as 
my Casildea, being of Andalusia, is now distinguished by the 
name of Casildea de Yandalia. And now, if I have not sufficiently 
proved what I have said, here is my sword, which shall make in- 
credulity itself believe." " Softly, sir knight," said Don Quix- 
ote, " and hear what I have to say. You must know that this 
Don Quixote you speak of is the dearest friend I have in the 
world, insomuch that he is, as it were, another self; and, notwith- 
standing the very accurate description you have given of him, I 
am convinced, by the evidence of my senses, that you have never 
subdued him. it is, indeed, possible that, as he is continnalljr 
persecuted by enchanters, some one of these may have assumed hu 
shape, and suffered himself to be vauquished, in order to defraud 
him of the fame which his exalted feats of chivalry have acquired 
him over the whole face of the earth. A proof of their malice 



CH. XLVI.] DON QUIXOTE. 215 

occurred but a few days since, when they transformed the figure 
and face of the beautiful Dulcinea del Toboso into the form of a 
mean rustic wench. And now if, after all, you doubt the truth of 
what I say, behold the true Don Quixote himself before you, 
ready to convince you of your error by force of arms, on foot or 
on horseback, or in whatever manner you please." He then rose 
up, and erasping his sword, awaited the determination of the 
Knight ofthe Wood, who very calmly said in reply, " A good pay- 
master wants no pledge: he who could vanquish Sifffior Don 
Quixote under transformation may well hope to make him yield 
in his proper person. But as knights-errant should by no means 
perform tneir feats in the dark, like robbers and ruffians, let us 
wait for daylight, that the sun may witness our exploits : and let 
the condition of our combat be, that the conquered shall remain 
entirely at the mercv and disposal of the conqueror ; provided 
that he require nothing of him but what a knight may with 
honour submit to." Don Quixote having expressed himself en- 
tirely satisfied with these conditions, they went to seek their 
squires, whom they found snoring in the very same posture as 
that in which sleep had first surprised them. They were soon 
awakened by their masters, and ordered to prepare the steeds, so' 
that they might be ready at sunrise for a single combat. At 
this intelligence Sancho was thunderstruck, and ready to swoon 
away with fear for his master, from what he had been told by the 
Squire of the Wood of his knight's prowess. Both the squires, 
however, without saying a word, went to seek their cattle ; and 
the three horses and Dapple were found all very sociably to- 
gether. 

" You must understand, brother," said the Squire of the Wood 
to Sancho, *' that it is not the custom in Andalusia for the seconds 
to stand idle with their arms folded while their principals are 
engaged in combat. So this is to give you notice that, while our 
masters are at it, we must fight too, and make splinters of one 
another." " This custom, bignor Squire," answered Sancho, 
'* may pass among ruffians; but among the squires of knights- 
errant no such practice is thought of, — at least I have not heard 
my master talk of any such custom ; and he knows by heart all 
the laws of knight-errantry. But supposing there is any such 
law, I shall not obey it. 1 would rather pay the penalty laid 
upon such peaceable squires, which, I dare say, cannot be above 
a couple of pounds of wax ; and that will cost me less money than 

Elasters to cure a broken head. Besides, how can I fight when I 
ave eot no sword, and never had one in my life?" " I know a 
remedy for that," said he ofthe Wood : " here are a couple of linen 
bags of the same size ; you shall take one, and I the other, and 
so, with equal weapons, we will have a bout at bag-blows." 
" With all my heart," answered Sancho ; "for such a battle will 
only dust our jackets." " It must not be quite so, eitiier^" re.- 
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plied the other ; " for, lest the wind should blow them aside, we 
must put in them half-a-dozen clean and smooth pebbles of equal 
weight ; and thus we may brush one another without much harm 
or damage." " But I tell you what, master/' said Saacho, 
" though they should be filled with balls of raw silk, I shall not 
fight. Let our masters fight, but let us drink and live ; for time 
takes care to rid us of our lives without our seeking ways to go 
before our appointed term and season." " Nay," replied he of 
the Wood, " do let usfight, if it be but for half-an-hour." " No, 
no," answered Sancho, " I shall not be so rude nor ungrateful as 
to have any quarrel with a gentleman after eating and drinking 
with him. Besides, who can set about dry fighting without being 
provoked to it?" "If that be all," quoth he of the Wood, 'n 
can easily manage it ; for, before we begin our fight, I will come 
up and just give you three or four handsome cufis, which will lay 
you flat at my feet and awaken your choler, though it slept 
sounder than a dormouse." "Against that trick," answered 
Sancho, " I have another not a whit behind it ; which is to take a 
good cudgel, and, before you come near enough to awaken mj 
choler, I will bastinado yours into so sound a sleep that it shall 
never awake but in another world. Let me tell you, I am not a 
man to suffer my face to be handled ; so let every one look to the 
arrow ; though the safest way would be to let tnat same choler 
sleep on — for one man knows not wbat another can do, and some 
people go out for wool, and come home shorn. In all times God 
blessed the peace-makers, and cursed the peace-breakers. If a 
baited cat turns into a lion, there is no knowing what I, that am 
a man, may turn into ; and therefore I warn you, master squire, 
that all the damage and mischief that may foUow from our quar- 
rel must be placed to your account." " Agreed," replied he of 
the Wood; "when daylight arrives, we shfll see what is to be 
done." 

And now a thousand sorts of birds, glittering in their gay 
attire, began to chirp and warble in the trees, and in a variety of 
joyous notes seemed to hail the blushing Aurora, who now dis- 
played her rising beauties from the bright arcades and balconies 
of the east, and gently shook from her locks a shower of liquid 
pearls, sprinkling that reviving treasure over all vegetation. The 
willows distilled their delicious manna, the fountains smiled, the 
brooks murmured, the woods and meads rejoiced at her ap- 

I)roach. But scarcely had hill and dale received the welcome 
ight of day, and objects become visible, when the first thing that 
presented itself to the eyes of Sancho Panza was the squire of the 
Wood's nose, which was so large that it almost overshadowed his 
whole body. Its magnitude was indeed extraordinary ; it was 
moreover a hawk-nose, full of warts and carbuncles, of the colour 
of a mulberry, and haneing two fingers' breadth below his mouth. 
The size, the colour, uie carbuncles, and the crookednessi pro- 
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-duced such a countenance of horror, that Sancho, at sight thereof, 
began to tremble from head to foot, and he resolved within him- 
self to take two hundred cuffs before he would be provoked to 
attack such a hobgoblin. 

Don Quixote also surveyed his antagonist, but, the beaver of 
his helmet being down, his face was concealed ; it was evident, 
however, that he was a strong-made man, not very tall, and that 
over his armour he wore a kind of surtout or loose coat, appa- 
rentlv of the finest gold cloth, besprinkled with little moons of 
p<dished ^lass, which made a very gay and shining appearance ; 
a large plume of feathers, green, yellow, and white, waved above 
his helmet. His lance, which was leaning against a tree, was 
very large and thick, and headed with pointed steel above a span 
long. All these circumstances Don Quixote attentively marked, 
and inferred from appearances that he was a very potent knight ; 
but he was not therefore daunted, like Sancho Panza; on the 
contrary, with a gallant spirit, he said to the Knight of the Mir- 
rors, *' Sir knight, if your eagerness for combat has not exhausted 
your courtesy, I entreat you to lift up your beaver a little, that I 
may see whether your countenance corresponds with your gallant 
demeanour." " Whether vanquished or victorious in this enter- 
prise, sir knight," answered he of the Mirrors, **you will have 
time and leisure enough for seeing me ; and if I comply not now 
with your request, it is because I think it would be an indignity 
to the beauteous Casildea de Yandalia to lose any time in forcing 
you to make the confession required." " However, while we 
are mounting our horses," said Don Quixote, *' you can tell me 
whether I resemble that Don Quixote whom you said you had 
vanquished." . " As like as one egg is to another," replied he of 
the Mirrors, " though, as you say you are persecuted by en- 
chanters, I dare not affirm that you are actually the same per^ 
son." " 1 am satisfied that you acknowledge you may be de- 
ceived," said Don Quixote ; " however, to remove all doubt, let 
us to horse, and in less time than you would have spent in raising 
your beaver, if God, my mistress, and my arm avail me, I will 
see your face, and you shall be convinced I am not the vanquished 
Don Quixote." 

They now mounted without more words ; and Don Quixote 
wheeled Rozinante about, to take sufficient ground for the en- 
- counter, while the other knight did the same ; but before Don 
Quixote had gone twenty paces, he heard himself called by his 
opponent, who, meeting him half way, said, " Remember, sir 
knisht, our aer cement ; which is, that the conquered shall remain 
at the discretion of the conqueror." " I know it," answered Don 
Quixote, "provided that which is imposed shall not transgress 
the laws of chivalry." " Certainly," answered he of the Mirrors. 
At this juncture the squire's strange nose presented itself to Don 
Quixote's sight, who was no less struck than Sancho, insomuch. 
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that he looked upon him as a monster, or some creature of a new 
species. Sancho, seeing his master set forth to take his career, 
would not stay alone with Long-nose, lest perchance he should 
get a filip from that dreadful snout, which would level him to the 
ground, either by force or fright. So he ran after his master, 
holding by the stirrup-leather, and when he thought it was nearly 
time for him to face about, " I beseech your worship," he cried, 
" before you turn, to help me into yon cork-tree, where I can see 
better and more to my liking the brave battle you are going to 
have with that knight.'' ** I rather believe, Sancho," quoth Bon 
Quixote, " that thou art for mounting a scaffold to see the bull- 
sports without danger.'' *' To tell you the truth, sir," answered 
Sancho, " that squire's monstrous nose fills me with dread, and I 
dare not stand near him." " It is indeed a fearful sight," said 
Don Quixote, "to any other but myself; come, therefore, and I 
will help thee up." 

While Don Quixote was enga&fed in helping Sancho up into 
the cork-tree, the Knight of the Mirrors took as large a compass 
as he thought necessary, and believing that Don Quixote had 
done the same, without waiting for sound of trumpet, or any 
other signal, he turned about his horse, who was not a whit more 
active nor more sightly than Kozinante, and at his best speed, 
though not exceeding a middling trot, he advanced to encounter 
the enemy ; but seeing him employed with Sancho, he reined-in 
his steed and stopped in the midst of his career ; for which his 
horse was most thankful, being unable to stir any farther. Don 
Quixote, thinking his enemy was coming full speed against him, 
clapped spurs to Rozinante's fianks, and made him so bestir him- 
self, that this was the only time in his life that he approached to 
something like a gallop ; and with this unprecedented fury he 
soon came up to where his adversary stooa, striking his spurs 
rowel-deep into the sides of his charger, without bemg able to 
make him stir a finger's length from the place where he had been 
checked in his career. At this fortunate juncture Don Quixote 
met his adversary embarrassed not only with his horse but his 
lance, which he either knew not how, or had not time, to fix in 
its rest ; and therefore our knight, who saw not these perplexities, 
assailed him with perfect security, and with such force that he 
soon brought him to the ground, over his horse's crupper, leaving 
him motionless and without any signs of life. Sancno, on seeing 
this, immediately slid down from the cork-tree, and in all haste 
ran to his master, who alighted from Rozinante, and went up to 
the vanquished knight, when, unlacing his helmet to see whemer 

he was dead, or if yet alive, to give him air, he beheld but who 

can relate what he beheld, without causing amazement, wonder, 
and terror, in all that shall hear it ? He saw, says the history, 
the very face, the very figure, the very aspect, the very physiog- 
nomy, the very efiigies and seniblance of the bachelor Samson 
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Carrasco ! '^ Come hither, Sancho," cried he aloud, " and see, 
but believe not ; make haste, son, and mark what wizards and 
enchanters can do !" Sancho approached, and seeing the face of 
the bachelor Samson Carrasco, ne began to cross and bless him- 
self a thousand times oyer. All this time the overthrown cavalier 
shewed no signs of life. ** My advice is," said Sancho, " that, at 
all events, your worship should thrust your sword down the throat 
of this man who is so like the bachelor Samson Carrasco ; for in 
dispatching him you may destroy one of those enchanters your 
enemies." " Thou sayest not amiss," quoth Don Quixote, " for 
the fewer enemies the better." He then drew his sword to put 
Sancho's advice into execution, when the squire of the Mirrors 
came running up, but without the frightful nose, and cried aloud, 
" Have a care, Sigfior Don Quixote, what you do ; for it is the 
bachelor Samson Carrasco your friend, and I am his squire." 
Sancho seeing his face now shorn of its deformity, exclaimed, 
** The nose! where is the nose?" " Here it is," said the other, 
taking from his right-hand pocket a pasteboard nose, formed and 
painted in the manner already described ; and Sancho, now look- 
ing earnestly at him, made another exclamation. " Blessed Vir- 
gin, defend me !" cried he, ** is not this Tom Cecial my neigh- 
bour?" "Indeed am I," answered the unnosed squire; "'fim 
Cecial I am, friend Sancho Panza, and I will tell you presently 
what tricks brought me hither ; but now, good Sancho, entreat, 
in the mean time, your master not to hurt the Knight of the 
Mirrors at his feet : for he is truly no other than the rash and ill- 
advised bachelor Samson Carrasco, our townsman." 

By this time the Knight of the Mirrors began to recover his 
senses, which Don Quixote perceiving, he clapped the point of 
his naked sword to his throat, and said, " You are a dead man, sir 
knight, if you confess not that the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso 
excels in beauty your Casildea de V andalia ; you must promise 
also, on my sparing your life, to go to the city of Toboso, and 
present yourself before her from me, that she may dispose of you 
as she shall think fit ; and, if she leaves you at liberty, then shall 
you return to me without delay — the fame of my exploits being 
your guide — to relate to me the circumstances of your inter- 
view : these conditions being strictly conformable to the terms 
agreed on before our encounter, and also to the rules of knight- 
errantry." " I confess," said the fallen knight, *' that the lady 
Dulcinea del Toboso's torn and dirty shoe is preferable to the ill- 
combed, though clean, locks of Casildea; and I promise to go 
and return from her presence to yours, and give you the exact 
and particular account which you require of me." 

** You must likewise confess and believe," added Don Quix- 
ote, " that the knight you vanquished was not Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, but some one resembling him ; as I do confess and be- 
lieve that, though resembling the bachelor Samson Carrasco^ ^o^*^ 
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are not he, but some other vrhom my enemies have purposely 
transformed into his likeness, to restrain the impetuosity of my 
rage, and make me use with moderation the glory of my con- 
quest." '* I confess, judge, and believe every thing, precisely as 
you do yourself," answered the disjointed knight ; " and now 
suffer me to rise, I beseech you, if my bruises do not prevent 
me." Don Quixote raised him with the assistance of his squire, 
on whom Sancho still kept his eyes fixed ; and though from some 
conversation that passed between them, he had much reason to 
believe it was really his old friend Tom Cecial, he was so prepos- 
sessed by all that his master had said about enchanters, that he 
would not trust his own eyes. In short, both master and man 
persisted in their error ; ana the Knight of the Mirrors, with his 
squire, much out of humour and in ill plight, went in search 
of some convenient place where he might searcloth himself and 
splinter his ribs. Don Quixote and Sancho continued their jour- 
ney to Sarago^a, where the history leaves them ; to give some ac- 
count of the Knight of the Mirrors and his well-snouted squire. 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

Giving an account of the Knight of the Mirrors and his Squire, 

ExoBBDiNOLT happy, elated, and self-satisfied was Don Quix- 
ote at his triumph over so valiant a knight as he imagined him 
of the Mirrors to be, and from whose promise he hoped to learn 
whether his adored mistress still remained in a state of enchant- 
ment. But Don Quixote expected one thing, and he of the Mir- 
rors intended another : his only care at present being to get, as 
soon as possible, plasters for his bruises. The history then pro- 
ceeds to tell us, that when the bachelor Samson Carrasco advised 
Don Quixote to resume his functions of knight-errantry, he had 
previously consulted with the priest and the barber upon the best 
means of inducing Don Quixote to stay peaceably and quietly at 
home ; and it was agreed by general vote, as well as by the par- 
ticular advice of Carrasco, that they should let Don Quixote make 
another sally (since it seemed impossible to detain him), and that 
the bachelor should then also sally forth like a knight-errant, and 
take an opportunity of engaging him to fight, and after vanquish- 
ing him, which they held to be an easy matter, he should remain, 
according to a previous agreement, at the disposal of the con- 
queror, who should command him to return home and not quit it 
tor the space of two years, or till he had received further orders 
from him. They doubted not but that he would readily comply, 
rather than infringe the laws of chivalry ; and they hoped tnat, 
during this interval, he might forget his follies, or that some 
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means might be discovered of curing his malady. Carrasco en- 
gaged in the enterprise ; and Tom Cecial, Sancho Panza's neigh- 
bour, a merry shallow-brained fellow, proflfered his service as 
squire. Samson armed himself in the manner already described, 
and Tom Cecial fitted the counterfeit nose to his face for the pur- 
pose of disguising himself; and, following the same road that 
Don Quixote had taken, they were not far off when the adven- 
ture of Death's car took place ; but it was in the wood they over- 
took him, which was the scene of the late action, and where, had 
it not been for Don Quixote's extraordinary conceit that the 
bachelor was not the bachelor, that gentleman, not meeting even 
so much as nests where he thought to find birds, would have 
tieen incapacitated for ever from taking the deeree of licentiate. 

Tom Cecial, after the unlucky issue of their expedition, said 
to the bachelor, *' Most certainly, Sigfior Carrasco, we have been 
rightly served. It is easy to plan a thing, but very often difficult 
to get through with it. Don Quixote is mad, and we are in our 
senses ; he gets off sound and laughing, and your worship re- 
mains sore and sorrowful : now, pray, which is the greater mad- 
man, he who is so because he cannot help it, or he who is so on 
purpose?" ** The difference between these two sorts of madmen 
is," replied Samson, " that he who cannot help it will remain so^ 
and he who deliberately plays the fool may leave off when he 
thinks fit." "That being the case," said Tom Cecial, " I was 
mad when I desired to be your worship's squire ; and now I desire 
to be so no longer, but shall hasten home a^ain." " That you 
may do,^' answered Samson ; " but, for myselt', I cannot think of 
returning to mine till I have soundly banged this same Don Quix- 
ote. It is not now with the hope of curing him of his madness 
that I shall seek him, but a desire to punish him ; — the pain of my 
ribs will not allow me to entertain a more charitable purpose." 
In this humour they went talking on till they came to a village, 
where they luckily met with a bone-setter, who undertook to cure 
the unfortunate Samson. Tom Cecial now returned home, leav- 
ing his master meditating schemes of revenue ; and though the 
history will have occasion to mention him again hereafter, it must 
now attend the motions of our triumphant knight. 

Don Quixote pursued his journey with the pleasure, satisfac- 
tion, and self-complacency already described; imagining, be- 
cause of his late victory, that he was the most valiant knignt the 
world could then boast of. He cared neither for enchantments 
nor enchanters, and looked upon all the adventures which should 
henceforth befall him as already achieved and brought to a happy 
conclusion. He no longer remembered his innumerable suffer- 
ings during the progress of his chivalries : the stoning that de- 
molished half his teeth, the ingratitude of the galley-slaves, nor 
the audacity of the Yanguesian carriers and their shower of pack 
staves, — in short, he inwardly exclaimed that, could he but de- 

u2 
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vise any means of disenchanting his Lady Dulcinea, he should not 
envy the highest fortune that ever was or could be attained by 
the most prosperous knight-errant of past ages! 

He was wholly absorbed in these reflections, when Sancho 
said to him, ^^ Is it not strange, sir, that I still have before my 
eyes the monstrous nose of my neighbour Tom Cecial V *' And 
dost thou really believe, Sancho," said Don Quixote, " that the 
Knight of the Mirrors was the bachelor Samson Carrasco^ and 
his squire thy friend Tom Cecial V "I know not what to say 
about it," answered Sancho ; ^' I only know that the marks he 
gave me of my house, wife, and children, could be given by no- 
body else ; and his face, when the nose was off, was Tom Cecial's, 
— for he lives in the next house to my own ; the tone of his voice, 
too, was the very same." " Come, come, Sancho," replied Don 
Quixote, " let us reason upon this matter. How can it be ima- 
gined that the bachelor Samson Carrasco should come as a knight- 
errant, armed at all points, to fight with me ? Was I ever his 
enemy ? Have I ever given him occasion to bear me ill-will? 
Am I his rival? Or has he embraced the profession of arms, 
envying the fame I have acquired by them ?" " But, then, what 
are we to say, sir," answered Sancho, ^^to the likeness of that 
knight, whoever he may be, to the bachelor Samson Carrasco, 
and his squire to my neighbour Tom Cecial ? If it be Enchant- 
ment, as your worship says, why were they to be made like those 
two above all other in the world?" "Trust me, Sancho, the 
whole is an artifice," answered Don Quixote, " and a trick of the 
wicked magicians who persecute me. Knowing that I might be 
victorious, they cunningly contrived that my vanquished enemy 
should assume the appearance of the worthy bachelor, in order 
that the friendship which I bear him might interpose between the 
edge of my sword and the rigour of my arm, and, by checking 
my just indignation, the wretch might escape with life, who, by 
fraud and violence, sought mine. Indeed, already thou knowest 
by experience, Sancho, how easy a thing it is for enchanters to 
change one face into another, making the fair foul, and the foal 
fair ; since, not two days ago, thou sawest with thine own eyes 
the grace and beauty of the peerless Dulcinea in their highest 
perfection, while to me she appeared under the mean and dis- 
gusting exterior of a rude country wench. If, then, the wicked 
enchanter durst make so foul a transformation, no wonder at this 
deception of his, in order to snatch the glory of victory out of my 
hands ! However, I am gratified in knowing that, whatever was 
the form he pleased to assume, my triumph over him was com- 
plete." Sancho, well knowing the transformation of Dulcinea to 
nave been a device of his own, would make no reply, lest he 
should betray himself. 
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CHAPTER XLVIir. 

Of what befeU Don Quixote with a worthy gentleman qf La Mancha, 

While thus discoursing, they were overtaken by a gentleman, 
mounted on a fine mare, and dressed in a green cloth riding-coat 
faced with murry-coloured velvet, and a hunter's cap of the same ; 
the mare's furniture corresponded in colour with his dress, and 
was adapted to field-sports ; a Moorish scymitar hung at his 
shoulder-belt, which was green and gold ; his buskins were 
wrought like the belt; and nis spurs were green, — not gilt, but 
green, — and polished so neatly that, as they suited his clothes, 
they looked better than if they had been of pure gold. He sa- 
luted them courteously, and, spurring his mare, was passed on, 
when Don Quixote said to him, " If you are traveUing our road, 
sigfior, and are not in haste, will you favour us with your com- 
pany V " Indeed, sigfior," replied he, ^' I should not have passed 
on, but I was afraid your horse might prove unruly in the com- 
pany of mine." " Sir," answered Sancho, " if that be all, you 
may set your mind at rest on that score, for ours is the soberest 
and best-behaved horse in the world, and was never guilty of 
a so^uish trick in his life, but once, and then my master and 
I paid for it sevenfold." The traveller upon this checked his 
mare, his curiosity being excited by the appearance of Don 
Quixote, who rode without his helmet, which Sancho carried 
at the pommel of his ass's pannel ; but if he stared at Don 
Quixote, he was himself surveyed with no less attention by the 
knight, who conceived him to be some person of consequence. 
His age seemed to be about fifty, though he had but few grey 
hairs ; his face was of the aquiline form, of a countenance neither 
too gay nor too grave, and by his whole exterior it was evident 
that he was no ordinary person. It was not less manifest that 
the traveller, as he contemplated Don Quixote, thought he had 
never seen any thing like nim before. With wonder he gazed 
upon his tall person, his meagre sallow visage, his lank horse, 
his armour and stately deportment — altogether presenting a 
figure like which nothing, tor many centuries past, had l^en 
seen in that country. 

Don Quixote perceived that he had attracted the attention of 
the traveller, and being the pink of courtesy, and always desirous 
of pleasing, he anticipated nis questions by saying, " You are 
probably surprised, sigfior, at my appearance, which is cer- 
tainly uncommon in the present age : but this will be explained 
when I tell you that I am a knight in search of adventures. I 
left my country, mortea^ed my estate, quitted ease and plea- 
sures, and threw myself into the arms of fortune. I wished to 
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revive chivalry, so long deceased ; and, for some time past, ex- 
posed to many vicissitudes, stumbling in one place, and rising 
a^ain in another, I have prosecuted my design ; succouring 
widows, protecting damsels, aiding wives and orphans — all the 
natural and proper duties of knights-errant. And thus, by many 
valorous and Christian exploits, I have acquired the deserved 
honour of being in print, tnroughout all, or most of, the nations 
in the world. Thirty thousand copies are already published of 
my history, and. Heaven permitting, thirty thousand thousands 
more are likely to be printed. Finally, to sum up all in a single 
word, know that I am Don Quixote de la Mancha, otherwise 
called the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure. Though self-praise 
depreciates, I am compelled sometimes to pronounce my own 
commendations ; but it is only when no friend is present to per- 
form that ofBce for me. And now, my worthy sir, that yoa 
know my profession, and who I am, you will cease to wonder at 
my appearance.'^ 

After an interval of silence, the traveller in green said, in re- 
ply, ^* You are indeed right, sigfior, in conceiving me to be stmck 
by your appearance ; but you nave rather increased than lessened 
my wonder by the accounts you give of yourself. How ! Is it 
possible that there are knights-errant now in the world, and that 
there are histories printed of real chivalries ? I had no idea that 
there was any body now upon earth who relieved widows, suc- 
coured damsels, aided wives, or protected orphans ; nor should 
yet have believed it, had I not been convinced with my own eyes. 
Thank Heaven, the history you mention must surely cast into 
oblivion all the fables of imaginary knights-errant, which abound, 
much to the detriment of good morSs, and the prejudice and 
neglect of genuine history." '^ There is much to be said," an- 
swered Don Quixote, ^^ upon the question of the tnith or fiction 
of the histories of knights-errant." •* Why, is there any one," an- 
swered he in green, '^ who doubts the lalsehood of those histo- 
ries ?" "I doubt it," replied Don Quixote : " but no more of 
that at present ; for if we travel together much farther, I hope to 
convince you, sir, that you have been wrong in suffering yourself 
to be carried in the stream with those who cavil at their truth.'' 
The traveller now first began to suspect the state of his com- 

E anion's intellects, and watched for a j^ther confirmation of 
is suspicion ; but before they entered into any other discourse, 
Don Quixote said that, since he had so freely described himself 
he hoped he might be permitted to ask who he was. To which 
the traveUer answered, *\ I, sir knight, am a gentleman, and 
native of a village, where, if it please God, we shall dine to-day. 
My fortune is afiluent, and m\ name is Don Diego de Miranda. 
I spend my time with my wife, my children, and my friends : 
my diversions are hunting and fishing ; but I keep neither hawks 
nor greyhounds, only some decoy partridges and a stout ferret 
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I have about six dozen of books, Spanish and Latin, some of 
history, and some of devotion ; those of chivalry have not come 
over my threshold. Sometimes I eat with my neighbours and 
friends, and frequently I invite them ; mv table is neat and clean, 
and not parsimoniously furnished. I slander no one, nor do I 
listen to slander from others. I pry not into other men's lives, 
nor scrutinise their actions. I hear mass every day ; I share my 
substance with the poor, making no parade of my good works, 
lest hypocrisy and vain-glory, those insidious enemies of the hu- 
man breast, should find access to mine. It is always my endea- 
vour to make peace between those who are at variance. I am 
devoted to our blessed Lady, and ever trust in the infinite mercy 
of God our Lord," 

Sancho was very attentive to the account of the gentleman's 
life, which appeared to him to be good and holy ; and thinking 
that one of such a character must needs work miracles, he flung 
himself off his Dapple, and running up to him, he laid hold of 
his right stirrup ; then, devoutly and almost with tears, he kissed 
his feet more than once. " What mean you by this, brother?" 
said the gentleman ; " why these embraces V " Your worship," 
said Sancho, " is the first saint on horseback I ever saw in all my 
life." " I am no saint," answered the gentleman, " but a great 
sinner ; you, my friend, must indeed be good, as your simplicity 
proves." Sancho retired, and mounted his ass again; having 
forced a smile from the profound gravity of his master, ana 
caused fresh astonishment m Don Diego. 

Don Quixote then asked him how many children he had ; at 
the same time observing that the ancient philosophers, being 
without the knowledge of the true God, held supreme happi- 
ness to subsist in the gifts of nature and fortune, in having 
many friends and many good children. " I have one son," an- 
swered the gentleman ; ^* and if I had him not, perhaps I should 
think myself happier ; not that he is bad, but because he is not 
all that I would have him. He is eighteen years old ; six of 
which he has spent at Salamanca, learning the Latin and Greek 
languages ; and when I wished him to proceed to other studies, 
I found him infatuated with poetry, and could not prevail upon 
him to look into the law, which it was my desire he should study ; 
nor into theology, the queen of all sciences. I was desirous that 
he should be an honour to his family, since we live in an age in 
which useful and virtuous literature is rewarded by the sove- 
reign, — I say virtuous, for letters without virtue are pearls on 
a dunghill. He passes whole days in examining whether Homer 
expressed himself well in such a verse of the Iliad ; whether such 
a line in Virgil should be understood this or that way; — in a 
word, all his conversation is with those and other ancient poets : 
for the modem Spanish authors he holds in no esteem. At the 
same time, in spite of the contempt he seems to have for S^wcly^Vl 
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poetry, his thoughts are at this very time entirely engrossed by a 
paraphrase on four verses sent him from Salamanca, and which, 
1 believe, is intended for a scholastic prize." 

" Children, my good sir," replied Don Quixote, " are the 
flesh and blood of their parents ; and whether good or bad, must 
be loved and cherished as part of themselves. It is the duty of 
parents to train them up, from their infancy, in the paths of vir- 
tue and good manners, and in Christian discipline ; so that they 
may become the staff of their age, and an honour to their pos- 
terity. As to forcing them to this or that pursuit, I do not nold 
it to be right, though I think there is a propriety in advising 
them ; and when the student is so fortunate as to have an inhe- 
ritance, and therefore not compelled to study for his subsistence, 
I should be for indulging him in the pursuit of that science to 
which his genius is most inclined ; and although that of poetry 
be less useful than delightful, it does not usually reflect disgrace 
on its votaries. With regard to your son's contempt for Spanish 
poetry, I think he is therein to blame. The ffreat Homer, being 
bl Greek, did not write in Latin ; nor did Virgil, who was a 
Roman, write in Greek. In fact, all the ancient poets wrote in the 
language of their native country, and did not hunt after foreigrn 
tongues to express their own sublime conceptions. If your son 
write personal satires, chide him, and tear his performances ; but 
if he writes like Horace, reprehending vice in general, commend 
him ; for it is laudable in a poet to employ his pen in a virtuous 
cause. Let him direct the shafts of satire against vice, in all its 
various forms, but not level them at individuals ; like some who, 
rather than not indulge their mischievous wit, will hazard a dis- 
graceful banishment to the isles of Pontus. If the poet be cor- 
rect in his morals, his verse will partake of the same purity : the 
pen is the tongue of the mind, and what his conceptions are, such 
will be his productions." 

The gentleman hearing Don Quixote express himself in this 
manner, was struck with so much admiration, that he began to 
lose the bad opinion he had conceived of his understanding. As 
for Sancho, who did not much relish this flne talk, he took an 
opportunity to slink aside in the middle of it, and went to get a 
little milk of some shepherds that were hard by keeping their 
sheep. Now when the gentleman was going to renew his dis- 
course, mightily pleased with these judicious observations, Don 
Quixote, lifting up his eyes, perceived a waggon on the road, set 
round with little fla^s that appeared to be the king's colours; 
and believing it to be some new adventure, he cfuled out to 
Sancho to bring him his helmet. Sancho, hearing him call alood, 
left the shepherds, and clapping his heels vigorously to Dapple's 
sides, soon came trotting up to his master. 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

Where you will find set forth the highest proof that Don Quixote ever 
gave^ or could give, of his courage; with the succesrful issue of the 
adventure of the Lions. 

They were now overtaken by the waggon, which was attended 
only by the driver, mounted on one of the mules, and another 
man that sat on the fore part of it. Don Quixote making up to 
them, "Whither go ye, friendsr?'' said he. "What waggon is 
this ? What do you convey in it ? And what is the meaning of 
these colours V " The waggon is mine," answered the waggoner : 
** I have there two brave lions, which the general of Oran is send- 
ing to the king, and these colours are to let the people understand 
that what goes here belongs to him." "Are the lions large?" 
** Very large," answered the man in the fore part of the waggon ; 
*' bigffer never came from Africa. I am their keeper, and have 
had charge of several others, but I never saw the like of tiiese 
before. In the foremost cage is a lion, and in the other a lioness. 
By this time they are cruelly hungry, for they have not eaten 
to-day ; therefore, pray, good sir, ride out of the way, for we 
must make haste to get to the place where we are to feed them." 
** What !" said Don Quixote, with a scornful smile ; ** lion-whelps 
against me ! And at this time of day ? Well, I will make those 
gentlemen that sent their lions this way, know whether I |im a 
man to be scared with lions. Get off, honest fellow; and since 
yoa are the keeper, open their cages and let them both out ; for, 
in despite of those enchanters that have sent them to try me, I 
will make the creatures know, in the midst of this very field, who 
Don Quixote de la Mancha is." 

^ While he was making this speech, Sancho came up to Don 
Diego, and begged him to dissuade his master from his rash at- 
tempt. " Oh, good dear sir 1" cried he, " for pity's sake, hinder my 
master from falling upon these lions by all means, or we shall be 
torn in pieces." " Why," said the gentleman, " is your master 
80 arrant. a madman, then, that you should fear he would set upon 
«uch furious beasts ?" " Ah, sir !" said Sancho, " he is not mad, 
but terribly venturesome." " Well," replied the gentleman, " I 
will take care there shall be no harm done ;" and with that, com- 
ing up to the Don, who was urging the lion-keeper to open the 
cage, " Sir," said he, " knights-errant ought to engage in adven- 
tures from which there may be some hope of coming off with 
safety, but not in such as are altogether desperate ; for courage 
which borders on temerity is more like madness than true forti- 
tude. Besides, these lions are not come against you, but sent as 
a present to the king ; and therefore it is not your duty to de- 
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tain them, or stop the waggon." " Pray, sweet sir," replied Don 
Quixote, " go and amuse yourself with your tame partridg^ and 
your ferrets, and leave every one to his own business. This is 
mine, and I know best whether these worthy lions are sent against 
me or no." Then turning about to the keeper, " Sirrah V* said 
he, " open your cages immediately, or I will certainly pin thee 
to the waggon with this lance." " Good sir," cried the waggoner, 
seeing this strange apparition in armour so resolute, '' for mercy's 
sake, do but let me take out our mules first, and get out of harm's 
way with them as fast as I can, before the lions get out ; for if 
they should once set upon the poor beasts, I should be undone 
for ever ; for, alas, that cart and they are all I have in the world 
to get a living with." " Thou man of small faith," said Don 
Quixote, " take them out quickly then, and go with them where 
thou wilt; though thou shalt presently see that thy precaution 
was needless, and thou mightest have spared thy pains." 

The waggoner on this made all the haste he could to take out 
his mules, while the keeper cried out, " Bear witness, all ye that 
are here present, that it is against my will that I open the cages 
and let loose the lions ; and that I protest to this gentleman here, 
that he shall be answerable for all the misc^ef they may do ; to- 
gether with the loss of my salary and fees. And now, sirs, shift 
for yourselves as fast as you can, before I open the cadres ; for, 
as for myself, I know the lions will do me no harm." Once 
more the gentleman tried to dissuade Don Quixote from doin^ so 
mad a thmg; telling him, that he tempted Heaven in exposing 
himself without reason to so great a danger. To this Don Quix- 
ote made no other answer but that he knew what he had to do. 
** Consider, however, what you do," replied the gentleman ; " for 
it is most certain that you are mistaken." " Well, sir," said 
Don Quixote, "if you care not to be spectator of an action which 
you think is likely to be a tragedy, put spurs to your mare and 
provide for your safety." Sancho, hearing this, came up to his 
master with tears in his eyes, and begged him not to ^o about 
this fearful undertaking, to which the adventure of the windmills 
and the fullingmills, and all the brunts he had ever borne in his 
life, were but children's play. *' Good your worship," cried he, 
*' do but mind ; here is no enchantment in the case, nor anything 
like it. Alack-a-day, sir, I peeped even now through the grates 
of the cage, and I am sure I saw the claw of a true lion, and such 
a claw as makes me think the lion that owns it must be as big as 
a mountain." " Alas, poor fellow !" said Don Quixote, f' tjiy 
fear will make him as big as half the world. Retire, Sancho^ and 
leave me, and if I chance to fall here, thou kno west our old agree- 
ment; repair to Dulcinea — I say no more." To this he added 
some expressions which cut off all hopes of his giving Over bis 
mad design. 

The gentleman in green would have opposed him ; but consi- 
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dering the other much better armed, and that it was not prudence 
to encounter a madman, he even took the opportunitjr, while Don 
Quixote was storming at the keeper, to march off with his mare, 
as Sancho did with Dapple, and the carter with his mules, every 
one making the best of his way to get as far as he could from 
the waggon, before the lions were let loose. Poor Sancho at the 
same time made sad lamentations for his master's death ; for he 
gave him up for lost, not doubting but that the lions had already 

fot him into their clutches. He cursed his ill fortune, and the 
our he came again to his service ; but for all his wailing and la- 
menting, he urged on poor Dapple, to get as far as he could from 
the lions. The keeper, perceivmg the persons who fled to be at 
a good distance, fell to arguing and entreating Don Quixote as 
he had done before. But the knight told him again that all his 
reasons and entreaties were but in vain, and bid him say no more, 
but immediately despatch. 

Now while the keeper took time to open the foremost cage, 
Don Quixote stood debating with himself whether he had best 
make his attack on foot or on horseback ; and upon mature deli- 
beration he resolved to do it on foot, lest Hozinante, not used to 
lions, should be put into disorder. Accordingly, he quitted his 
horse, threw aside his lance, grasped his shield, and drew his 
sword ; then advancing with a deliberate motion, and an un- 
daunted heart, he posted himself just before the door of the cage, 
commending himself to Heaven, and afterwards to his lady. 

The keeper observing that it was not possible for him to pre- 
vent letting out the lions without incurring the resentment of the 
desperate knight, set the door of the foremost cage wide open, 
where, as I have said, the lion lay, who appeared of a monstrous 
size and of a frightful aspect. The first thing he did was to turn 
himself round in his cage ; in the next place he stretched out one 
of his paws, put forth his claws, and roused himself. After that 
he gaped and yawned for a good while, and shewed his dreadful 
fangs, and then thrust out half a yard of tongue, and with it licked 
the dust from his face. Having done this, he thrust his head 
c^uite out of the cage, and stared about with his eyes that looked 
like two live coals of fire; a sisjht and motion enough to have 
struck terror into temerity itself. But Don Quixote onlv re- 
garded it with attention, wishing his grim adversary would leap 
out of his hold, and come within his reach, that he might exercise 
his valour, and cut the monster piecemeal. To this height of 
extravagance had his folly transported him ; but the generous 
lion, more gentle than arrogant, taking no notice of his vapour- 
ing and bravados, after he had looked about him a while, turned 
his back upon the knight, and very contentedly lay down again 
in his apartment. 

Don Quixote, seeing this, commanded the keeper to rouse 
him with his pole, and force him out whether he would oc \iQ« 

X 
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*' Not I, indeed, sir," answered the keeper ; " I dare not do it for 
my life ; for if I provoke him, I am sure to be the first he will 
tear to pieces. Let me advise you, sir, to be satisfied with your 
day's work. 'Tis as much as the bravest that wears a head can 
pretend to do. Then pray go no farther, I beseech you ; the door 
stands open, the lion is at his choice whether he will come out 
or no. You have waited for him ; you see he does not care to 
look you in the face ; and since he did not come out at the first, 
I dare engage he will not stir out this day. You have shewn 
enough the greatness of your courage ; the scandal is his, the 
honour the challenger's." 

" 'Tis true," replied Don Quixote. " Come, shut the cage- 
door, honest friend, and give me a certificate under thy hand, in 
the amplest form thou canst devise, of what thou hast seen me 
perform ; while I make signs to those that ran away from us, and 
get them to come back, that they may have an account of this 
ex})loit from thy own mouth." The keeper obeyed ; and Don 
Quixote, clapping a handkerchief on the point of his lance, waved 
it in the air, and called as loud as he was able to the fugitives, 
who fled nevertheless, looking behind them all the way, and 
trooped on in a body with the gentleman in green at the head of 
them. 

At last Sancho observed the signal, and called out, ^' Hold !" 
my master calls; I will be hanged, if he has not got the 
better of the lions!" At this they all faced about, and per- 
ceived Don Quixote flourishing his ensign ; whereupon recover- 
ing a little from their fright, they leisurely rode back till they 
could plainly distinguish his voice. As soon as they were got 
near the waggon, '* Come on, friend,*' said he to the carter ; 
*^ put-to thy mules again, and pursue thy journey ; and, Sancho, 
do thou give him two ducats for the lion-keeper and himself, to 
make them amends for the time I have detained them." " Ay, 
that I will with all my heart," quoth Sancho ; ** but what is be- 
come of the lions ? Are they dead or alive ?" Then the keeper 
very formally related the whole action, not failing to exaggerate, 
to the best of his skill, Don Quixote's courage ; how, at his sight 
alone, the lion was so terrified, that he neither would nor durst 
quit his stronghold, though for that end his cage-door was kept 
open for a considerable time ; and how at length, upon his remon- 
strating to the knight, who would have had the lion forced out, 
that it was presuming too much upon Heaven, he had permitted, 
though with ^reat reluctancy, that the lion should be shut up 
again. " Well, Sancho," said Don Quixote to his squire, " what 
dost thou think of this ? Can enchantment prevail over true for- 
titude ? No ; these magicians may rob me of success, but never 
of my invincible greatness of mind." 

Sancho gave the waggoner and the keeper the two pieces. 
The first haniessed his mules, and the last thanked Don Quixote 
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for his bounty, and promised to acquaint the kine himself with 
his heroic action when he went to court. " Well," said Don 
Quixote, ** if his majesty should chance to inquire who the person 
was that did this thing, tell him it was the Knight of the Lions ; 
a name I intend henceforth to take up, in place of that which I 
have hitherto borne ; in which proceeding I do but conform to 
the ancient custoni of knights-errant, who changed their names 
as often as they pleased, or as it suited with their advantage." 

Don Quixote now addressed Don Diego. " Without doubt, 
sir," said he, " you take me for a downright madman, and, indeed, 
my actions may seem to speak me no less. But for all that, give 
me leave to tell you, I am not so mad, nor is my understanding 
80 defective, as you may fancy. Let me remind you that every 
knight has his particular employment. Let the courtier wait on 
the ladies; let him with splendid equipage adorn his prince's 
court, and with a magnificent table support poor gentlemen. 
Let him give birth to feasts and tournaments, and shew his gran- 
deur, and liberality, and munificence, and especially his piety : 
in all these things he fulfils the duties of his station. But as for 
the knight-errant, let him search into all the corners of the world, 
enter into the most intricate labyrinths, and every hour be ready 
to attempt impossibility itself; let him in desolate wilds baffle 
the rigour of tne weather, the scorching heat of the sun's fiercest 
beams, and the inclemency of winds and snow; let lions never 
fright him, dragons daunt him, not evil spirits deter him: — to 
go in quest of these, — to meet, to dare, to conflict, and to over- 
come them all, — is his principal and proper oflice. Well I know, 
that valour is a virtue situate between the two vicious extremes 
of cowardice and temerity. But certainly it is not so ill for a 
valiant man to rise to a degree of rashness as it is to fall short, 
and border upon cowardice. For as it is easier for a prodigal to 
become liberal than a miser, so it is easier for the hardy and rash 
person to be reduced to true bravery, than the coward ever to 
rise to that virtue. And therefore, in thus attempting adven- 
tures, believe me, Sigfior Don Diego, it is better to exceed the 
bounds a little, and overdo, rather than underdo the thing ; be- 
cause it sounds better in people's ears to hear it said, how that 
such a knight is rash and hardy, than such a knight is dastardly 
and timorous." 

"All you have said and done," answered Don Diego, "is 
agreeable to the exactest rules of reason ; and I believe if tne laws 
and ordinances of knight-errantry were lost, they might be all 
recovered from you, your breast seeming to be the safe repository 
and archive where they are lodged. But it grows late ; let us 
make a little more haste to get to our village and to my habita- 
tion, where you may rest yourself after the fatigues which doubt- 
less you have sustained, if not in body, at least in mind, whose 
pains often afflict the body too." " Sir," answered Don Quixote, 
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" I esteem your offer as a singular favour." And so, proceeding 
a little faster than they had done before, about two in the after- 
noon they reached the village, and got to the house of Don Diego, 
whom now Don Quixote cdled the Knight of the Green Coat. 



CHAPTER L. 

How Don Quixote was entertained at the castle or house of the Knight 
of the Green Coaty with other extraordinary matters, 

Don Quixote found that Don Diego de Miranda's house was 
spacious, after the country manner ; the arms of the family were 
over the gate in rough stone, — the buttery in the foreyard, the 
cellar under the porch, and all around several great jars of the 
sort commonly made at Toboso ; the sight of which bringing to 
his remembrance his enchanted and transformed Dulcinea^ he 
heaved a deep sigh ; and neither minding what he said nor who 
was by, broke out into the following exclamation : 

^' O ye Tobosian urns, that awi^en in my mind the thoughts 
of the sweet pledge of my most bitter sorrows V Don Diego's 
son, who, as it has been said, was a student, and poetically in- 
clined, heard these words as he came with his mother to welcome 
him home, and, as well ds she, was not a little surprised to see 
what a strange being his &ther had brought with him. Don 
Quixote alighted from Rozinante, and very courteously desiring 
to kiss her ladyship's hands, " Madam," said Don Diego, " this 
gentleman is the noble Don Quixote de la Mancha, the wisest 
and most valiant knight-errant in the world ; pray let him find 
a welcome suitable to nis merit and your usual civility." There- 
upon Donna Christina (for that was the lady's name) received 
him very kindly, and with great marks of respect ; to which Don 
Quixote made a proper ana handsome return ; and then almost 
the same compliments passed between him and the young gentle- 
man, whom Don Quixote judged by his words to be a man of wit 
and sense. 

While the knight was unarming, Don Lorenzo had leisure to 
talk with his father about him. " Pray, sir," said he, " who is 
this gentleman you have brought with you? Considering his 
name, his aspect, and the title of knight-errant which you give 
him, neither my mother nor I know what to think of him." 
" Truly," answered Don Diego, " I do not know what to say to 
you ; all that I can inform you of is, that I have seen him play 
the maddest pranks in the world, and yet say a thousand sensible 
things that contradict his actions. But discourse with him your- 
self, and feel the pulse of his understanding; make use of your 
sense to judge of his ; though, to tell you the truth, I believe his 
folly exceeds his discretion." 
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Don Lorenzo then went to entertain Don Quixote ; and after 
some discourse had passed between them, '* Sir/' said the knight, 
*^ I am not wholly a stranger to your merit ; Don Diego de Miran- 
da, your father, has given me to understand you are a person of 
excellent parts, and especially a great poet." " Sir," answered the 
young gentleman, " I may, perhaps, pretend to poetry, but never 
to be a great poet. It is true, I am somewhat given to rhyming, 
and love to read good authors ; but I am very far from deserving 
to be thought one of their number." " I ao not mislike your 
modesty," replied Don Quixote ; " it is a virtue not often found 
among poets ; for almost every one of them thinks himself the 
greatest in the world." " There is no rule without an excep- 
tion," said Don Lorenzo ; '^ and it is not impossible but there 
may be one who may deserve the name, though he does not think 
so himself." "That is very unlikely," replied Don Quixote. 
" But pray, sir, tell me what verses are those that your father 
says you are so puzzled ^bout ? If it should be what we call a 
gloss or a paraphrase, I understand something of that way of 
writing, and should be ^lad to see it. If the composition be de- 
signed for a poetical prize, I would advise you only to put in for 
the second ; for the iirst always goes by favour, and is rather 
granted to the great quality of the author than to his merit ; but 
as to the next, it is adjudged to the most deserving ; so that the 
third may in a manner be esteemed the second, and the iirst no 
more than the third, according to the methods used in our uni- 
versities of giving degrees. And yet, after all, it is no small 
matter to gam the honour of being called the first." 

Hitherto all is well, thought Don Lorenzo to himself, — I 
cannot think thee mad yet ; let us go on. With that, addressing 
himself to Don Quixote, " Sir," said he, " you seem to me to 
have frequented the schools ; pray what science has been your 
particular study?" "That of knight-errantry," answered Don 
Quixote; "which is as good as that of poetry, and somewhat 
better too." " I do not know what sort of a science that is," said 
Don Lorenzo ; " nor indeed did I ever hear of it before." " It 
is a science," answered Don Quixote, "that includes in itself all 
the other sciences in the world, or at least the greatest part of 
them. Whoever professes it ought to be learned m the laws, and 
understand distributive and commutative justice, in order to right 
all mankind. He ought to be a divine, to give a reason of nis 
faith, and vindicate his religion by dint of argument. He oueht 
to be skilled in physic, especially in the botanic part of it, that 
he may know the nature of simples, and have recourse to those 
herbs that can cure wounds ; for a knight-errant must not expect 
to find surgeons in the woods and deserts. He must be an as- 
tronomer, to understand the motions of the celestial orbs, and 
find out by the stars the hour of the night, and the longitude and 
latitude of the climate on which fortune throws him ; and he 

x2 
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ought to be well instructed in all the other parts of the mathe- 
matics — that science being of constant use to a professor of arms, 
on many accounts too numerous to be related. I need not tell 
you that all the divine and moral virtues must centre in his mind. 
To descend to less material qualifications, be must be able to swim 
like a fish, know how to shoe a horse, mend a saddle or bridle ; 
and, returning to higher matters, he ought to be inviolably de- 
voted to Heaven and his lady, chaste in his thoughts, modest in 
words, and liberal and valiant in deeds; patient in afflictions, 
charitable to the poor ; and finally, a maintainor of truth, though 
it cost him his life to defend it. These are the endowments to 
constitute a good knight-errant ; and now, sir, be you a judge, 
whether the professors of chivalry have an easy task to perform, 
and whether such a science may not stand in competition with the 
roost celebrated and best of those that are taught in colleges?" 
" If it be so," answered Don Lorenzo, " I say it deserves the pre- 
eminence over all other sciences." " What do you mean, sir, by 
that, If it be so ?" cried Don Quixote. " I mean, sir," cried Don 
Lorenzo, " that I doubt whether there are now, or ever were, 
any knights-errant, especially with so many rare accomplish- 
ments." " This makes good what I have often said," answered 
Don Quixote ; *' most people will not be persuaded there ever 
were any knights-errant in the world. Now, sir, because I verily 
believe that unless Heaven will work some miracle to convince 
them that there have been and still are knishts-errant, those in- 
credulous persons are too much wedded to their opinion to admit 
such a belief, I will not now lose time to endeavour to let you see 
how much you and they are mistaken ; all I design to do is, only 
to beseech Heaven to convince you of your being in an error, 
that you may see how useful knights-errant were in former a^, 
and the vast advantages that would result in ours from the assist- 
ance of men of that profession . But now efiem inacy, sloth, luxury, 
and ignoble pleasure triumph, for the punishment of our sins." 
Now, said Lorenzo to himself, our gentleman has already be- 
trayed his blind side ; but yet he gives a colour of reason to bis 
extravagance, and I were a fool to think otherwise. 

Here thev were j^alled to dinner, which ended the discourse ; 
and at that time Don Diego, taking his son aside, asked him what 
he thought of the stranger. " I think, sir," said Don Lorenzo, 
** that it is not in the power of all the physicians in the world to 
cure his distemper. He is mad past recovery ; but yet he has 
lucid intervals." In short, they dined ; and their entertainment 
proved such as the old gentleman had told the knight he used to 

S've his guests — neat, plentiful, and well ordered. But that which 
on Quixote most admired was, the extraordinary silence he ob- 
served through the whole house, as if it had been a monastery of 
Carthusians. 
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CHAPTER LT. 

T?ie cuiveniure of the Shepherd-Lover, and other truly comical 
passages, 

Don Quixote stayed four days at Don Diego's house, and 
during all that time met with a very generous entertainment. 
However, he then desired his leave to go, and returned him a 
thousand thanks for his kind reception ; letting him know that 
the duty of his profession did not admit of his staying any longer 
out of action ; and therefore he designed to go in quest of adven- 
tures, which he knew were plentifufly to be found in that part of 
Spain ; and that he would employ his time in that till the tilts 
and- tournaments began at Saragosa, to which place it was now 
his chief intent to go. However, he would first go to Montesinos' 
cave, about which so many wonderful stories were told in those 
parts ; and there he would endeavour to explore and discover the 
source and original springs of the seven lakes, commonly called 
the lakes of Ruydera. Don Diego and his son highly commended 
his noble resolution, and desired him to command whatever their 
house afforded, assuring him he was sincerely welcome to do it ; 
the respect they had for his honourable profession, and his parti- 
cular merit, obliging them to do him all manner of service. 

In short, the day of his departure came, a day of joy and 
gladness to Don Quixote, but of grief and sadness to poor Sanclio, 
who had no mind to change his quarters, and liked the good cheer 
and plenty at Don Diego's house, much better than his short 
hunery commons in forests and deserts, or the sorry pittance of 
his ill-stored wallets, which he however crammed and stuffed with 
what he thought could best make the change of his condition to- 
lerable. And now Don Quixote taking his leave of Don Lorenzo, 
** Sir," said he, " I don't know whether I have already said it to 
you, but if I have, give me leave to repeat it once more, that if 
you are ambitious of climbing up to the difficult, and in a manner 
maccessible, summit of the temple of Fame, your surest way is to 
leave on one hand the narrow path of poetry, and follow the nar- 
rower track of knight-errantry, which in a trice may raise you to 
an imperial throne." With these words, Don Quixote seemed to 
have summed up the whole evidence of his madness. However, 
he could not conclude without adding something more. " Hea- 
ven knows," said he, " how willingly I would tSke Don Lorenzo 
with me, to instruct him in those virtues that are annexed to the 
employment I profess, to spare the humble, and crush the proud 
and haughty. But since his tender years do not qualify him for 
the hardships of that life, and his laudable exercises detain him, I 
must rest contented with letting you know, that one way to ac- 
quire fame in poetry, is to be governed by other men's judgment 
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more than your own : for it is natural to fathers and mothers not 
to think their own children ugly ; and this error is nowhere so 
common as in the offspring of uie mind." 

Don Diego and his son were again surprised to hear this med- 
ley of good sense and extravagance, and to find the poor gentle- 
man so strongly hent on the quest of these unlucky adventures^ 
the only aim and object of his desires. 

After this, and many compliments and mutual reiterations of 
offers of service, Don Quixote having taken leave of the lady of 
the castle, he on Rozinante, and Sancho on Dapple, set out and 
pursued their journey. They had not travelled far when they 
were overtaken by two men that looked like students or ecclesi- 
astics, with two farmers, all mounted upon asses. One of the 
scholars had behind him a small bundle of linen, and two pairs of 
stockings, trussed up in green buckram like a portmanteau ; the 
other had no other luggage but a couple of foils and a pair of 
fencing pumps. And the husbandmen had a parcel of other 
things, which shewed, that having made their market at some 
adjacent town, they were now returning home with their ware. 
They all wondered ^as indeed all others did that ever beheld 
him) what kind of fellow Don Quixote was, seeing him make a 
figure so different from anything they had ever seen. The knight 
saluted them, and perceiving their road lay the same way, offered 
them his company, entreating them, however, to move at an easier 
pace, because their asses went faster than his horse ; and to en- 
gage them the more, he gave them a hint of his circumstances 
and profession ; that he was a knight-errant travelling round the 
world in quest of adventures; that his proper name was Don 
Quixote de la Mancha, but his titular denomination, the Knight 
of the Lions. 

All this was Greek, or pedlar's French, to the countrymen ; 
but the students presently found out his blind side. However, 
respectfully addressing him, *' Sir Knight," said one of them, " if 
you are not fixed to any set stage, as persons of your function 
seldom are, let us beg the honour of your company ; and you 
shall be entertained with one of the finest and most sumptuous 
weddings that ever was seen, either in La Mancha, or many 
leagues round it." " The nuptials of some young prince, I pre- 
sume ?" said Don Quixote. " No, sir," answered the otner, 
" but of a yeoman's son, and a neighbour's daughter ; he the 
richest in all this country, and she the handsomest you ever saw. 
The entertainment at the wedding will be new and extraordinary ; 
it is to be kept in a meadow near the village where the bride 
lives. They call her Quiteria the Handsome, by reason of her 
beauty ; and the bridegroom Camacho the Rich, on account of 
his wealth. They are well matched as to age, for she di*aws to- 
wards eighteen, and he is about two-and-twenty, though some 
nice folks, that have all the pedigrees in the world in their head9| 
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will tell ye that the bride comes of a better family than he ; but 
that is not minded now-a-days, for money, you know, will hide 
many faults. And, indeed, this same Camacho is as free as a 
prince, and designs to spare no cost upon his wedding. He has 
taken a fancy to get the meadow shaded with boughs, that are to 
cover it like an arbour, so that the sun will have much ado to 
peep through, and visit the green grass underneath. There are 
also provided for the diversion of the company, several sorts of 
antics and morrice-dancers, some with swords, and some with 
bells ; for there are youn^ fellows in his village that can manage 
them cleverly. I say nothing of those that play tricks with the 
soles of their shoes when they dance, leaving that to the judgments 
of their guests. But nothing that I have told or might tell you of 
this wedaing, is like to make it so remarkable as the things which 
I imagine poor Basil's despair will do. This Basil is a young fel- 
low that lives next door to Quiteria's father. Hence arose an 
attachment, like that of old between Pyramus and Thisbe ; for 
Basil's love grew up with him from a child, and she encouraged 
his passion with all the kind return that modesty could grant ; 
insomuch that the mutual affection of the two little ones was the 
common talk of the village. But Quiteria coming to years of 
maturity, her father be^n to deny Basil the usual access to his 
house ; and to cut off his farther pretence, declared his resolution 
of marrying her to Camacho, who is indeed his superior in estate, 
though far short of him in all other qualifications ; for Basil is the 
cleverest fellow we have : he will pitch ye a bar, wrestle, or play 
at tennis with the best in the country ; he runs like a stag, leaps 
like a buck, plays at nine-pins so well, you would think ne tips 
them down by witchcraft ; sings like a lark ; touches a guitar so 
rarely, he even makes it speak ; and to complete his penections, 
he handles a sword like a fencer." 

" For that very single qualification," said Don Quixote, " he 
deserves not only Quiteria the Handsome, but a princess ; nay, 
Queen Guinever herself, were she now living, in spite of Sir 
Lancelot and all that would oppose it." " WeU," quoth Sancho, 
who had been silent, and listening all the while, " my wdfe used 
to tell me, she would have every one marry with their match. 
All I say is, let honest Basil «'en marry her ! for methinks I 
have a huge liking to the young man ; and so Heaven bless them 
together, say I, and a murrain seize those that will spoil a good 
match between those that love one another !" " Nay," said JDon 
Quixote, " if marriage should be always the consequence of mutual 
love, what would become of the prerogative of parents, and their 
authority over their children ? If young girls might always choose 
their own husbands, we should have the best families intermarry 
with coachmen and grooms: and young heiresses would throw 
themselves away upon the first wild young fellows whose pro- 
mising outsides ana assurance make them set up for fortuxv<^%^ 
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though all their stock consists in impudence. For the under- 
standing, which alone should distinguish and choose in these cases 
as in all others, is apt to be blinded or biassed by love and affec- 
tion ; and matrimony is so nice and critical a point, that it re- 
quires not only our own cautious management, but even the direc- 
tion of a superior power to choose right. Whoever undertakes a 
long journey, if he be wise, makes it his business to find out an 
agreeable companion. How cautious then should he be, who is 
to take a journey for life, whose fellow-traveller must not part 
with him but at the grave ; his companion at bed and board, and 
sharer of all the pleasures and fatigues of his journey ; as the vrife 
must be to the husband ! She is no such sort of ware, that a man 
can be rid of when he pleases. When once that is purchased, no 
exchange, no sale, no alienation can be made : she is an insepar- 
able accident to man : marriage is a noose, which, fastened about 
the neck, runs the closer, and tits more uneasy by our struggling 
to get loose : it is a Gordian knot which none can untie, and 
being twisted with our thread of life, nothing but the scythe of 
death can cut it. I could dwell longer on this subject, but that I 
long to know whether you can tell us anything more of Basil." 

*' All I can tell you," said the student, "is, that he is in the 
case of all desperate lovers ; since the moment he heard of this 
intended marnage, he has never been seen to smile ; he is in a 
deep melancholy, talks to himself, and seems out of his senses ; 
he hardly eats or sleeps, and lives like a savage in the open fields, 
his only sustenance a little fruit, and his only bed the hard ground ; 
sometimes he lifts up his eyes to Heaven, then fixes them on the 
ground, and in either posture stands like a statue. In short, he 
is reduced to that condition that we who are his acquaintance 
verily believe, that Quiteria's fatal ' Yes' of this wedding to-mor- 
row will be attended by his death." 

" Heaven forbid I" cried Sancho. " Who can tell what may 
happen ? he that gives a broken head can give a plaster. This 
is one day, but to-morrow is another ; and strange thin^ may fall 
out in the roasting of an egg. After a storm comes a c£um. Many 
a man that went to bed well, has found himself dead in the morn- 
ing when he awaked. Who can put a spoke in fortune's wheel? 
nobody here, I am sure. Between a woman's yea and nay, I 
would not engage to put a pin's-point, so close they be one to 
another. If Mrs. Quiteria love Mr. Basil, she will give Camacho 
the bag to hold : for this same love, they say, looks through spec- 
tacles that makes copper like gold, a cart like a coach, and a 
shrimp like a lobster." "Whither, in the name of ill-luck, art 
thou running with thy proverbs now, Sancho ?" said Don Quix- 
ote. " What dost thou know, poor animal, of fortune, or her 
wheel, or anything else?" " Why truly, sir," quoth Sancho, 
"if you don't understand me, no wonder if my sentences be 
thought nonsense. But let that pass, I understand myself; and 
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I am sure I have not talked so much like a ninny. But you, for- 
sooth, are so sharp a cricket." ** A critic, hlockhead," said Don 
Quixote, "you mean." "What makes you so angry, sir?" 
quoth Sancho ; " I was never brought up at school nor varsity, 
to know when I murder a hard word. I was never at court to 
learn to spell, sir. Some are bom in one town, some in another ; 
one at St. Jago, another at Toledo ; and even there all are not 
80 nicely spote." 

" You are in the right, friend," said the student ; " those na- 
tives of that city who live among the tanners, or about the market 
of Zocodover, and are confined to mean conversation, cannot speak 
so well as those that frequent the polite part of the town, and yet 
they are all of Toledo. But propriety, purity, and elegance of 
style maybe found among men of breeding and judgment, let 
them be bom where they will ; for their judgment is in the gram- 
mar of good language, though practice and example will go a 
great way." 

It was now pretty dark ; but before they got to the village, 
there appeared an entire blazing constellation. Their ears were 
entertained with the pleasing but confused sounds of several sorts 
of music, drums, fiddles, pipes, tabors, and bells; and as they 
approached nearer still, they found a large arbour at the entrance 
of the town stuck full of lights, which burnt undisturbed by the 
least breeze of wind. The musicians, which are the life and soul 
of diversion at a wedding, went up and down in bands about the 
meadow. Others were employed in raising scaffolds for the bet- 
ter view of the shows and entertainments prepared for the happy 
Camacho's wedding, and likewise to solemnise poor Basil's fune- 
ral. All the persuasions and endeavours of the students and 
countrymen could not move Don Quixote to enter the town; 
urging for his reason the custom of knights-errant, who chose to 
lodge in fields and forests under the canopy of Heaven, rather 
than in soft beds under a gilded roof; and therefore he left them, 
and went a little out of the road, fujl sore against Sancho's will, 
who had not yet forgot the good lodging and entertainment he 
had at Don Diego's house or castle. 



CHAPTER LII. 

An account of rich Camacho's wedding ^ and what befell poor Basil. 

So ARC E had the fair Aurora given place to the refulgent mler of 
the day, and given him time, with the heat of his prevailing rays, 
to dry the liquid pearls on his golden locks, when Don Quixote, 
shaking ofiT sluggish sleep from his djowsy limbs, arose and called 
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his squire : but finding him still snoring, " O thou most happy 
mortal upon earth," said he, " how sweet is thy repose; envied by 
none, and envying no man's greatness, secure thou sleepest, thy 
soul composed and calm ; no power of magic persecutes thee, nor 
are thy thoughts affrighted by enchantments ! Sleep on, sleep 
on, a hundred times sleep on. Those jealous cares that break a 
lover's heart, do not extend to thee ; neither the dread of craving 
creditors, nor the dismal foresight of inevitable want, or care of 
finding bread for a helpless family, keep thee waking. Ambition 
does not make thee uneasy, the pomp and vanity of this world do 
not perplex thy mind; for all thy care's extent reaches but to 
thy ass. Thy person and thy welfare thou hast committed to 
my charge, a burden imposed on masters by nature and custom, 
to weigh and counterpoise the offices of servants. Which is the 
greatest slave ? The servant's business is performed by a few 
manual duties, which only reconcile him more to rest, and make 
him sleep more sound ; while the anxious master has not leisure 
to close his eyes, but must labour day and night to make provi- 
sion for the subsistence of his servant ; not only in time of abun* 
dance, but even when the Heavens deny those kindly showers 
that must supply this want." 

To all this fine expostulation Sancho answered not a word ; 
but slept on, and was not to be waked by his master's calling 
or otherwise, till he pricked him with the sharp end of his lance. 
At length opening his eyelids half way, and rubbing them, after 
he had gaped and yawned and stretched his drowsy limbs, he 
looked about him ; and snuflSng up his nose, " I am much mis- 
taken," quoth he, "if from this same arbour there comes not a 
pure steam of a good rasher, that comforts my nostrils more than 
all the herbs and rushes hereabouts. And truly, a wedding that 
begins so savourily must be a dainty one.*' " Away, cormorant," 
said Don Quixote ; "rouse and let us go see it, and learn how it 
fares with the disdained Basil." " Fare !" quoth Sancho ; ** why, 
if he be poor, he must e'en be so still, and not think to marry 
Quiteria. It is a pretty fancy for a fellow who has not a cross, 
to run madding after what is meat for his betters. I will lay my 
neck that Camacho covers this same Basil from head to foot with 
white sixpences, and will spend more at a breakfast than the 
other is worth, and be never the worse. And do you think that 
Madame Quiteria will quit her fine rich gowns and petticoats, her 
necklaces of pearl, her jewels, her finery and bravery, and all that 
Camacho has given her, and may afford to give her, to many a 
fellow with whom she must knit or spin for her living? What 
signifies his bar-pitching and fencing ?" "Let me beseech you, 
good Sancho," interrupted Don Quixote, " to bring thy harangue 
to a conclusion. For my part, I believe, wert thou let alone 
when thy clack is once set a going, thou wouldst scarce allow 
thyself dime to eat or sleep, but woiUdst prate on to the endof ihe 
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chapter." " Troth, master," replied Sancho, " your memory 
must be very short not to remember the articles of our agree- 
ment before I came this last journey with you. I was to speak 
what I would, and when I would, provided I said nothing 
against my neighbour, or your worship's authority ; and I don't 
see that I have broken my indentures vet." " I remember no 
such article," said Don Quixote ; " and though it were so, it is 
my pleasure you should now be silent ; for the instruments we 
heard last night begin to cheer the valleys, and doubtless the mar- 
riage will be solemnised this morning ere the heat of the day pre- 
vent the diversion." 

Thereupon Sancho said no more, but saddled Rozinante, and 
clapped his pack-saddle on Dapple's back ; then both mounting, 
away they rode fair and softly into the arbour. The first thing 
that blessed Sancho's sight there, was a whole steer spitted on a 
laree elm before a mighty fire made of a pile of wood, that seemed 
a naming mountain. Round this bonfire were placed six capa- 
cious pots, cast in no common mould, or rather six ample cop- 
pers, every one containing a whole shamble of meat, and entire 
sheep were sunk and lost in them, and soaked as conveniently as 
pigeons. The branches of the trees round were all garnished with 
an infinite number of cased hares, and plucked fowls of several 
sorts ; and then for drink, Sancho told above threescore skins of 
wine, each of which contained above twenty-four quarts ; and, as 
it afterwards proved, sprightly liquor. A goodly pile of white 
loaves made a large rampart on the one side, and a stately wall 
of cheeses set up like bricks made a comely bulwark on the other. 
Two pans of oil, each bigger than a dyer's vat, served to fry their 
pancakes, which they lifted out with two strong peels when they 
were fried enough ; and then they dipped them m as large a bottle 
of honey prepared for that purpose. To dress the provisions there 
were above fifty cooks, men and women, all cleanly, diligent, and 
cheerful. In tne ample belly of the steer, they had stewed up 
twelve little sucking pigs, to give it the more savoury taste. 
Spices of all sorts lay about in such plenty, that they appeared 
to be bought by wholesale. In short, the whole provision was 
indeed country like, but plentiful enough to feast an army. 

Sancho beheld all this with wonder and delight. The first 
temptation that captivated his senses was the goodly pots ; by 
and by he falls desperately in love with the skins of wine ; and 
lastly, his affections were fixed on the frying-pans, if such honour- 
able kettles may accept of the name. T^he scent of the fried meat 
put him into such a commotion of spirit, that he could hold out no 
longer, but accosting one of the busy cooks with all the smooth 
and hungry reasons he was master of, he begged his leave to sop 
a luncheon of bread in one of the pans. ** Friend," quoth the 
cook, '* no hunger must be felt near us to-day (thanks to the 
founder). Alight man, and if thou canst find ever a ladle th^t^^ 
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skim out a pullet or two, and much good may they do you/' 
*' Alack-a-day/' quoth Sancho, " I see no ladle, sir." " What a 
silly helpless fellow thou art !" cried the cook. **Let me see." 
With that he took a kettle, and sousing it into one of the pots, he 
fished out three hens and a couple of geese at one heave. ** Here, 
friend," said he to Sancho, '* take this, and make shift to stay your 
stomach with that scum till dinner be ready." " Heaven reward 
you," cried Sancho; "but where shall I put it?" " Here," an- 
swered the cook, "take ladle and all, and thank the founder once 
more I say ; nobody will grudge it thee." 

While Sancho was thus employed, Don Quixote saw twelve 
young farmers' sons, all dressed very gay, enter upon stately 
mares, as richly and gaudily equipped as the country could af- 
ford, with little bells fastened to their furniture. These in a close 
body made several careers up and down the meadow, merrily 
shouting and crying out " Long live Camacho and Quiteria ! he 
is rich and she is fair, and she the fairest in the world !" Poor 
ignorants (thought Don Quixote, overhearing them), you speak 
as you know ; but had you ever seen my Dulcinea del Toboso, 
you would not be so lavish of your praises. 



CHAPTER LI 1 1. 

The progress of Camacho''s wedding ; with other delightful accidents. 

Don QnixoTB and Sancho were now interrupted by a great 
noise of joy and acclamation raised by the horsemen, who, 
shouting and galloping, went to meet the young couple ; who, 
surrounded by a thousand instruments and devices, were coming 
to the arbour, accompanied by the curate, their relations, and all 
the better sort of the neighbourhood, set out in their holiday- 
clothes. " Hey-day," quoth Sancho, as soon as he saw the 
bride, " what have we here ? Truly this is no country lass, but 
a fine court-lady, all in her silks and satins ! Look, look ye, 
master, see if, instead of glass necklaces, she have not on fillets 
of rich coral : and instead of green serge of Cuencha, a thirty- 
piled velvet. Bless us, see what rings she has on her fingers ; no 
jet, no pewter baubles, but pure beaten gold, and set with pearls 
too ; if every pearl be not as white as a syllabub, and each of 
them as precious as an eye ! How she is bedizened, and glistens 
from top to toe! And now yonder again, what fine long locks 
the young slut has got ; if they be not false, I never saw longer 
in my bom days ! Ah, what a fine stately person she is ! What 
a number of trinkets and glaring gewgaws are dangling in her 
hair and about her neck ! Well, I say no more, but happy is the 
man that has thee !" 

Don Quixote could not help smiling to hear Sancho set forth 
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the bride after his rustic way, though at the same time he beheld 
her with admiration. The procession was just arrived when they 
heard a piercing outcry, and a voice calling out, ^' Stay, rash and 
hasty people, stay 1" Upon which, all turning about, they saw 
a person coming after them in a black coat, bordered with crim- 
son powdered with flames of fire. On his head he wore a garland 
of mournful cypress, and a large truncheon in his hand, headed 
with an iron spike. As soon as ho drew near, they knew liim to 
be the gallant Basil ; and seeing him come thus unlooked for, 
and with such an outcry and behaviour, began to fear some mis- 
chief would ensue. He came up tired and panting before the 
bride and bridegroom ; then leaning on his truncheon, he fixed 
his eyes on Quiteria ; and with a fearful hollow voice, " Too well 
you know/' cried he, ** unkind Quiteria, that by the ties of truth^ 
and the laws of that Heaven which we all revere, while I have 
life you cannot be married to another. You are now about to 
snap all the ties between us, and give my ri^ht to another; whose 
large possessions, though they can procure him all other blessings^ 
I had never envied, could they not have purchased you. But no 
more. It is ordained ; and I will therefore remove this unhappy 
obstacle out of your way. Live, rich Camacho; live happy with 
the ungrateful Quiteria many years ; and let the poor, tlie mise- 
rable Basil die, whose poverty has clipped the wings of his feli- 
city, and laid him in the grave V* 

Saying these words, he drew out of his sif|)posed truncheon 
a short tuck that was concealed in it, and setting the hilt of it 
against the ground, he fell upon the point in such a manner that 
it came out all bloody at his oack, the poor wretch weltering ou 
the ground in blood. His friends, strangely confounded by this 
sad accident, ran to help him ; and Don Quixote, forsaking Kozi- 
nante, made haste to his assistance, and taking him up in his 
arms, found there was still life in him. They would have drawn 
the sword out of his body, but the curate urged it was not con- 
venient till he had made confession, and prepared himself for 
death, which would immediately attend tne effusion of blood 
upon pulling the tuck out of the body. 

While they were debating this point, Basil seemed to come a 
little to himself; and calling on the bride, ^^ Oh, Quiteria !*' said 
he, with a faint and doleful voice, " now, now, in this last and 
departing minute of my life, even in this dreadful agony of death, 
would you but vouchsafe to give me your hand, and own yourself 
my wife, I should think myself rewarded for the torments I en- 
dure ; and — pleased to think this desperate deed made me yours, 
though but for a moment — I would die contented." 

The curate, hearing this, very earnestly recommended to him 
the care of his souFs nealth, which at the present juncture was 
more proper than any other worldly concern ; that nis time was 
but short, and he ought to be very earnest with Heaven, in im- 
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ploring mercy and forsiveness for all his sins, but especially for 
this li^t desperate action. To which Basil answered, that ^^ he 
could think of no happiness till Quiteria yielded to be his ; but if 
she would do it, that satis&ction would c^m his spirits, and dis- 
pose him to confess himself heartily." 

Don Quixote, hearing this, cried out aloud, *' that Basil's de- 
mand was just and reasonable, and Signor Camacho mi^fht as 
honourably receive her as the worthy Basil's widow, as if tie had 
received her at her feither's hands." Camacho stood all this while 
strangely confounded, till at last he was prevailed on, by the re- 
peated importunities of Basil's friends, to consent that Quiteria 
should humour the dying man, knowing her own happiness would 
thereby be deferred but a few minutes longer. Then they all 
bent tneir entreaties to Quiteria, some with tears in their eyes, 
others with all the engaging arguments their pity could suggest. 
She stood a long time inexorable, and did not return any answer, 
till at last the curate came to her, and bid her resolve what she 
would do, for Basil could not now live many minutes. Then the 
poor virgin, trembling and dismayed, without speaking a word, 
came to Basil, who lay gasping for breath, with his eyes fixed 
in his head as if he were just expiring ; she kneeled down be- 
fore him, and v^ith the most manifest signs of grief beckoned to 
him for his hand. Then Basil opening his eyes, and fixing them 
in a languishing posture on hers, " Oh, Quiteria," said he, " your 
heart at last relents when your pity comes too late. Thy arms 
are now extended to relieve me, when those of death draw me to 
their embraces ; and they, alas, are much too strong for thine ! 
All I desire of thee, O fatal beauty, is this, let not that fair hand 
deceive me now, as it has done before ; but confess that what you 
do is free and voluntary, without constraint, or in compliance to 
any one's commands ; declare me openljr thy true and lawful 
husband: thou wilt not sure dissemble with one in death, and 
deal falsely with his departing soul, that all his life has been true 
to thee ?" 

In the midst of all this discourse he fainted away, and all the 
by-standers thought him gone. The poor Quiteria, with blush- 
ing modesty, took him by the hand, and with great emotion, 
" No force," said she, " could ever work upon my will ; there- 
fore believe it purely my own free will, that I here declare you 
my only lawful husband : here is my hand in pledge ; and I ex- 
pect yours as freely in return, if your pains and this sudden ac- 
cident have not yet bereft you of all sense." " I give it to you," 
said Basil, with all the presence of mind imaginable, ^^ and here 
I own myself thy husband." "And I thy wife," said she, " whe- 
ther thy life be long, or whether from my arms they bear thee 
this instant to the grave." " Methinks," quoth Sancho, ** this 
young man talks too much for one in his condition ; pray ad- 
vise him to leave off his wooing, and mind his soul's health. I 
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suspect his death is more in his tongue than between his teeth." 
Now when Basil and Quiteria had thus plighted their faith to 
each other, while yet their hands were joined together, the tender- 
hearted curate, with tears in his eyes, poured on them both the 
nuptial blessing, beseeching Heaven, at the same time, to h|^ye 
mercy on the new-married man's soul, and in a manner mixing 
the burial service with the matrimonial. 

As soon as the benediction was pronounced, up starts Basil 
briskly from the ground, and with an unexpected activity whips 
the sword out of his body, and caught his dear Quiteria in his 
arms. All the spectators stood amazed, and some of the simpler 
sort stuck not to cry out " A miracle, a miracle I" " No mira- 
cle," cried Basil, "no miracle, but a stratagem." The curate, 
more astonished than all the rest, came to feel the wound, and 
discovered that the sword had no where passed through the cun- 
ning Basil's body, but only through a tin pipe full of blood art- 
ftilly fitted close to him ; and, as it was afterwards known, so pre- 
pared that the blood could not congeal. In short the curate, 
Camacho, and the company, found they had all been egregiously 
imposed upon. As for the bride, she was so far from being dis- 
pleased, that, hearing it urged that the marriage could not stand 
good in law because it was fraudulent and deceitful, she publicly 
declared that she a^ain confirmed it to be just, and by the free 
consent of both parties. 

Camacho and his friends, judging by this that the trick was 
premeditated, and that she was privy to the plot, had recourse to 
a stronger argument ; and, drawing their swords, set fiiriously on 
Basil, m whose defence almost as many were immediately un- 
sheathed. Don Quixote immediately mounting with his lance 
couched, and covered with his shield, led the van of Basil's party, 
and falling in with the enemy, charged them briskly. Sancho, 
who never liked any dangerous work, resolved to stand neuter, 
and so retired under the walls of the mighty pot whence he had 
got the precious skimmings, thinking that would be respected 
whichever side gained the battle. 

Don Quixote, addressing himself to Camacho's party, " Hold, 
gentlemen," cried he, " it is not just thus with arms to redress the 
injuries of love. Love and war are the same thing, and strata- 
gems and policy are as allowable in the one as in the other. 
Quiteria was designed for Basil, and he for her, by the unalter- 
able decrees of Heaven. Camacho's riches may purchase him a 
bride, and more content elsewhere ; and those whom Heaven has 
joined let no man put asunder ; for I here solemnly declare, that he 
who first attempts it must pass through me, and this lance through 
him.." At which he shook his lance in the air with so much 
vigour and dexterity, that he cast a sudden terror into those that 
beheld him, who did not know the threatening champion. 

In abort, Don Quixote's words, the curate's mediation, to- 
y2 
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gether with Quiteria's inconstancy, brought Cam aclio to a truce; 
and he then discreetly considered, that since Quiferia loved Basil 
before marriage, it was probable she would love him afterwards ; 
and that, therefore, he had more reason to thank Heaven for so 
good a riddance .than to repine at losing her. This thought, im- 
proved by some other considerations, brought both parties to a 
fair accommodation ; and Camacho, to shew he did not resent the 
disappointment, blaming rather Quiteria's levity than BasiPs 
policy, invited the whole company to stay and take share of what 
he had provided. But Basil, whose virtues, in spite of his poverty, 
had secured him many friends, drew away part of the company 
to attend him and his bride to her own town ; and among the rest 
Don Quixote, whom they all honoured as a person of extraor- 
dinary worth and bravery. Poor Sancho followed his master 
with a heavy heart ; he could not be reconciled to the thoughts of 
turning his back so soon upon the good cheer and jollity at Ca- 
macho's feast, and had a strange hankering after those pleasures 
which, though he left behind in reality, he yet carried along with 
liim in mind. 

The new-married couple entertained Don Quixote very nobly ; 
they esteemed his wisdom e(jual to his valour, and thought him 
both a Cid in arms and a Cicero in arts. Basil then informed 
them that Quiteria knew nothing of his stratagem ; but being a 
pure device of his own, he had made some of nis nearest friends 
acquainted with it, that they should stand by him if occasion 
were, and bring him off upon the discovery of the trick. "It 
deserves a handsomer name,*' said Don Quixote, " since con- 
ducive to so good and honourable an end as the marriage of a 
loving couple. By the way, sir, you must know that the greatest 
obstacle to love is want, and a narrow fortune ; for the continual 
bands and cements of nmtual affection are joy, content, and com- 
fort. These, managed by skilful hands, can make variety in the 
pleasures of wedlock, preparing the same thing always with some 
additional circumstance, to render it new and delightful. But 
when pressing necessity and indigence deprive us of those plea- 
sures tnat prevent satiety, the yoke of matrimony is often round 
very galling, and the burden intolerable." 

These words were chiefly directed by Don Quixote to Basil, 
to advise him by the way to give over those airy sports and exer- 
cises, which indeed might feed his youth with praise, but not his 
old age with bread; and to bethink himself of some grave and 
substantial employment that might afford him a competency, 
and something of a stock for his declining years. Then pursuing 
his discourse : " The honourable poor man,'* said he, " when he 
has a beautiful wife, is blessed witn a jewel ; he that deprives him 
of her robs him of his honour, and may be said to deprive him of 
his life. The woman that is beautiful, and keeps ner honesty 
when her husband is poor, deserves to he crowned with laurel as 
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the conquerors were of old. Beauty is a tempting bait, that at- 
tracts the eves of all beholders ; and the princely eagles, and the 
most hi^h-flown birds, stoop to its pleasing lure. But when they 
find it in necessity, then kites and crows, and other ravenous 
birds, will all be grappling with the alluring prey. She that can 
withstand these dangerous attacks, well deserves to be the crown 
of her husband. However, sir, take this along with you, as the 
opinion of a wise man whose name I have forgot ; he said, * there 
was but one good woman in the world,' and his advice was, that 
every married man should think his own wife was she, as being 
the only way to live contented. For my own part, I need not 
make the application to myself, for I am not married, nor have 
I any thoughts that way ; but if I had, it would not be a woman's 
fortune, but her character, should recommend her; for public 
reputation is the life of a lady's virtue, and the outward appear- 
ance of modesty is in one sense as good as the reality ; since a 
private sin is not so prejudicial in tnis world as a public inde- 
cency.*' 



CHAPTER LIV. 

An €U!Count of the great adventure cf Montesinos* cave, 

Don Quixotb having tarried three days with the young couple, 
and been entertained like a prince, he entreated the student who 
fenced so well to help him to a guide that might conduct him to 
Montesinos' cave, resolving to go down into it, and prove bv his 
own eyesight the wonders that were reported of it round the 
country. The student recommended a cousin-german of his 
for his conductor, who, he said, was an ingenious lad, a pretty 
scholar, and a great admirer of books of knight-errantry, and 
could shew him the famous lake of Ruydera too : adding, that he 
would be very good company for the knight, as being one that 
wrote books fcr the booksellers, in order to dedicate them to great 
men. Accordingly the learned cousin came, mounted on an ass, 
his pack-saddle covered with an old carpet or coarse packing- 
cloth. Thereupon Sancho having got ready Rozinante and 
Dapple, well stuffed his wallet, and the student's knapsack to 
boot, they all took their leave, steering the nearest course to 
Montesinos' cave. 

To pass the* time on the road, Don Quixote asked the guide 
to what course of study he chiefly applied himself? "Sir," 
answered the scholar, " my business is in writing, and copy- 
money my chief study. I have published some things with the 
general approbation of the world, and much to my own advan- 
tage. Perhaps, sir, you may have heard of one of my books^ 
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called 'The Treatise of Liveries and Devices;' in which I have 
obliged the public with no less than seven hundred and three sorts 
of liveries and devices, with their colours, mottos, and ciphers ; 
so that any courtier may fiirnish himself there upon any extra- 
ordinary appearance, with what may suit his fancy or circum- 
stances, without racking his own invention to find what is agree- 
able to his inclination. I can furnish the jealous, the forsaken, 
the disdained, the absent, with what will fit them to a hair. 
Another piece, which I now have on the anvil, I design to call 
the * Metamorphoses, or the Spanish Ovid ;' an invention very 
new and extraordinary. Another work, which I soon design for 
the press, I call a * Supplement to Polydore Vergil, concerning 
the Invention of Things ;' a piece, I will assure you, sir, that 
shews the great pains and learning of the compiler, and perhaps 
in a better style than the old author. For example, he has forgot 
to tell us who was the first that was troubled with a catarrh in the 
world. Now, sir, this I immediately resolve, and confirm my as- 
sertion by the testimony of at least four-and-twenty authentic 
vFriters ; by which quotations alone, you may guess at what pains 
I have been to instruct and benefit the public." 

With more discourse of a like kind they passed their ioumey, 
till they came to the cave the next day, having slept the night before 
in a village on the road. There they bought a hundred fathoms 
of cord, to let Don Quixote down to the lowest part of the cave. 
No sooner was he come to the place, than he prepared for his 
expedition into that under-world, telling the scholar, that he was 
resolved to reach the bottom, though deep as the most profound 
abyss ; and all having alighted, the squire and his guide accord- 
ingly girt him fast with a rope. While this was doing, " Good 
sweet sir," quoth Sancho, " consider what you do. Do not ven- 
ture into such a horrid black hole ! Look before you leap, sir, 
and be not so wilful as to bury yourself alive. Do not hang your- 
self like a bottle or a bucket, that is let down to be soused in a 
well." ** Peace, coward," said the knight, " and bind me last ; 
for surely for me such an enterprise as this is reserved." ** Pray, 
sir," said the student, " when you are in, be very vigilant in ex- 
ploring and observing all the rarities in the place. Let nothing 
escape your eyes ; perhaps you may discover there some things 
worthy to be insertCK^ in my Metamorphoses." " Let him alone," 
quoth Sancho, " he will go through with it : he will make a hog 
or a dog of it, I will warrant you." 

Don Quixote being well bound, bethought himself of one 
thing they had forgot. " We did ill," said he, " not to provide 
ourselves with a little bell, that I might ring for more or less rope 
as I require it, and inform you of my being alive. But since there 
is no remedy. Heaven prosper me." Then kneeling down, he in 
a low voice recommended himself to the Divine Providence for 
assistance and success in an adventure 80 strange, and vk all up- 
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pearance so dangerous. Then raising his voice, " O thou lady of 
my life," cried he, " most illustrious Dulcinea del Toboso, if the 
prayers of an adventurous absent lover may reach the ears of the 
far distant object of his wishes, by the power of thy unspeakable 
beauty, I conjure thee to grant me thy favour and protection, in 
this plunge and precipice of my fortune ! I am now going to en- 
gulf, and cast myself into this dismal profundity, that the world 
may know nothing can be impossible to him who, influenced by 
thy smiles, attempts, under tne banner of thy beauty, the most 
difficult task." 

This said, he got up again, and approaching the entrance of 
the cave, he found it stopped up with brakes and bushes, so that 
he would be obliged to make his way by force. Whereupon, 
drawing his sword, he began to cut and slash the brambles that 
stopped up the mouth of the cave; when, presently, an infinite 
number of crows and daws came rushing and fluttering out of the 
cave about his ears, so thick, and with such impetuosity, as almost 
struck him to the ground. He was not superstitious enough to 
draw any ill omen from the flight of the birds ; besides it was no 
small encouragement to him, that he spied no bats nor owls nor 
other ill-boding birds of night among them: he therefore rose 
again with an undaunted heart, and committed himself to the 
black and dreadful abyss. But Sancho and the student flrst gave 
him their benediction, and prayed for the knight's safe and speedy 
return. 

Don Quixote began to descend, calling for more rope, which 
they gave him by degrees, till his voice was drowned in the winding 
of tne cave, and their cordage was run out. That done, they began 
to consider whether they should hoist him up again immediately 
or no ; however, they resolved to stay half an hour, and then they 
began to draw up the rope, but were strangely surprised to find 
no weight upon it, which made them conclude the poor gentle- 
man was certainly lost. Sancho, bursting out into tears, made a 
heavy lamentation, and fell a hauling up the rope as fast as he 
could, to be thoroughly satisfied. But after they had drawn up 
about fourscore fathoms, they felt a weight again, which made 
them take heart ; and at length they plainly saw Don Quixote. 
" Welcome," cried Sancho to him, as soon . he came in sight ; 
" welcome, dear master. I am glad you are come back again ; 
we were afraid you had been pawned for the reckoning." But 
Sancho had no answer to his compliment ; and when they had 
pulled the knight quite up, they found that his eyes were closed 
as if he had been fast asleep. They laid him on the ground and 
unbound him. Yet he made no sign of waking, and all their 
turning and shaking was little enough to make him come to him- 
self. 

At last he began to stretch his limbs, as if he had waked out 
of the most profound sleep ; and staring wildly about him, ^' Hea- 
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ven forgive you, friends !" cried he, " for you have raised me 
from one of the sweetest lives that ever mortal led, and most de- 
lightful sights that ever eyes beheld. Now I perceive how fleet- 
ing are all the joys of this transitory life ; they are but an imper- 
fect dream, they fade like a flower, and vanish like a shadow. 
O ill-fated Montesinos ! O Durandarte, unfortunately wounded ! 
O unhappy Belermal O deplorable Guadiana! and you the 
distressed daughters of Ruydera, whose flowing waters shew what 
streams of tears once trickled from your lovely eyes V These 
expressions, uttered with great passion and concern, surprised 
the scholar and Sancho, and they desired to know his meaning, 
and what he had seen in that horrid dungeon. " Call it not so/' 
answered Don Quixote, "for it deserves a better name, as I shall 
soon let you know. But first give me something to eat, for I am 
prodigiously hungry." They then spread the scholar's coarse 
saddle-cloth for a carpet ; and examining their old cupboard, the 
knapsack, they all three sat down on the grass, and eat heartily 
together, like men that were a meal or two behindhand. When 
they had done, '^ Let no man stir," said Don Quixote ; ^' sit still, 
and hear me with attention." 



CHAPTER LV. 

Of the wonderful things which the unparalleled Don Quixote declared he 
had seen in the deep cave of Montesinos^ the greatness and impos- 
sibility cf which make this adventure pass for apocryphal. 

It was now past four in the afternoon, and the sun was oppor- 
tunely hid behind the clouds, which, interposing between his 
rays, invited Don Quixote, without heat or trouble, to relate the 
wonders he had seen in Montesinos' cave. 

" About twelve or fourteen men's depth," said he, " in the 
profundity of this cavern, on the right hand, there is a concavity 
wide enough to contain a large waggon, mules and all. This 
place is not wholly dark, for through some chinks and narrow 
noles, that reach to the distant surface of the earth, there comes 
a elimmering light. I discovered this recess, being already weary 
of hanging by the loins, discouraged by the profound darkness 
of the region below me, destitute of a guide, and not knowing 
whither I went : resolving therefore to rest myself there a while, 
I called to you to give me no more rope, but it seems you did not 
hear me. I therefore entered, and coiling up the cord, sat upon 
it very melancholy, and thinking how I should most conveniently 
get down to the bottom, having nobody to guide or support me. 
While I thus sat pensive, and lost in thought, insensibly, without 
any previous drowsiness, I found myself surprised by sleep ; and 
after that, not knowing how, nor wHich way I wakened, 1 unex- 
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pectedly found myself in the finest and most delightful meadow, 
that ever nature adorned with her beauties, or the most inventive 
fancy could ever imagine. Now, that I might be sure this was 
neither a dream nor an allusion, I rubbed my eyes, felt several 
parts of my body, and convinced myself that 1 was redly awake, 
with the use of all my senses, and all the faculties of my under- 
standing sound and active as at this moment. 

" Presently I discovered a sumptuous palace, of which the 
walls seemed all of transparent crystal. The spacious gates 
opening, there came out towards me a venerable old man, clad 
in a sad-coloured robe, so long that it swept the ground ; on his 
breast and shoulders he had a green satin tippet, after the manner 
of those worn in colleges. On his head he wore a black Milan 
cap, and his broad hoary beard reached down below his middle. 
He had no kind of weapon in his hands, but a rosary of beads 
about the bigness of walnuts, and his credo beads appeared as 
large as ordinary ostrich-eggs. The awful and grave aspect, the 
pace, the port and goodly presence of this old man, each of them 
apart, and much more altogether, struck me with veneration and 
astonishment. He came up to me, and, without any previous 
ceremony, embracing me close, ' It is a long time,' said he, ' most 
renowned knight, Don Quixote de la Mancha. that we who dwell 
in this enchanted solitude have hoped to see you here ; that you 
may inform the upper world of the surprising prodigies concealed 
from human knowledge in this subterranean hollow, called the 
cave of Montesinos, — an enterprise reserved alone for your insu- 
perable heart, and stupendous resolution. Go with me then, 
thou most illustrious knight, and behold the wonders enclosed 
within the transparent castle, of which I am the perpetual gover- 
nor and chief warden, being the same individual Montesinos 
from whom this cavern took its name.' 

" No sooner had the reverend old man let me know who he 
was, but I entreated him to tell me, whether it was true or no, 
that, at his friend Durandarte's dying request, he had taken out 
his heart with a small dagger, the very moment he expired, and 
carried it to his mistress Belerma, as the story was current in the 
world ? ' It is literally true,' answered the old gentleman, * ex- 
cept that single circumstance of the dagger ; for 1 used neither a 
small nor a large dagger on this occasion, but a well -polished 
poniard, as sharp as an awl.' 

"The venerable Montesinos having conducted me into the 
crystal palace, led me into a spacious ground -room, exceeding 
cool, and all of alabaster. In the middle of it stood a marble 
tomb, that seemed a masterpiece of art ; upon it lay a knight 
extended all at length, not of stone or brass, as on other monu- 
ments, but pure flesh and bones : he covered the region of his 
heart with his right hand, which seemed to me very full of sinews, 
a sign of the great strength of the body to which it belonged. 
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Mpntesinos, observing that I viewed this spectacle with surprise, 
* Behold,' said he, Hhe flower and mirror of all the living and 
valiant knights of his age, my friend Durandarte, who, together 
with me and many others, of both sexes, are kept here enchanted 
by Merlin the British magician. Here, I say, we are enchanted ; 
but how and for what cause no man can tell, though time, I hope, 
will shortly reveal it. But the most wonderful part of my fortune 
is this ; I am as certain, as that the sun now shines, that Duran- 
darte died in my arms ; and that with these hands I took out his 
heart, which weighed above two pounds, a sure mark of his 
courage ; for, by the rules of natural philosophy, the most valiant 
men have still the biggest hearts. Nevertheless, though this 
knight really died, he still complains and sighs sometimes as if he 
were alive.' 

" Scarce had Montesinos spoke these words, but the miserable 
Durandarte cried out aloud, * Oh ! cousin Montesinos, the last 
and dving request of your departing friend, was to take my heart 
out of my breast with a poniard or a dagger, and carry it to Be- 
lerma.' The venerable Montesinos, hearing this, fell on his knees 
before the afflicted knight, and with tears in his eyes, * Long, 
Jong ago,' said he, 'Durandarte, thou dearest of my kinsmen, 
have I performed what you enjoined me on that bitter fatal day 
when you expired. I took out your heart with all imaginable 
care, and hasted away with it to France, as soon as I had com- 
mitted your dear remains to the bosom of the earth. To confirm 
this truth yet farther, at the first place where I stopped from 
Roncesvalles, I laid a little salt upon your heart, to preserve it, 
till I presented it into the hands of Belerma, who, with you and 
me, and Guadiana* your squire, as also Ruydera (the lady's wo- 
man) with her seven daughters, her two nieces, and many others 
of your friends and acquaintance, is here confined by the necro- 
mantic charms of the magician Merlin ; and though it be how 
above Gve hundred years since we were first conveyed into this 
enchanted castle, we are still alive, except Ruydera, her daughters 
and nieces, who by the favour of Merlm, that pitied their tears, 
were turned into so many lakes, still extant in the world of the 
living, and in the province of La Mancha, distinguished by the 
name of the lakes of Ruydera. But now I have other news to 
tell you, which, though perhaps it may not assuage your sorrows, 
yet I am sure it will not increase them. Open your eyes, and 
fcehold in your presence that mighty knight, of whom Merlin the 
sage has foretold so many wonders : that Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, I mean, who has not only restored to the world the 
function of knight-errantry, that has lain so long in oblivion, but 
advanced it to greater fame than it could boast in any former 

1 Guadiana, a river in Spain, that sinks into the earth, and rises again 
a great distance off. 
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a^e. It is by his power that we may expect to see the charm 
dissolved, which keeps us here confined ; for great performances 
are properly reserved for gteat personages.' * And should it not 
be so V answered the grieving Durandarte, writh a faint and lan- 
guishing voice, — * should it not be so, I say ? Oh ! cousin, pa- 
tience, and shuffle the cards.' Then turning on one side, without 
speaking a word more, he relapsed into his usual silence. 

" After this I was alarmed with piteous howling and crying, 
which, mixed with lamentable sighs and groans, obliged me to 
turn about to see whence it proceeded. Then through the crystal 
wall I saw a mournful procession of mqst beautiful damsels, all 
in black, marching in two ranks, with turbans on their heads 
after the Turkish fashion; and last of all came a majestic lady, 
di^essed also in mourning, with a long white veil that reached 
from her head down to the ground. Her turban was twice as 
big as the biggest of the rest. She was somewhat beetle-browed, 
her nose was flattish, her mouth wide, but her lips red ; her teeth, 
which she sometimes discovered, seemed to be thin, but as white 
as blanched almonds. She held a fine handkerchief, and within 
it I could perceive a heart of flesh, so dry and withered, that it 
looked like mummy. Montesinos informed me that the proces- 
sion consisted of Durandarte's and Belerma's servants, who were 
enchanted there with their master and mistress ; but that the last 
was Belerma herself, who with her attendants used four days in 
the week constantly thus to sing their dirges over the heart and 
body of his cousin; and that though Belerma appeared a little 
haggard at that juncture, occasioned by the grief she bore in her 
own heart, for that which she carried in her hand ; yet had I seen 
her before her misfortunes had sunk her eyes and tarnished her 
complexion, I must have owned, that even the celebrated Dul- 
cinea del Toboso, so famous in La Mancha, and over the whole 
universe, could scarce have vied with her in gracefulness and 
beauty. 

" Hold there, good Sigfior Don Montesinos, said I. You 
know that comparisons are odious, therefore no more comparing, 
I beseech you ; but go on with your story. The peerless Dul- 
cinea del Toboso is wnat she is, and the Lady Belerma is what she 
is, and has been : so no more upon that subject. * I beg your 
pardon,' answered Montesinos; * Signer Don Quixote, I might 
have guessed that you were the Lady Dulcinea's knight, and 
therefore I ought to have bit my tongue ofl*, sooner than to have 
compared her to any thing lower than heaven itself.' This satis- 
faction, which I thought sufiicient from the great Montesinos, 
stifled the resentment I else had shewn, for hearing my mistress 
compared to Belerma." ** Nay, marry," quoth Sancho, " I won- 
der you did not give the old fellow a hearty kicking ! How could 
70u leave one hair on his chin?" " No, no, Sancho," answered 
Jon Quixote, "there is always a respect due to our ««,mQt^^ 
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though they be no knights ; but most when they are such, and 
under the oppression of enchantment. However, I am satisfied 
that in what discourse passed between us, I took care not to have 
anything that looked like an affront fixed upon me.'' " But, 
sir,'' asked the scholar, " how could you see and hear so many 
strange things in so little time? I cannot conceive how you 
could do it." " How long," said Don Quixote, " do you reckon 
that I have been in the cave V* " A little above an hour," an- 
swered Sancho. " That is impossible," said Don Quixote, " for 
I saw morning and evening, and evening and morning, three 
times since ; so that I could not be absent less than three days 
from this upper world." " Ay, ay," quoth Sancho, " my master 
is in the right; for these enchantments, that have the greatest 
share in all his concerns, may make that seem three days and 
three nights to him, which is but an hour to other people." " It 
must be so," said Don Quixote. " I hope, sir," said the scholar, 
** you have eaten something in all that time." " Not one mor- 
sel," replied Don Quixote ; " neither have had the least desire to 
eat, or so much as thought of it all the while." " Do not they 
that are enchanted sometimes eat?" asked the scholar. *' They 
never do," answered Don Quixote. " Do they never sleep nei- 
ther ?" said Sancho. " Never," said Don Quixote ; " at least 
they never closed their eyes while I was among them, nor I 
neither." " This makes good the saying," quoth Sancho, " * tell 
me thy company, and I will tell thee what thou art.' Troth ! you 
have all been enchanted together. No wonder if you neither eat 
nor slept, since you were in the land of those that always watch 
and fast. But, sir, would you have me speak as I think ; and 
pray do not take it in ill part, for if I believe one word of all you 

nave said " " What do you mean, friend?" said the student. 

" Do you think the noble Don Quixote would be guilty of a lie ? 
and if he had a mind to stretch a little, could he, think you, have 
had leisure to frame such a number of stories in so short a time ?" 
** I do not think that my master would lie neither," said Sancho. 
"What do ye think then, sir?" said Don Quixote. "Well 
truly, sir," quoth Sancho, " I do believe that this same cunning 
man, this Merlin, that bewitched or enchanted, as you call it, all 
that rabble of people you talk of, may have crammed and en- 
chanted some way or other, all that you have told us, and have 
yet to tell us, into your noddle." " It is not impossible but such 
a thing may happen," said Don Quixote, "though I am con- 
vinced it was otherwise with me ; for I am positive that I saw 
with these eyes, and felt with these hands, all I have mentioned. 
But what will you think when I tell you, among many wonder- 
ful things, that I saw three country-girls leaping and skipping 
about those pleasant fields like so many wild-goats ; and at first 
sight knew one of them to be the peerless Dulcinea, and the other 
two the very same we spoke to not far from Toboso. I asked 
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Montesinos if he knew them ? He answered in the negative ; 
but imagined them some enchanted ladies, who were newly come, 
and that the appearance of strange faces was no rarity among 
them, for many of the past ages and the present were enchanted 
there, under several disguises; and that, among the rest, he 
knew Queen Guinever and her woman Quintaniona, that offici- 
ated as Sir Lancelot's cup-bearer, as he came from Britain." 

Sancho hearing his master talk at this rate, had like to have 
forgot himself, and burst out a-laughing ; for he well knew that 
Dulcinea's enchantment was all a fiction, and that he himself was 
the chief magician, and raiser of the story ; and thence, conclud- 
ing his master stark mad, " In an ill hour," quoth he, " dear 
master of mine, and in a woftil day, went your worship down to 
the other world ; and in a worse nour met you with that plaguy 
Montesinos, that has sent you back in this rueful pickle. You 
went hence in your right senses ; could talk prettily enough now 
and then ; had your handsome proverbs and wise sayings every 
foot, and would give wholesome counsel to all that would take it ; 
but now, bless me ! you talk as if you had left your brains in the 
devil's cellar." " I know thee, Sancho," said Don Quixote, " and 
therefore I regard thy words as little as possible." "And I 
yours," replied Sancho: "nay, you may cripple, lame, or kill 
me, if you please, either for what I have said, or mean to say ; I 
must speak my mind, though I die for it." " While Montesinos 
and I were thus talking together," continued the knight. " a very 
odd accident, the thoughts of which trouble me still, broke off our 
conversation. For as we were in the height of our discourse, who 
should come to me but one of the unfortunate Dulcinea's com- 
panions ; and before I was aware, with a faint and doleful voice, 

* Sir,' said she, ' my Lady Dulcinea del Toboso gives her service 
to you, and desires to know how you do ; and being a little short 
of money at present, she desires you, of all love and kindness, to 
lend her six reals, or more or less as you can spare it, sir, and she 
will take care to redeem it very honestly in a little time.' 

*J The message surprised me strangely ; and therefore, turning 
to Montesinos, ^ Is it possible, sir,' said I, 'that persons of quality, 
when enchanted, are m want V ' O ! very possible, sir,' said he ; 

* poverty rages everywhere, and spares neither quality enchanted 
nor unenchanted ; and therefore, since the Lady Dulcinea desires 
you to lend her these six reals, let her have the money ; for sure 
it is very low with her at this time.' * But my misfortune,' said 
I, * is, that I cannot answer the full request ; for I have but four 
reals about me ;' and that was the money thou gavest me the 
other day, Sancho, to distribute among the poor. However, I 
gave her all I had, and desired her to tell her mistress, I was very 
sorry for her wants ; and that if I had all the treasures which 
Croesus possessed, they should be at her service ; and withal, that 
I died every hour for want of her reviving company; and made 
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it my humble and earnest request, that she would vouchsafe to 
see and converse with her captive servant and weather-beaten 
kniffht. * Tell her/ continued 1, * when she least expects it, she 
will come to hear how I made a vow, as the Marquis of Mantua 
did, when he found his nephew Baldwin ready to expire on the 
mountain, never to eat upon a tablecloth, and several other par- 
ticulars, till he had avenged his death; so, in the like solemn 
manner will I swear, never to desist from traversing the habit- 
able globe, and ranging through all the seven parts of the world^ 
more indefatigably than ever was done by Prince Pedro of Por- 
tugal, till I have freed her from her enchantment.' * All this and 
more you owe my mistress,' said the damsel ; and then, having 
got the four reals, instead of dropping me a curtsy, she cut me a 
caper in the air two yards high." 

" Who," exclaimed Sancho^ " could ever have believed that 
these enchanters and enchantments should have so much power 
as to bewitch my master at this rate, and craze his sound un- 
derstanding in this manner ? Alas ! sir, for the love of Heaven 
take care of yourself. What will the world say of you? House 
up your dozing senses, and do not dote upon those whimsies 
that have so wretchedly cracked that rare head-piece of yours.^' 
" Well," said Don Quixote, '* I cannot be angry at thy ignorant 
tittle-tattle, because it proceeds from thy love towards me. Thou 
thinkest, poor fellow, that whatever is beyond the sphere of thy 
narrow comprehension must be impossible ; but, as I have already 
said, there will come a time when 1 shall give thee an account of 
some things I have seen below, that will convince thee of the 
reality of those I told thee now, the truth of which admits of no 
dispute." 



CHAPTER LVI. 

Which gives an account of a thousand tr\fle8 and stories^ as impertinent 
as necessary to the right understanding of this grand history, ' 

The scholar thought Sancho the most saucy servant, and his 
master the calmest madman, that ever he saw ; though he attri- 
buted the patience of the latter to a certain good humour and 
easiness of temper, infused into him by the sight of his mistress 
Dulcinea, even under enchantment; otherwise he would have 
thought his not checking Sancho a greater sign of madness than 
his discourse. *< Noble Don Quixote," said he, " for four prin- 
cipal reasons, I am extremely pleased with having taken this 
journey with you. First, it has procured me the honour of your 
acquaintance, which I shall always esteem a singular happiness. 
In the second ])lace, sir, the secrets of Montesinos' cave, and the 
transformations of Guadiana, and Ruydera's lakes, have been re- 
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vealed to rae, which may look very great in my Spanish Ovid, 
My third advantage is, to have discovered the antiquity of card- 
playing, which I find to have been a pastime in use even in the 
Emperor Charles the Great^s time, as may be collected from the 
words of Durandarte, who, after a long speech of Montesinos*, 
said, as he waked, * Patience, and shuffle trie cards ;' wliich vul- 
gar expression he could never have learned in his enchantment. 
It follows, therefore, that he must have heard it when he lived in 
France, which was in the reign of that emperor ; which observa- 
tion is nicked, I think, very opportunely for my supplement to 
Polydore Vergil, who, as I remember, has not touchea upon card- 
playing. I will insert it in my work, I'll assure you, sir, as a 
matter of great importance, having the testimony of so authentic 
and ancient an author as Sir Durandarte.^' 

" There is a great deal of reason in what you say," answered 
Don Quixote ; "but more of this some other time — it is late 
now, and therefore convenient to think of a lodging." 

" Hard by us here, sir," said the author, " is a hermitage, 
the retirement of a devout person, who, as they say, was once a 
soldier, and is looked upon as a good Christian ; and so chari- 
table, that he has built there a house at his own expense, purely 
for the entertainment of strangers." " But does he keep hens 
there, trow ?" asked Sancho. " Few hermits in this age are 
without them," said Don Quixote ; " for their way of living now 
falls short of the strictness and austerity of those in the deserts of 
Egypt, who went clad only with palm-leaves, and fed on the roots 
of tne earth. Now, because 1 speak well of these of old, I would 
not have you think I reflect on the others : no, I only mean that 
their penances are not so severe as in former days ; yet this does 
not hinder but that the hermits of the present age may be good 
men. I look upon them to be such ; at least, their appearance 
secures them from scandal : even the hypocrite that puts on the 
form of holiness, does less harm than the barefaced sinner." 

As they went on in their discourse, they saw a man following 
them at a great pace on foot, and switching up a mule laden with 
lances and halberts. He presently overtook them, saluted them, 
and passed by. " Stay," cried Don Quixote, seeing him go so 
fast ; '*make no more haste than is consistent with good speed." 
** I cannot stay, sir," said the man ; " for these weapons that 
you see must be used to-morrow morning ; so, sir, as I am in 
haste, good bye ; I shall lodge to-night at the inn beyond the 
hermitage ; if you chance to go that way, there you may find 
me ; and I will tell you strange news : so fare ye well." Then, 
whipping his mule, on he moved, so fast that Don Quixote had 
not leisure to ask him any more questions. 

The knight, in order to satisfy his curiosity, i)rop08ed their 
holding straight on to the inn, without stopping at the hermitage, 
where the scholar designed to have stayed all night. They all con- 
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eented , and made the best of their way. However, when they came 
near the hermitage, the scholar desired Don Quixote to call with 
him for a moment, and drink a glass of wine at the door. Sancho 
no sooner heard this proposed than he turned Dapple that way, 
and rode thither before ; but, to his grief, the hospitable hermit 
was abroad, and nobody at home but the hermit's companion, who, 
being asked whether he had any strong liquor within, made an- 
swer, that he could not come at any ; but as for water, he might 
have his fill. " Good \" quoth Sancho ; " were mine a water- 
thirst, or had I any likinsr to your cold comfort, there are wells 
enough upon the road. Oh, the good cheer of Don Diego's, and 
at Camacho's wedding! when shall I find the like?" They now 
spurred on towards the inn, and soon overtook on the road a 
young fellow walking leisurely on before them. He carried his 
sword over his shoulder, with a bundle of clothes hanging upon 
it He had on a tattered velvet jerkin, with a ragged satin lining ; 
his stockings were of silk, and his shoes square at the toes, after 
the court fashion. He seemed about eighteen years of age — a 
pleasant-looking lad, and of a lively and active disposition. To 
pass the fatigue of his journey, he sung all the way ; and, as they 
came near him, was just ending the last words of a ballad, which 
were these : 

•* For want of the pence to the wars I must go : 
Oh I had 1 but money it would not be so.'' 

"So, young gentleman," said Don Quixote to him, "me- 
thinks you go very light and airy. Whither are you bound, I 
pray you V "I am going to the wars, sir," answered the youth ; 
" and for my travelling tnus, heat and poverty will excuse it.'' 
" I admit the heat," replied Don Quixote: **but why poverty, I 
beseech you ?" " Because I have no clotnes to put on," replied 
the lad, "but what I carry in this bundle ; and if I should wear 
them out upon the road, I should have nothing to make a hand- 
some figure with in any town ; for I have no money to buy new 
ones till I overtake a regiment of foot that lies about some twelve 
Jeagues off, where I design to enlist myself; and then I shall not 
want a conveniency to ride with the baggage till we come to 
Carthagena, where I hear they are to embark ; for I had rather 
serve the king abroad, than any beggarly courtier at home." 
"But pray," said the scholar, "have not you laid up something 
while you were there ?" " Had I served any of your grandees 
or great persons," said the young man, " I might have had a 
commission by this time; for their footboys are presently ad- 
vanced to captains and lieutenants, or some other good post ; but 
unhappily it was always my ill- fortune to serve pitiful upstarts 
and younger brothers ; and my allowance was so ill paid, and so 
small, that the better half was scarce enough to wash my linen : 
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how then should a poor page, who would make his fortune, come 
to any good in such a miserable service V " But/' said Don 
Quixote, *'how comes it, that in all this time you could not get 
yourself a whole livery ?" ** Alack-a-day, sir," answered the lad, 
" 1 had a couple ; but my master dealt with me as they do with 
novices in monasteries — if they go off before they profess, the 
fresh habit is taken from them, and they return them their own 
clothes. For you must know, that such as I served only buy 
liveries for a little ostentation ; so, when they have made their 
appearance at court, they sneak down into the country ; and then 
the poor servants are stripped, and must even betake themselves 
to their rags again." 

" A sordid trick," said Don Quixote. " But you need not 
repine at leaving the court, since you do it with so good a design ; 
for there is nothing in the world more commendable than to serve 
God in the first place, and the king in the next, especially in the 
profession of arms, which, if it does»not procure a man so much 
riches as learning, majr at least entitle him to more honour. It 
is true that more families have been advanced by the gown ; but 
yet your gentlemen of the sword, whatever the reason of it is, 
have always I know not what advantage above the men of learn- 
ing ; and something of fjlory and splendour ^attends them, that 
njakes them outshine the rest of mankind. But take my advice 
along with you, child : if you intend to raise yourself by military 
employment, I would not have you be uneasy with the thoughts 
of what misfortunes may befall you ; the worst can be but to die, 
and if it be a good honourable death, your fortune is made, and 
you are certainly happy. Julius Caesar, that valiant Roman em- 
peror, being asked what kind of death was best, ' That which is 
sudden and unexpected,* said he ; and though he answered like 



a heathen, who knew not the true God, yet, with respect to hu- 
man infirmities, it was very judicious ; for, suppose you should 
be cut off" at the very first engagement by a cannon-ball, or the 



spring of a mine, what matters it ? it is but dyin^, and there 
is an end of the business. As Terence says, a soldier makes a 
better figure dead in the field of battle, than alive and safe in 
flight. The more likely he is to rise in fame and preferment, the 
better discipline he keeps ; the better he obeys, the better he will 
know how to command ; and pray observe, my friend, that it is 
more honourable for a soldier to smell of gunpowder than of 
musk and amber. Or, if old age overtakes you in this noble em- 
ployment, though all over scars, though maimed and lame, you 
will still have honour to support you, and secure you from the 
contempt of poverty, nay, from poverty itself; for there is care 
taken that veterans and disabled soldiers may not want ; neither 
are they to be used as some men do their negro slaves, who, when 
they are old and past service, are turned naked out of doors, 
under pretence of freedom, to be made greater slaves to cold axid 
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hunger — a slavery from which nothing but death can set the 
wretches free. But I will say no more to you on this subject at 
this time. Get up behind me, and I will carry you to the inn, 
where you shall sup with me, and to-morrow morning make the 
best of your way ; and may Heaven prosper your good designs." 
The page excused himself from riding behind the knight, but 
accepted of his invitation to supper very willingly. Sancho, 
who had all the while given ear to his master's discourse, is said 
to have been more than usually surprised, hearing him talk so 
wisely. Now blessings on thee, master, thought he to himself; 
how comes it about, tnat a man who says so many good things 
should relate such ridiculous stories and whimsies as he would 
have us believe of Montesinos* cave ? By this time it began to 
grow dark, and they arrived at the inn, where Don Quixote 
alighting, asked presently for the man with the lances and hal- 
berts. The innkeeper answered, that he was rubbing down his 
mule, in the stable. Sancho was very well pleased to be at his 
journey's end ; and the more that his master took the house for 
a real inn, and not for a castle, as he used to do. 



CHAPTER LVII. 

Where you find the grounds of the braying adventures^ that of the 
Puppet-player, and the memorable divining of the fortune-telling 
Ape, 

Don Quixote was on thorns to know the strange story that the 
fellow upon the road engaged to tell him ; so that, going into the 
stable, he minded him of his promise, and pressed him to relate 
the whole matter. " My story will take up some time," quoth 
the man, ^' and is not to be told standing : have a little patience ; 
let me make an end of serving my mule, and then I will tell your 
worship such things as will make you stare." " Do not let that 
hinder you," replied Don Quixote ; " for I will help you myself." 
And so saying, he lent him a helping hand, cleansing the manger, 
and sifting the barley ; which humble compliance obliged the 
fellow to tell his tale the more willingly ; so that, seating nimself 
upon a bench, with Don Quixote, the scholar, the page, Sancho, 
and the innkeeper about him, he began in this manner : 

" It happened on a time, that in a borough about four leagues 
from this place, one of the aldermen lost his ass. They say it 
was by the roguery of his maid-servant ; but that is neither here 
nor there — the ass was lost and gone, that is certain ; and what 
is more, it could not be found neither high nor low. This same 
ass had been missing about a fortnight, when another alderman 
of the same town, meeting the other in the market-place, * Bro- 
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ther,' quoth he, ' pay me well, and I will tell you news of your 
ass.' ' Troth !' replied the other * that I will ; but then let me 
know where the poor beast is.' * Why,' answered the other, * this 
morning, what should I meet u|X)n the mountains yonder but 
he, without either pack-saddle or furniture, and so lean that it 
grieved my heart to see him ; but yet so wild and skittish, that 
when I would have driven him home before me, he ran away as 
if possessed, and got into the thickest of the wood. Now, if you 
please, we will both go and look for him : I will but step home 
nrst and put up this ass, then I will come back to you, and we 
will set about it.' * Truly, brother,' said the other, * I am mightily 
beholden to you, and will do as much for you another time.' In 
short, the two aldermen, hand in hand, trudged up the hills, 
and hunted up and down ; but after many a weary step, no ass 
was to be found. Upon which, quoth the alderman that had seen 
him to the other : * Hark ye, brother ; I have a device to find out 
this same ass of yours, though he were underground, as you shall 
hear. You must know, I can bray to admiration ; and if you 
can but bray never so little, the job is done.' * Never so little !' 
cried the other ; * 1 will undertake to bray with any ass or alder- 
man in the land.' * Well, then,' quoth the other, * my contrivance 
is, that you go on one side of the hill, and I on the other ; some- 
times you snail bray, and sometimes I ; so that, if your ass be 
but thereabouts, my life for yours, he will be sure to answer, and 
bray again.' *Gramercy, brother,' quoth the other, ^ a rare device ! 
let you alone for plotting.' They parted according to agree- 
ment ; and when they were far enougn off, they both fell a-bray- 
ing so perfectly well that they cheated one another ; and meeting, 
each in hopes to find the ass, * Is it possible, brother,' said the 
owner of the ass, 'that it was not my ass that brayed?' *No, 
marry, that it was not ; it was 1,' answered the other alderman. 

* Well, brother,' cried the owner, ' then there is no manner of 
difference between you and an ass, as to the matter of braying ; I 
never heard any thing so natural in my life.' ' Oh, sir,' quoth 
the other, * I am nothing to you ; you shall lay two to one against 
the best brayer in the kmgdom, and 1 will go your halves. Your 
voice is lofty, and of a ereat compass ; you keep excellent time, 
and hold out a note rarely, and your cadence is full and ravishing. 
In short, sir, 1 knock under the table, and yield you the bays.' 

* Well, then, brother,' answered the owner, * I shall always have 
the better opinion of myself for this one good quality ; for though 
I knew I brayed pretty well, I never thought myself so great a 
master before.' After these compliments, they parted again, and 
went braying, this on one side oi the hill, and tnat on the other. 
But all to no purpose ; for they still deceived one another with 
their braying, and, running to the noise, met one another as 
before, 

*• At last they agreed to bray twice one after another^ tVvdl Vy«j 
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that token they might be sure it was not the ass, but they that 
brayed. But all in vain — they almost brayed their hearts out, 
but no answer from the ass. And indeed, how could it, poor 
creature, when they found him at last in the wood half-eaten by 
the wolves? ' Alack-a-day ! poor Grizzle,' cried the o^^ner ; * I 
do not wonder now he took so little notice of his loving master. 
Had he been alive, as sure as he was an ass, he would have brayed 
again. But let him go ; this comfort I have at least, brother ; 
though I have lost him, I have found out that rare talent of yours 
that has hugely solaced me under this affliction.' *The glass is 
in a good hand, Mr. Alderman,' quoth the other, ^ and if the ab- 
bot smgs well, the young monk is not much behind him.' 

**With this, these same alddrmen, very much disappointed 
as well as very hoarse, went home and told all their neighbours 
the whole story word for word ; one praising the other's skill in 
braying, and &e other returning the compliment. In short, one 
got it by the end, and the other got it by the end ; the boys got 
it, and all the idle fellows got it, and there was such a brawling 
and such a braying in our town, that nothing else was to be heard. 
But the thing did not stop here ; our neighbouring towns had it 
too ; and when they saw any of our townsfolk, they fell a-braying, 
hitting us in the teeth with the braying of our aldermen. This 
made ill blood between us ; for we took it in mighty dudgeon, as 
well we might, and came to words upon it, and from words to 
blows ; for the people of our town are well known by this, as the 
beggar knows his dish, and are apt to be jeered wheresoever they 
go. And they have carried the jest so far, that I believe to-mor- 
row or next day, the men of our town, to wit, the brayers, will 
be in the field against those of another town about two leagues off, 
that'are always plaguing us. Now, that we should be well pro- 
vided, I have brought these lances and halberts that ye saw me 
carry. So this is my story, gentlefolks ; and if it be not a strange 
one, I am mistaken." 

Here the honest man ended ; when presently enters a fellow 
dressed in trousers and doublet all of shamoy leather, and calling 
out, as if he were somebody : "Landlord," cried he, " have you 
any lodgings? for here comes the fortune-telling ape, and the 
puppet-show of Melisandra's deliverance." "Ha!" cried the 
innkeeper, " who have we here ? Master Peter ? We shall have 
a merry night then. Honest Master Peter, you are welcome 
with all my heart ; but where is the ape and the show?" " They 
will be here presently," said Peter ; ** I only came before to see 
if you had any lodgings." '* Lodging, man," said the innkeeper ; 
" I would turn out the Duke of Alva himself rather than Master 
Peter should want room. Come, bring in your things, for here 
are guests that will be good customers to you, I warrant." ^*That 
is worth hearing," said Peter ; " and to encourage them I will 
lower my prices ; and if I can but get my charges to-night, I will 
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look for no more ; so I will hasten forward the cart." This said, 
he ran out of the door again. 

Don Quixote inquired who this Master Peter was, and what 
his ape and his show. " Why, sir," answered the innkeeper, " he 
has strolled about the country this great while with a curious pup- 
pet-show*, which represents the play of Melisandra and Don Gay- 
ieros, one of the best shows that has been acted time out of mind 
in this kingdom. Then he has an ape : such an ape, sir ; but I 
will say no more — you shall see, sir. It will tell you every thing 
you ever did in your life. The like was never seen before. AsE 
nim a question, it will listen to you ; and then, whip, up it leaps 
on its master^s shoulder, and whispers first in his ear what it 
knows, and then Master Peter tells you. He tells you what is to 
come, as well as what is past : it is true, he does not alwajs hit 
80 pat as to what is to come ; but after all, he is seldom m the 
wrong. Two reals is the price for every question he answers, or 
his master for him, which is all one, you know ; and that will 
mount to money at the year's end, so that it is thought the rogue 
is well to pass ; and, indeed, much good may it do him, for he is 
a notable fellow and a ^ood companion ; talks for six men, and 
drinks for a dozen ; and all this he gets by his tongue, his ape, 
and his show." 

By this time Peter had come back with his puppet-show and 
his ape in a cart. Don Quixote immediately accosted him : '^ Mr. 
Fortune-teller," said he, " will you be pleased to tell us what fish 
we shall catch, and what will become of us, and here is your fee ?" 
Saying this, he ordered Sancho to deliver Master Peter two reals. 
" Sir," answered Peter, " this animal gives no account of things 
to come ; he knows something, indeed, of matters past, and a litUe 
of the present." *' I would not give a brass jack," cried Sancho, 
" to know what is past ; for who knows that better than myself? 
I am not so foolish as to pay for what 1 know already : but since 
you say he has such a knack at guessing the present, let him tell 
me what my wife Teresa is doing at this moment, and here are my 
two reals." " I will have nothing of you beforehand," said Mas- 
ter Peter: so, clapping himself on his left shoulder, up skipped 
the ape thither at one frisk, and, laying his mouth to his ear, 
grated his teeth ; and having made some grimaces and a chatter- 
ing noise for a minute or two, with another skip down he leaped 
upon the ground. Immediately upon this, Master Peter ran to 
Don Quixote, and fell on his knees, and embracing his legs, 
"O glorious restorer of knight-errantry," cried he, " I embrace 
these legs as I would the pillars of Hercules ! Who can suffi- 
ciently extol the great Don Quixote de la Mancha, the reviver 
of drooping hearts, the prop and stay of the falling, the raiser of 
the fallen, and the staff" of comfort to the weak and afflicted I" 

At these words Don Quixote stood amazed, Sancho quaked, 
the page wondered, the brayer blessed himself, the innkeeper 
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stared, and the scholar was in a brown study, all astonished at 
Master Peter's speech, who then, turning to Sancho, " And thou, 
honest Sancho Panza," said he, "the best squire to the best 
knight in the world, bless thy good stars, for thy good spouse 
Teresa is a good housewife, and is at this instant dressing a pound 
of flax ; she has standing by her, on her left hand, a large broken- 
mouthed jug, which holds a pretty scantling of wine, to cheer up 
her spirits." " Truly," quoth Sancho, " that is likely enough, 
for she is a merry soul ; were it not for a spice of jealousy that she 
has now and then, I would not change her for the giantess An- 
dondona herself, who, in my master's opinion, was a brave lady, 
and a famous housewife." '^Well," said Don Quixote, "great 
is the knowledge procured by reading, travel, and experience. 
What on earth but the testimony of my own eyes could have per- 
suaded me that apes had the gift of divination ! I am indeed the 
same Don Quixote de la Mancha mentioned by this ingenious 
animal, though I must confess somewhat undeserving of so great 
a character as it has pleased him to bestpw on me ; but neverthe- 
less I am not sorry to have charity and compassion bear so great 
a part in my commendation, since my nature has always disposed 
me to do good to all men, and hurt to none." 

" Now, had I but money," said the page, " I would know of 
Mr. Ape what luck I should have in the wars." " I have told 
you already," said Master Peter, who was got up from before 
Don Quixote, " that this ape does not meddle with what is to 
come ; but if he could, it should cost you nothing, for Don Quix- 
ote's sake, whom to oblige, I would sacrifice all the interest I 
have in the world ; and, as a mark of it, gentlemen, I freely set 
up my show, and give all the company in the house some diver- 
sion gratis.'* The innkeeper hearing this, was overjoyed ; and 
ordered Master Peter a convenient room to set up his snow, which 
he immediately went about. 

In the meantime Don Quixote, who could not believe that an 
ape could do all this, taking Sancho into a corner, " Look ye, 
Sancho," said he, " I have been weighing and considering the 
wonderful gifts of this ape, and I suspect Master Peter must 
have made a secret compact with the devil. The ape's knowledge 
is exactly of the same proportion with the deviPs, which only 
extends to the discovery of things past and present, having no 
insight into futurity but by such probable conjectures and conclu- 
sions as may be deduced from the former working of antecedent 
causes, true prescience and prediction being the sacred preroga- 
tive of God, to whose all-seeing eyes, all ages, past, present, and 
to come, without the distinction of succession and termination, 
are always present. From this, I say, it is apparent this ape is 
but the organ through which the devil delivers his answers to 
those that ask it questions ; and this same rogue should be put 
into the Inquisition, and have the truth pressed out of his bones." 
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'* For all that," said Sancho, " I would have you ask Master 
Peter's ape, whether the passages you told us concerning Monte- 
sinos' cave be true or no ; for, saving the respect I owe your wor- 
ship, I take them to be no better than idle stories, or dreams at 
the least." ** You may think what you will," answered Don 
Quixote ; " however, I will do as you would have me, although I 
feel some scruples on the subject."* 

Master Peter now came in and told Don Quixote that the 
show was ready to begin, and desired him to come and see it, for 
he was sure his worship would like it. The knight told him he 
had a question to y)ut to his ape first, and desired he might tell 
him whether certain things that happened to him in Montesinos' 
cave were dreams or reahties, for he doubted they had something 
ef both in them. Master Peter fetched his ape immediately, and 
placing him just before the knight and his squire. " Look you," 
said he, "Mr. Ape, this worthy knight would have you tell him 
whether some things which happened to him in Montesinos' cave 
are true or no?" Then, upon the usual signa], the ape jumping 
upon Master Peter's left shoulder, chattered his answer into his 
ear, which the interpreter delivered thus to the inquirer: **The 
ape, sir, says that part of those things are false, and part of them 
true, which is all he can resolve ye as to this q^uestion ; and now 
his virtue has left him, and won't return till Friday next. If you 
would know any more, you must stay till then, and he will answer 
as many questions as you please." *^ Ah, you there now !" quoth 
Sancho, " did not I tell you that all you told us of Montesinos' 
cave would not hold water ?" "That the event will determine," 
replied the knight, " which we must leave to process of time to 
produce ; for it brings every thing to light, though buried in the 
bowels of the earth. No more of this at present: let us now see 
the puppet-show ; I fancy we shall find something in it worth 
seeing." " Something !" said Master Peter ; ** sir, you shall see 
a thousand things worth seeing. I tell you, sir, I defy the world 
to shew such another. I say no more : Operibus credite, et non 
verbis. But now let us begin, for it grows late^ and we have much 
to do, say, and shew." 

Don Quixote and Sancho complied, and went into the room 
where the show stood, with a good number of small wax-lights 

flimmering round about, that made it shine gloriously. Master 
^eter got to his station within ; and his boy stood before, to tell 
what the puppets said, and with a white wand in his hand to ex- 
plain the several figures as they came in. Then all the audience 
having taken their places, Don Quixote, Sancho, the scholar, and 
the page, being preferred to the rest, the boy began a story that 
shall be heard or seen by those who will take the pains to read or 
hear the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER LVIII. 

A pkasant account of the Puppet-play; with other very good things, 

** Gbntlkmbn/' said the boy, raising bis voice, ^^ we present you 
here witb a true bistory, taken out of the chronicles of France, 
and the Spanish ballads, sung even by the boys about the streets, 
and in every body's mouth ; it tells you how Don Gayferos de- 
livered his wife Melisandra, that was a prisoner among the Moors 
in Spain, in the city of Sansuena, now called Saragosa. Now, 
gallants, the first figure we present you with is Don Gayferos, 
playing at tables, according to the ballad : 

' Grayferos now at tables plays, 
Forgetful of his lady dear.' 

^* Next you will mark that personage that peeps out there with 
a crown on his head and a sceptre in his hand. It is the Em- 
peror Charlemagne, the fair Melisandra's reputed father, who, 
vexed at the idleness and negligence of his son-in-law, comes to 
chide him ; and pray, observe with what passion and earnestness 
he rates him, as if he had a mind to lend him half a dozen sound 
raps over the pate with his sceptre ; nay, some authors do not 
stick to tell you he gave him as many, and well laid on too. Now 
see how he starts up, and in a rage knocks the tables one way, and 
whirls the men another ; and, calling for his arms with all haste, 
borrows his cousin-german Orlando's sword, Durindana, who 
withal offers to go along with him in this difficult adventure ; but 
the valorous enraged knight will not let him, and says he is able 
to deliver his wife himself, without his help, though they kept her 
down in the very centre of the earth. And now he is going to 
put on his armour, in order to begin his journey. 

" Now, gentlemen, cast your eyes upon yon tower ; you are 
to suppose It one of the towers of the castle of Saragosa. That 
lady, whom you see in the balcony in a Moorish habit, is the 
peerless Melisandra, casting many a heavy look towards France, 
thinking of Paris and her liusband, the only comfort in her im- 
prisonment. But now, — silence, gentlemen, pray, silence ! here 
18 an accident wholly new, the like perhaps never neard of before. 
Don't you see that Moor who comes on tiptoe, creeping and steal- 
ing along with his finger in his mouth, behind Melisandra? Hear 
what a smack he gives on her sweet Ups, and see how she spits, 
and wipes her mouth with her white smock-sleeve ; see how she 
takes on, and tears her lovely hair for very madness, as if it were 
to blame for this afiront. Next, praj observe that grave Moor that 
stands in the open gallery ; that is Marsilius, the king of San- 
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8uena, who, having been an eye-witness of the sauciness of the 
Moor, ordered him immediately to be apprehended, though his 
kinsman and great favourite, and to have two hundred lashes 
given him. And look how all this is put in execution sooner 
almost than the fact is committed ; for your Moors, you must 
know, don't use any form of indictment as we do, nor yet have 
they any legal trials." 

" Child, child," said Don Quixote, " go on directly with your 
story, and don't keep us here with your excursions and ramblings 
out of the road. I tell you there must be a formal process and 
legal trial to prove matters of fact." " Boy," said the master 
from behind the show, "do as the gentleman bids you. Don't 
run so much upon flourishes, but follow your plain song, without 
venturing on counterpoint, for fear of spoiling all." " I will, 
sir," quoth the boy, and so proceeding : " Now, sirs, he that you 
see there on horseback is Don Gayferos himself, whom his wife, 
now revenged on the Moor for his impudence, seeing from the 
battlements of the tower, takes him for a stranger, and talks with, 
him as such, according to the ballad, 

< Qaoth Melisandra, if perchance, 
Sir Tmveller, you go for France, 
For pity's sake, ask when you're there, 
For Gayferos, my husband dear.' 

*' I omit the rest, not to tire you with a long story. It is suf- 
ficient that he makes himself known to her ; and accordingly, see 
how she lets herself down from the balcony, to come at her lov- 
ing husband and get behind him ; but alas ! the skirt of her 
gown is caught upon one of the spikes of the balcony, and there 
she hangs and hovers miserably in the air, without being able to 
get down. But see how Heaven is merciful^ and sends relief in 
the greatest distress ! Don Gayferos rides up to her, and, not 
fearing to tear her rich gown, lays hold on it, and at one pull 
brings her down ; and then at one lift sets her astride upon his 
horse's crupper, bidding her to sit &st, and clasp her arms about 
him; for the Lady Melisandra was not used to that kind of 
riding. 

" Observe now how the horse neighs, and shews how proud 
he is of the burden of his brave master and fair mistress. Look 
now how they turn their backs and leave the city, and gallop it 
merrily away towards Paris. Peace be with you, for a peerless 
couple of true lovers ! may ye set safe and sound into your own 
country, without any let or ill chance in your journey, and live in 
peace and quietness among your friends and relations !" " Plain- 
ness, boy !" cried Master Peter, " none of your flights, I beseech 
you." The boy answered nothing, but going on : " Now, sirs," 
quoth he^ <' some of those idle people that love to pry into e^^T^ 
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tbing happened to spy Melisandra as she was making her escape, 
and ran presently and gave Marsilius notice of it : whereupon he 
straight commanded to sound an alarm ; and now mind what a 
din and hurly-burly there is, and how the city shakes with the 
ring of the bells backwards in all the mosques!" "There you 
ere out, boy," said Don Quixote : " the Moors have no bells, 
they only use kettle-drums, and a kind of shaulms like our waits 
or hautboys ; so that your ringing of bells in Sansuena is a mere 
absurdity, good Master Peter." "Nay, sir," said Master Peter, 
giving over ringing, " if you stand upon these trifles with us, we 
shall never please you. Don't be so severe a critic : are there not 
a thousand plays that pass with ^reat success and applause, though 
they have many greater absurdities, and nonsense in abundance ? 
On, boy, on ; no matter, so I get the money." '^ Well said," 
answered Don Quixote. " And now, sirs," quoth the boy, " ob- 
serve what a vast company of glittering horse comes pouring out 
of the city in pursuit of the Christian lovers ; what a dreadful 
sound of trumpets and clarions, and drums and kettle-drums, 
there is in the air. I fear they will overtake them, and then will 
the poor wretches be dragsjed along most barbarously at the tails 
of their horses, which would be sad indeed." 

Don Quixote, seeing such a number of Moors, and hearing 
such an alarm, thought it high time to assist the flying lovers ; 
and starting up, " It shall never be said while I live," cried he 
aloud, " that I suffered such a wrong to be done to so famous a 
knight and so daring a lover as Don Gayferos. Forbear then 
your unjust pursuit, ye base-born rascals ! Stop, or prepare to 
meet my furious resentment!'' Then drawing out his sword to 
Inake good his threats, at one spring he gets to the show, and 
with a violent fury lays at the Moorish puppets, cutting and 
slashing in a most terrible manner ; some he overthrows, and be- 
heads others; maims this, and cleaves that in pieces. Amon? 
the rest of his merciless strokes, he thundered one down with 
such a mighty force, that had not Master Peter luckily squatted 
down, it had certainly chopped ofl^ his head as easily as one might 
cut an apple. " Hold, hold, sir," cried the puppet-player, alter 
this narrow escape, " hold for pity's sake ! What do you mean, 
sir ? These are no real Moors that you cut and hack so, but poor 
harmless puppets made of pasteboard. Think of what you do; 
you ruin me for ever. Oh that ever I was bom ! you have broke 
me quite." But Don Quixote, without mindmg his words, 
doubled and redoubled his blows so thick, and laid about him so 
outrageously, that in less than two credos he had cut all the 
strings and wires, mangled the puppets, and spoiled and demo- 
lished the whole machine. King Marsilius was in a grievous 
condition. The Emperor Charlemagne*s head and crown were 
cleft in two. The whole audience was in a sad consternation. 
The ape scampered off to the top of the house. The scliolar was 
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frightened out of his wits ; the page was very uneasy ; and Sancho 
himself was in a terrible fright ; for^ as he said after the hurricane 
was over, he had never seen his master in such a rage before. 

The general rout of the puppets being over, Don Quixote's 
fury began to abate ; and witn a more pacified countenance turn- 
ing to the company, " Now," said he, ** I could wish all those in- 
credulous persons here who slight knight-errantry might receive 
conviction of their error, and behold undeniable proofs of the 
benefit of that function ; for how miserable had been the condition 
of poor Don Gayferos and the fairMelisandra by this time, had I 
not been here and stood up in their defence ! I make no question 
but those infidels would have apprehended them, and used them 
barbarously. Well, when all is done, long live knight-errantry ; 
long let it live, I say, above all things whatsoever in this world 1" 
" Ay, ay,'' said Master Peter in a doleful tone, " let it live long 
for me, so I may die ; for why should I live so unhappy as to say 
with King Rodrigo, * Yesterday I was lord of Spain, to-day have 
not a foot of land I can call mine?' It is not half an hour, nay 
scarce a moment, since I had kings and emperors at command. 
I had horses in abundance, and chests and bags full of fine things ; 
but now you see me a poor sorry undone man, quite and clean 
broke and cast down, and in short a mere beggar. What is worst 
of all, I have lost my ape too ; and all through the rash fury of 
this knight here, who they say protects the fatherless, redresses 
wrongs, and does other charitable deeds, but has failed in all these 
good offices to miserable me. Well may I call him the Knight of 
the Sorrowful Figure, for he has put me and all that belongs to me 
in a sorrowful case." 

The puppet -player's lamentations moving Sancho's pity, 
" Come," quoth he, " don't cry. Master Peter, thou breakest my 
heart to hear thee take on so ; don't be cast down, man, for my 
master's a better Christian, I am sure, than to let any poor man 
come to loss by him ; when he comes to know he has done you 
wrong, he will pay you for every farthing of damage, I will en- 
gage." " Truly," said Master Peter, "if his worship would but 
pay me for the puppets he has spoiled, I will ask no more, and 
he will discharge his conscience ; for he that wrongs his neigh- 
bour, and does not make restitution, can never hope to be saved, 
that is certain." ** I grant it," said Don Quixote ; " but I am 
not sensible how I have in the least injured you, good Master 
Peter !" " How, sir ! not injured me ?" cried Master Peter. 
" Why, these poor relics that lie here on the cold ground cry out 
for vengeance against you. Was it not the invincible force of 
that powerful arm of yours that has scattered and dismembered 
them so ? And whose were those bodies, sir, but mine ? and by 
whom was I maintained but by them?" 

" Well," said Don Quixote, *'now I am thoroughly convinced 
of a truth which I have had reason to believe be tore, that tho&e 
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cursed magicians that daily persecute me, do nothing but delude 
me, first drawing me into dangerous adventures by the appear- 
ances of them as really they are, and then presently after chang- 
ing the face of things as they please. Really and truly, gentle- 
men, I vow and protest before you all that hear me, that all that 
was acted here seemed to be really transacted ipso facto as it ap- 
peared. To me Melisandra appeared to be Mtlisandra, Don 
Gayferos was Don Gayferos, Marsilius Marsilius, and Charle- 
magne was the real Charlemagne. Which being so, I could not 
contain my fury, and acted according to the duties of my function, 
which obliges me to take the injured side. Now, though what I 
have done proves to be quite contrary to my good design, the 
fault ought not to be imputed to me, but to my persecuting foes ; 
yet I own myself sorry for the mischance, and will myself pay 
the costs. Let Master Peter see what he must have for the 
figures, and I will pay it him now in good and lawful money." 
** Heaven bless your worship,'' cried Master Peter with a pro- 
found cringe, "I could expect no less from the wonderfiil Chris- 
tianity of the vdorous Don Quixote de la Mancha, the sure relief 
and bulwark of all miserable wanderers. Now let my landlord 
and the great Sancho be mediators and appraisers between your 
worship and myself, and I will stand to their award." 

They agreed : and presently Master Peter taking up Mar- 
silius, king of Saragosa, that lay by on the ground with his 
head ofi^: '* You see, gentlemen," said he, ** it is impossible to 
restore this king to his former dignity ; and therefore, with sub- 
mission to your better judgments, I think that for his destruction, 
and to get him a successor, seven and twenty pence is little 
enough on conscience." " Proceed," said Don Quixote. ** Then 
for this that is cleft in two," said Master Peter, taking up the 
Emperor Charlemagne, " I think he is richly worth one and 
thirty pence halfpenny." " Not so richly neither," quoth San- 
cho. *• Truly," said the innkeeper, " I thmk it is pretty reason- 
able, but we will make it even money ; let the poor fellow have 
half a crown." " Come," said Don Quixote, ^* let him have his 
full price ; we will not stand haggling for so small a matter in a 
case like this : so make haste. Master Peter, for it is near supper- 
time, and I have some strong presumptions that I shall eat heart-» 
ily." " Now," said Master Peter, " for this figure here that is 
without a nose and blind with one eye, being the fair Melisandra, 
I will be reasonable with you ; give me fourteen pence ; I would 
not take less from my brother." 

In this manner he went on, setting his price upon the dead 
and wounded, which the arbitrators moderated to the content of 
both parties ; and the whole sum amounted to forty reals and 
three quarters, which Sancho paid him down ; and then Master 
Peter demanded two reals more for the trouble of catching his 
ape. " Give it him," said Don Quixote, " and set the monkey 
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to catch the ape ; and now would I prive two hundred lAore to be 
assured that Don Gayferos and the Lady Meh'sandra were safely 
arrived in France among their friends.'* " Nobody can better 
tell than my ape," said Master Peter ; ** though who will catch 
him I know not, if hunger, or his kindness for me do not bring 
us together again to-night. However, to-morrow will be a new 
day ; and when it is light we will see what is to be done." 

The whole disturbance beinjj appeased, to supper they went 
lovingly together ; and Don Quixote treated the whole company, 
for he was liberality itself. Before day, the man with the lances 
and hdlberts left the inn, and some time after the scholar and the 
page came to take leave of the knight ; the first to return home, 
ana the second to continue his journey, towards whose charges 
Don Quixote gave him twelve reals. As for Master Peter, ne 
knew too much of the knight's humour to desire to have any thing 
to do with him ; and therefore, having picked up the ruins of the 
puppet-show, and got his ape again, by break of day he packed 
off to seek his fortune. The innkeeper, who did not know Don 
Quixote, was as much surprised at his liberality as at his mad- 
ness. In fine, Sancho paid him very honestly by his master's 
order, and mountin? a little before eight o'clock they left the inn, 
and proceeded on their journey ; during which some other mat- 
ters occurred, a knowledge of which is very requisite for the 
better understanding of this famous history. 



CHAPTER LIX. 

Wherein is shewn Don Quixote's ill success in the braying adventure, 
which did not end so happily as he desired and expected. 

After Don Quixote had left the inn, he resolved to take a sight 
of the river Ebro, and the country about it, before he went to 
Saragosa, since he was not straitened for time; but might do 
that, and yet arrive soon enough to make one at the jousts and 
tournaments in that city. Two days he travelled without meet- 
ing with any thing worth his notice or the reader's ; when on the 
third, as he was riding up a hill, he heard a great noise of drums, 
trumpets, and guns. At first he thought that some regiment of 
soldiers was on its march that way, which made him spur up 
Rozinante to the brow of the hill, that he might see them pass 
by ; and then he saw in a bottom above two hundred men, as 
near as he could guess, armed with various weapons, as lances, 
cross-bows, partisans, halberts, pikes, some few firelocks, and a 
great many targets. Thereupon he descended into the vale, and 
made his approaches towards the battalion so near as to be able 
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to distinguish their banners and observe their devices ; more espe- 
cially one that was to be seen on a standard of white satin, on 
which was represented to the life a little jackass, much like a Sar- 
dinian ass-colt, holding up his head, stretching out his neck, and 
thrusting out his tongue, in the very posture of an ass that is 
braying, with this distich written in fair characters about it : 

** 'Twas something more than nothing which one day 
Made one and t'other worthy bailifif bray." 

Don Quixote drew this inference from the motto, that those were 
the inhabitants of the braying town : and he acquainted Sancho 
with what he had observed, giving him also to understand, that 
the man who told them the story of the two braying aldermen 
was apparently in the wrong ; since, according to the verses on 
the standard, they were two bailiffs, and not two aldermen. ^^ It 
matters not one rush what you call them,'' quoth Sancho ; ^' for 
those very aldermen that brayed miffht in time come to be made 
bailiffs of the town ; and so both those titles might have been 
given them well enough. But what is it to you or me, or the 
story, whether the two brayers were aldermen or bailiffs, so they 
but brayed as we are told? As if a bailiff were not as likely to 
bray as an alderman V 

In short, both master and man plainly understood that the 
men who were thus up in arms were those that were jeered for 
braying, got together to fight the people of another town, who 
had indeed abused them more than was the part of good neigh- 
bours ; thereupon Don Quixote advanced towards them, to San- 
cho's great grief, who had no manner of liking to such kind of 
adventures. The multitude soon got about the knight, taking 
him for some champion, who was eome to their assistance. But 
Don Quixote, lifting up his vizor, with a graceful deportment 
rode up to the standard, and there all the chief leaders of the 
army got together about him, in order to take a survey of his 

Person, no less amazed at this strange appearance than the rest. 
>on Quixote seeing them look so earnestly on him, and no man 
offer so much as a word or question, took occasion from their 
silence to break his own; and raising his voice, " Good gentle- 
men," cried he, " I beseech you with all the endearments ima- 
ginable, to give no interruption to the discourse I am now deliver- 
ing to you, unless you find it distasteful or tedious ; which, if I 
am unhappy enough to occasion, at the least hint you shall give 
me, I will put a seal on my lips and a padlock on my tongue." 
They all cried that he might speak what he pleased, and they 
would hear him with all their hearts. Having this license, Don 
Quixote proceeded : 

" Gentlemen," said he, " I am a knight-errunt ; and my pro- 
fession is to shew favour to those that are in necessity, and to 
give assistance to those that are in distress. I am no stranger to 
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the cause of your uneaftiness, which excites you to take arms 
against your msultine neighbours ; and having often reflected 
upon the motives which nave brought you together, I have 
drawn this inference ; that according to the laws of arms, you 
really injure yourselves in thinking yourselves affronted ; for no 
particular person can give an affront to a whole town and society 
of men, except it be by accusing them all of high treason in gene« 
ral, for want of knowing on which of them to fix some treason- 
able action, of which fie supposes some of them to be guilty. 
Taking it for granted, then, tnat no particular person can affront 
a whole kingdom, province, city, commonwealtn, or body politic, 
it is but just to conclude, that it is needless to revenge such a pre- 
tended affront; since such an abuse is no sufficient provocation, and, 
indeed, positively no aftront. It would be a pretty piece of wisdom, 
truly, should those out of the town of Reloxa sally out every day on 
those who spend their ill-natured breaths, miscalling them every 
where. It would be a fine business, indeed, if the inhabitants of 
those several famous towns that are nick-named by our rabble, 
and called the one cheesemongers, the other costermongers, these 
fishmongers, and those soapboilers, should know no better than 
to think themselves dishonoured, and in revenge be always draw- 
ing out their swords at the least word, for every idle insignificant 
quarrel. No, no, Heaven forbid ! men of sagacity and wisdom, 
and well-governed commonwealths, are never induced to take up 
arms, nor endanger their persons and estates, but on the four 
following occasions. In the first place, to defend the holy Ca- 
tholic faith. Secondly, for the security of their lives, which they 
are commanded to preserve by the laws of God and nature. 
Thirdly, the preservation of their good name, the reputation of 
their family, and the conservation of their estates. Fourthly, the 
service due to their prince in a just war; and, if we please, we 
may add a fifth, which, indeed, may be referred to the second : the 
defence of our country. To these ^ve capital causes may be sub- 
joined several others, which may induce men to vindicate them- 
selves, and have recourse even to the way of arms ; but to take 
them up for mere triHes, and such occasions as rather ohallenee 
our mirth and contemptuous laughter than revenge, shews the 
person who is guilty of such proceedings to labour under a scar- 
city of sense. Besides, to seek after an unjust revenge (and in- 
deed no human revenge can be just) is directly against the holy 
law we profess, which commands us to forgive our enemies, and 
to do good to those that hate us : an injunction, which though it 
seems difficult in the implicit obedience we should pay to it, yet 
is only so to those who have less of heaven than of the world, and 
more of the flesh than of the spirit. For the Redeemer of man- 
kind, whose words never coula deceive, said * that his yoke was 
easy, and his burden light ;' and according to that, he could pre- 
•cnbe nothing to our practice which was impossible to be done. 
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Therefore, gentlemen, since reason and religion recommend love 
and peace to you, I hope you will not render yourselves ob- 
noxious to all Jaws, both human and divine, by a breach of the 
public tranquillity." 

"Verily," quoth Sancho to himself, "this master of mine 
must have* been bred a parson ; if not, he is as like one as one 
egg is like another." Don Quixote paused a while, to take 
breath ; and, perceiving his auditory still willing to give him at- 
tention, had proceeded in his harangue, had not Sancho's good 
opinion of his parts made him lay hold on this opportunity to 
talk in his turn. " Gentlemen," quoth he, " my master, Don 
Quixote de la Mancha, once called the Knight of the Sorrowful 
Figure, and now the Knight of the Lions, is a very judicious 
gentleman, and talks Latin and his own mother-tongue as well 
as any of your 'varsity-doctors. Whatever discourse he takes in 
hand, he speaks to the purpose ; he has all the laws and rules of 
punctilio and honour at his fingers' end ; so that you have no 
more to do but to do as he says, and if in taking his counsel you 
ever tread awry, let the blame be laid on my shoulders. And, in- 
deed, as you have already been told, it is a very silly fancy to be 
ashamed to hear one bray ; for I remember when I was a boy, I 
could bray as often as I listed, and nobody went about to hinder 
me ; and I could do it so rarely, and to the life, without vanity 
be it spoken, that all the asses in our town would fall a braying 
when they heard me bray ; yet for all this, I was an honest body's 
child, and came of good parentage, do ye see ; it is true, indeed, 
four of the best young men in our parish envied me for this great 
ability of mine ; but I cared not a rush for their spite. Now, 
that you may not think I tell you a story, do but hear me, and 
then jud^e ; for this rare art is like swimming, which, when once 
learned, is never to be forgotten !" 

This said, he clapped both the palms of his hands to his nose, 
and fell a braying so obstreperously, that it made the neighbour- 
ing valleys ring again. But while he was thus braying, one of 
those that stood next to him, believing he did it to mock them, 
gave him such a hearty blow with a quarter-staff on his back, 
mat he brought him to the ground. 

Don Quixote, seeing what a rou^h entertainment had been 
given to his squire, moved with his lance in a threatening pos- 
ture towards the man that had used poor Sancho thus ; but the 
crowd thrust themselves in such a manner between them, that the 
knight found it impracticable to pursue the revenge he designed. 
At the same time, finding that a shower of stones began to rain 
about bis ears, and a great number of cross-bows and muskets 
were getting ready for his reception, he turned Rozinante's reins, 
and gallop^ from them as fast as four legs would carry him, at 
the same time expecting at every step that he should, be shot 
through the back, and have the bullet come out at his breast. 
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But the country battalion were satisfied with seeing him fly, and 
did not offer to shoot at him. 

As for Sancho, he was set upon his ass before he had well re- 
covered his senses, and then they suffered him to move off; not 
that the poor fellow had strength enough to guide him, but 
Dapple naturally followed Rozinante of his own accord. The 
Don being at a good distance from the armed multitude, faced 
about, and seeing Sancho pacing after him without any trouble- 
some attendants, stayed for his coming up. As for the rabble, 
they kept their posts till it grew dark, and their enemies not 
having taken the field to give them battle, they marched home, 
so overjoyed to have shewn their courage, without danger, that, 
had they been so well bred as to have known the ancient custom 
of the Greeks, they would have erected a trophy in that place. 



CHAPTER LX. 

Of seme things which he that reads shall know, if he reads them with 
attention. 

When the valiant man flies, he must have discovered some foul 
play, and it is the part of prudent persons to reserve themselves 
for more favourable opportunities. This truth is verified in Don 
Quixote; who, rather than expose himself to the fury of an in- 
censed and ill-designing multitude, prudentlv took himself out of 
their reach. Sancho came after him, as already narrated, laid 
across his ass, and having recovered his senses, overtook him at 
last, and let himself drop from his pack-saddle at Rozinante's 
feet, all battered and bruised, and in a sorrowful condition. Don 
Quixote presently dismounted to search his wounds, and finding 
no bones broken, but his skin whole from head to feet, '^You 
must bray,'^ cried he angrily ; " you must bray, must you ! It is 
a piece of excellent discretion to talk of halters in the house of a 
man whose father was hanged. What counter-part could you 
expect to your music, blockhead, but a thorough-bass of bastina- 
does ? Tnank Providence, sirrah, that as they gave you a dry 
benediction with a quarter-staff, they did not cross you with a 
cutlass." " I havn't breath to answer you at present,'^ quoth 
Sancho, " but my back and shoulders speak enough for me. 
Pray let us make the best of our way from this cursed place, and 
whene'er I bray again, may 1 be as well punished for it. i Yet I 
cannot help saying, that your knights-errant can betake them- 
selves to their heels, and yet leave their trusty squires to be 
beaten like stock- fish in the midst of their enemies." ** A re- 
treat is not to be accounted a flight," replied Don Quixote ; '^ for 
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know, Sancho, that courage which has not wisdom for its gaide 
falls under the name of temerity ; and the rash man's successful 
actions are rather owing to his good fortune than to his bravery. 
I own I did retire, but 1 deny that I fled ; and in such, a retreat 
I did but imitate many valiant men, who, not to hazard their 
persons indiscreetly, reserved themselves for a more fortunate 
hour. Histories are full of examples of this nature, which I do 
not care to relate at present, because they would be more tedious 
to me than profitable to thee." 

By this time Don Quixote had helped Sancho to bestride his 
ass ; and being himself mounted on Rozinante, they paced softly 
along, and got into a grove of poplar-trees, about a quarter of a 
league from the place where they mounted. Yet as softly as 
they rode, Sancho could not help now and then heaving up deep 
sighs and lamentable groans. Don Quixote asked him why he 
made such a heavy moan ? Sancho told him, that from his neck 
to his back-bone he felt such grievous pains that he was ready 
to sink. *' Without doubt," said Don Quixote, *' that is by rea- 
son that the staff by which thou wert struck was broad and long ; 
and so, having fallen on those parts of thy back, caused a contu- 
sion there, and affects them all with pain ; and had it been of a 
greater magnitude, thy grievances had been so much the greater." 

" Truly," quoth Sancho, " you have cleared that in very pithy 
words, of which nobody made any doubt. Was the cause of my 
ailing so hard to be guessed, that you must tell me that so much 
of me was sore as was hit by the weapon ? But I find you are 
like all the world, that lay to heart nobody's harms but their 
own. I find whereabouts we are, and what I am like to get by 
you ; for even as you left me now in the lurch, to be belaboured, 
and the other day to dance the caper-galliard in the blanket you 
wot of, so I must expect a hundred and a hundred more of these 
good things in your service ; and as the mischief has now lighted 
on my shoulders, next time it may fly at my eyes. Would it not 
be better for me to trudge home to my wife and children, and 
look after my house, with that little wit that Heaven has given 
me, without galloping after your tail, high and low, through cross- 
roads and by-ways, eating ill, and drinking worse? Then, after 
a man has tired himself off his legs, when he would be glad of a 
good bed, to have a master cry, * Flere, are you sleepy ? lie down, 
Mr. Squire, your bed is made : take six feet of good hard ground, 
and measure your body there ; and if that won't serve you, take 
as much more, and welcome.' " 

" I durst lay a wager," said Don Quixote, interrupting him, 
*' that now thou art suffered to prate without interruption, thou 
feelest no manner of pain in thy whole body. Prithee talk on, 
my child ; say anything that comes uppermost to thy mouth, or 
is burdensome to thy brain ; so it but alleviates thy pain, thy 
impertinences will rather please than offend me ; and if thou hast 



CH. LX.] DON QUIXOTS. 277 

such a longing desire to be at home with thy wife and children, 
Heaven forbid I should be against it. Thou nast money of mine 
in thy hands : see how long it is since we sallied out last from 
home, and cast up thy wages by the month, and pay thyself." 

** An' it like your worship," quoth Sancho, ** when I served 
my master Carrasco, father to the bachelor, your worship's ac- 
quaintance, I had two ducats a-month, besides my victuals : I 
don't know what you'll give me ; though I am sure there is more 
trouble in being squire to a knight-errant than in being servant 
to a farmer ; for truly, we that go to plough and cart in a farmer's 
service, though we moil and sweat so a-days as not to have a dry 
thread to our backs, let the worst come to the worst, are sure of a 
supper from the pot, and to sleep soundly in a bed. But I don't 
know when I have had a good meal's meat, or a good night's 
rest, in all your service, unless it were that short time when we 
were at Don Diego's house, and when I made a feast on the 
savoury skimming of Camacho's cauldron, and eat, drank, and 
slept at Mr. Basil's." 

" I grant all this, Sancho," said Don Quixote; "then how 
much more dost thou expect from me than thou hadst from thy 
master Carrasco?" ** Why, truly," quoth Sancho, " if your 
worship will pay me twelvepence a-month more than Thomas 
Carrasco gave me, I shall think it very fair, and tolerable wages ; 
but then, mstead of the island which, you know, you promised me, 
I think you cannot in conscience give me less than six-and-thirty 
pence a-month more, which will make in all thirty reals, neither 
more nor less." " Very well," said Don Quixote, " let us see 
tlien ; it is now twenty-five days since we set out from home — 
reckon what this comes to, according to the wages thou hast 
allowed tl yself, and be thy own paymaster." *' Ah, but," quoth 
Sancho, " we are quite out in our account ; for as to the governor 
of an island's place, which you promised to help me to, we ought 
to reckon from the time you made the promise to this very day." 
" Well, and pray how long is it ?" asked Don Quixote. " If I 
remember rightly," quoth Sancho, "it is about some twenty 
years ago, two or three days more or less." 

With that Don Quixote fell a-laughing heartily. " Why," 
cried he, " all my sallies, including the time I spent in the Sierra 
Morena, have hardly taken up two months ; and hast thou the 
impudence to affirm it is twenty years since I promised the grant 
of the island ? I am now convinced thou hast a mind to make all 
the money which thou hast of mine in thy keeping go for the pay- 
ment of thy wages. If this be thy meaning, well and good ; 
e'en take it, and much good may it do thee ; for rather than be 
troubled any longer with such a varlet, I would contentedly see 
myself without a penny. Away, then, pack off with thy ass this 
moment, and get thee home ; for thou shalt never stay in my ser- 
vice any longer. Oh, how much bread, how many promises, have 

B B 
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I now ill bestowed on thee ! Vile grovelling wretch, thou hast 
more of the beast than of the man ! when I was just going to pre- 
fer thee to such a post, that in spite of thy wife thou hadst been 
called my lord, thou sneakest away from me. Well mightest 
thou say, indeed, that honey is not for the mouth of an ass. Thou 
art indeed a very ass ; an ass thou wilt live, and an ass thou wilt 
die ; for I dare say, thou wilt never have sense enough while 
thou livest to know thou art a brute." 

While Don Quixote thus upbraided and railed at Sancho, the 
poor fellow, all dismayed, and touched to the quick, beheld him 
with a wistful look ; and the tears standing in his eyes for grief, 
" Good sir," cried he, with a doleful voice, " I confess I want 
nothing but a tail to be a perfect ass ; if your worship will be 
pleased but to put on one, I shall deem it well set on, and be your 
most faithful ass all the days of my lite : but forgive me, I be- 
seech you, and take pity on my youth. Consider I have but a 
dull head-piece of my own ; and if tongue runs at random some- 
times, it is because I am more fool than knave, sir : 

* He who errs and mends, 
To heaven himself commends/ 

" I should wonder much," said Don Quixote, " if thou 
shouldst not interlard thy discourse with some pretty proverb. 
Well, I will pardon thee this once, provided thou correct those 
imperfections, and shewest thyself of a less craving temper. 
Take heart, then, and let the nopes which thou mayest enter- 
tain of the performance of my promise raise in thee a nobler 
spirit." 

Matters being thus amicably adjusted, they put into the grove, 
where the Don laid himself at the foot of an elm, and his squire 
at the foot of a beech ; for every one of those trees, and such 
others, has always a foot, though never a hand. Sancho had but 
an ill night's rest of it, for his bruises made his bones more than 
ordinarily sensible of the cold. As for Don Quixote, he enter- 
tained himself with his usual imaginations. However, they both 
slept, and by break of day were ready to continue their journey. 



CHAPTER LXI. 

What happened to Don Quixote with the fair Huntress, 

It happened that the next day about sunset, as they were 
coming out of the wood, Don Quixote cast his eyes on a verdant 
meadow, and at the farther end of it descried a company, wlioui, 
upon a nearer view, he judged to be persons of quality taking 
the diversion of hawking. Approaching nearer yet, he observed 
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among them a fine lady, upon a white steed in green trappings, 
and a saddle of cloth-of-silver. She rode with a gosshawk on 
her left hand, by which Don Quixote judged her to be of quality, 
and mistress of the tmin that attended; as, indeed, she was. 
Calling to his squire, '* Sancbo," cried he, " run and tell that lady 
on the palfrey tnat I, the Knight of the Lions, humbly salute her 
highness ; and that if she pleases to give me leave, I should be 

Eroud to have the honour of waiting on her, and kissing her fair 
ands. But take special care, Sancho, how thou deliverest thy 
message ; and be sure not to lard my compliments with any of 
thy proverbs." 

Sancho moved on, forcing Dapple from his old pace to a gallop ; 
and approaching the fair huntress, he alighted, and, falling on 
his knees, ^* Fair lady," quoth he, "that knight yonder, called 
the Knight of the Lions, is my master ; I am his squire, Sancho 
Panza by name. This same Knight of the Lions, who but the 
other day was called the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure, has sent 
me to tell you, that so please your worship's grace to give him 
leave, with your good liking, to do as he has a mind, which, as 
he says, and as I believe, is only to serve your high-flown beauty, 
and be your eternal vassal, you may chance to do a thing that 
would be for your own good, and he would take it for a huge 
kindness at your hands." 

" Indeed, honest squire," said the lady, " you have acquitted 
yourself of your charge with all the grace which such an embassy 
requires. Kise, I pray ; for it is by no means fit that the squire 
to so great a knight (to whose name and merit we are no stran- 
gers) should remain on his knees. Rise, and desire your master 
by all means to honour us with his company, that my lord duke 
and I may pay him our respects at a mansion we have hard by." 

Sancho, overjoyed with this gracious answer, returned to his 
master, to whom he repeated all that the great lady had said to 
him ; praising to the skies, in his clownish phrase, her great 
beauty and courteous nature. 

Don Quixote, pleased with this good beginning, seated him- 
self handsomely in the saddle, fixed his toes in his stirrups, set 
the beaver of his helmet as he thought best became his face, roused 
up Rozinante's mettle, and with a graceful assurance moved for- 
wards to kiss the duchess's hand. As soon as Sancho went from 
her, she sent for the duke, her husband, and gave him an account 
of Don Quixote's embassy. Thereupon they both attended his 
coming with a pleasant impatience; for, having read the first 
part of his history, they were no less desirous to be acquainted 
with his person ; and resolved, as long as he stayed with them, to 
give him his own way, and humour iiim in all things, treating 
him with all the forms essential to the entertainment of a knight- 
errant ; which they were the better able to do, having been much 
conversant with books of that kind. 
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And now Don Quixote drew nigh with his vizor up ; and 
Sancho, seeing him offer to alight, made all the haste he could to 
be ready to hold his stirrup. But as ill-luck would have it, as 
he was throwing his leg over his pack-saddle to gret off, he en- 
tangled his foot so strangely in the rope that served him instead 
of a stirrup, that, not being able to get it out, he hung by the heel 
with his nose to the ground. On the other side, Don Quixote, 
who was used to have his stirrup held when he dismounted, think- 
ing Sancho had hold of it already, lifted up his right leg over the 
saddle to alight ; but as it happened to be ill girt, down it came 
with him to the ground ; while he, confounded with shame, 
bestowed many a severe reproach on his poor squire, who was 
all the while held fast with his foot in the stocks. The duke 
seeing them in that condition, ordered some of his people to help 
them ; and they raised Don Quixote, who was in no very good 
case with his tall. However, limping as well as he could, he 
went to pay his duty to the lady, and would have fallen on his 
knees at her horse's feet ; but the duke alighting, would by no 
means permit it ; and embracing Don Quixote, '* I am sorry,*' 
said he, *^ sir knight, that such a mischance should happen to 
you at your first appearance in my territories; but the nesfli- 
gence of squires is often the cause of worse accidents." " Most 
generous prince/* said Don Quixote, " I can think nothing bad 
that could befall me here, since 1 have had the happiness of 
seeing your grace ; for though I had fallen ever so low, the glory 
of this interview would raise me up again. My squire, indeed, 
is much more apt to set loose his saucy tongue than to gird a 
saddle well ; but prostrate or erect, on horseback or on foot, in 
any posture, I shall always be at your grace's command, and no 
less at her grace's, your worthy consort. Worthy did I say ? yes, 
she is worthy to be called the Queen of Beauty, and Sovereign 
Lady of all Courtesy." " Pardon me there," said the duke, 
'* noble Don Quixote de la Mancha ; where the peerless Dulcinea 
is remembered, the praise of all other beauties ought to be for- 
gotten." 

Sancho was now got clear of the noose, and standing near the 
duchess. **An't please your worship's highness," quoth he, 
before his master could answer, ** it cannot be denied, nay, I dare 
vouch it in any ground in Spain, that my Lady Dulcinea del To- 
boso is woundy handsome and fair. But * where we least think, 
there starts the hare ;' and * he that makes one handsome pipkin 
may make two or three hundred ;' and so, do ye see, you may 
understand by this, that my Lady Duchess here does not a jot 
come short of my Lady Dulcinea del Toboso." Don Quixote, 
upon this, addressing himself to the duchess, "Your grace must 
know," said he, " that no knight-errant ever had such an eternal 
babbler, such a bundle of conceit for a squire, as I have ; and if I 
have the honour to continue for some time in your service, your 
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grace will find it true.'^ " I am glad," answered the duchess' 
'^ that honest Sancho has his conceits, which is a sign he is wise ; 
for merry conceits, you know, sir, are not the offspring of a dull 
brain ; and therefore, if Sancho be merry and jocose, 1 will war- 
rant him also a man of sense. But, not to lose our time here, 

come on. Sir Knight of the Sorrowful Figure " " Knight of the 

Lions, jrour highness should say,'* quoth Sancho ; " the Sorrowful 
Figure is out of date ; and so pray let the Lions come in play.'* 
" Well, then," said the duke, " I entreat the Knight of the Lions 
to vouchsafe us his presence at a castle I have hara by, where he 
shall find such entertainment as is justly due to so eminent a per- 
sonage, such honours as the duchess and myself are wont to pay 
to knights-errant that travel this way." 

Sancho having by this time got Kozinante ready, and girded 
the saddle tight, Don Quixote mounted his steed, and the duke 
a stately horse of his own, and the duchess riding between them 
both, they moved towards the castle. She desired that Sancho 
might always attend near her ; for she was extremely taken with 
his notable sayings. Sancho was not hard to be entreated, but 
crowded in between them, and made a fourth in their conversa- 
tion, to the great satisfaction both of the duke and duchess, who 
esteemed themselves very fortunate in having an opportunity to 
entertain at their castle such a knight-errant and such an erring 
squire. 



CHAPTER LXIL 

Which treats of many and great matters, 

Sancho was oveijoyed to find himself so much in the duchess's 
favour, flattering himself that he should fare no worse at her 
castle than he had done at Don Diego's and Basil's houses ; for 
he was ever a cordial friend to a plentiful way of living, and 
therefore never failed to take such opportunities by the forelock 
wherever he met them. Now before they got to the castle, the 
duke rode away from them, to instruct his servants how to behave 
themselves toward Don Quixote ; so that no sooner did the knight 
come near the gates, than he was met by two of the duke's lackeys, 
in long vests of fine crimson satin, who, suddenly taking him in 
their arms, lifted him from his horse without any fiirther cere- 
mony. 

And now, being entered into a large court-yard, there came 
two damsels, who threw a long mantle of fine scarlet over Don 
Quixote's shoulders. In an instant, all the galleries about the 
court-yard were crowded with men and women, the domestics of 
the duke, who cried out, " Welcome, the flower and cream of 

3 b2 
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tnight-errantry V* Then they sprinkled bottles of scented water 
upon Don Quixote, the duke, and the duchess ; all which agreeably 
surprised the Don, and persuaded him his knight-errantry was 
Indeed more than mere fancy ; for he found himself treated just 
as he had read that the brothers of the order were entertained in 
former ages. 

They were now led up a stately staircase, and then into a 
noble hall, sumptuously hung with rich gold brocade, Here his 
armour was taken off by six young damsels, that served him 
instead of pages, all of them fully instructed by the duke and 
duchess how to behave themselves towards Don Quixote so, that 
be might look on his entertainment as conformable to those which 
the famous knights-errant received of old. 

Don Quixote then retired and dressed himself, put on his belt 
and sword, threw his scarlet cloak over his shoulders, and clapped 
on a cap of green velvet, which had been left him by the damsels. 
Thus accoutred, he was led with great pomp, some of the attend- 
ants walking before and some behind, into the supper-apartment, 
where a table was magnificently set out for four people. 

As soon as he approached, the duke and the duchess came as 
far as the door to receive him, and with them a grave ecclesiastic, 
(me of those that live in and govern great men's houses. 

After a thousand courtly compliments on all sides, Don Quix- 
ote at last approached the table, between the duke and the duchess; 
and here arose a contest ; for the knight, being offered the upper 
end of the table, thought himself obliged to decline it. However, 
he could not withstand the duke's pressing importunities, but was 
forced at last to comply. The parson sat right against him, and 
the duke and the duchess on each side, 

Sancho stood by all the while, gaping with wonder to see the 
honour done his master ; and observing how many ceremonies 
passed, and what entreaties the duke used to prevail with him to 
sit at the upper end of the table, ** With your worship's good 
leave/' quoth he, "I will tell you what happened once in our 
town, in reference to this stir and ado that you have had now 
about places." The words were scarce out of his mouth, when 
Don Quixote began to tremble, as having reason to believe he was 
about to say some impertinent thing or other, Sancho had his 
eyes upon him, and, presently understanding his motions, ** Sir," 

?uoth he, " don't fear j I won't be unmannerly, I warrant you. 
will speak nothing but what shall be to the purpose ; I havn't so 
soon forgot the lesson you gave me about talking sense or non- 
sense, little or much." " I don't know what thou meanest," said 
Don Quixote ; " say what thou wilt, so thou do it quickly." 
** Well," quoth Sancho, turning to the duke, *^ what I am going 
to tell you is every tittle true. Should I trip never so little in 
my story, my master is here to take me up, and give me the 
lie.'* " Prithee," said Don Quixote, " trip as much as thoa wilt 
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for me; I won't be thy hindrance; but take heed, however, 
what thou sayest.'* ** Nay, nay,'' quoth Sanoho, " let me alone 
for that; I have heeded it and reheeded it over and over, and 
that you shall see, I warrant you." " Truly, ray lord," said Don 
Quixote, "it were convenient that your grace should order this 
fellow to be turned out of the room, for he will plague you with a 
thousand impertinences." ** Oh ! as for that, you must excuse 
us," said the duchess ; " Sancho must not stir a step ; I'll engage 
for him, he shall say nothing but what is proper." " Many and 
many proper years," quoth Sancho, ** may your grace live, ma- 
dam duchess, for your good opinion of me, though it is more 
your goodness than my desert. Now then for my tele. 

" Once on a time a gentleman, of a good estate and family^ 
for he was of the blood of the Alamos of Medina del Campo, and 
married one Donna Mencia de Quinones, who was the daughter 
of Don Alonzo de Maranon, a knight of the order of St. Jago, 
the very same that was drowned in the Herradura, about whomi 
that quarrel happened formerly in our town, in which I heard 
say, that my master, Don Quixote was embroiled, and little Tom, 
the mad-cap, who was the son of old Balvastro the farrier, hap- 
pened to be sorely hurt Is not all this true now, master? 

Speak the truth, that their worships' graces may know that I am 
neither a prater nor a liar." ** Thus far," said the clergyman, 
" I think thou art the first rather than the latter ; I can't tell 
what I shall make of thee by and by." " Thou producest so 
many witnesses, Sancho," said Don Quixote, " and mentionest 
BO many circumstances, that I must needs own I believe what thou 
sayest to be true. But go on, and shorten thy story ; for as thou 
beginnest, I'm afraid thou'lt not have done these two days." 
*^ Pray, don't let him shorten it," said the duchess ; ** let him 
go on his own way, though he were not to make an end of it 
these six days ; I shall hear him with pleasure, and think the 
time pleasantly employed." " This same gentleman, then," con- 
tinued Sancho, " I know him as well as I know my right hand 
from my left, for it is not a bow-shot from my house to his ; this 
gentleman, I say, invited a husbandman to dine with him, who 
was a poor man, but main honest" 

" On, friend," said the chaplain ; " at the rate you proceed, 
your tale won't reach its end before you reach the other world." 
** A little more of jrour Christian patience, good doctor," quoth 
Sancho. " Now this same husbandman, as I said before, coming 
to this same gentleman's house, who had given him the invita- 
tion, — Heaven rest his soul, poor heart ! for he is now dead and 
fone ; and more than that, they say he died the death of an angel, 
or my part, I was not by him when he died, for I was gone to 
harvest-work at that very time, to a place called Temblique." 
" Prithee, honest friend," said the clergyman, " leave your har- 
vest-work, and come back quickly from Temblique, without stay- 
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ing to bury the gentleman, unless you have a mind to occasion 
more funerals ; therefore, pray make an end of your story." 
" You must know then," quoth Sancho, " that as they two were 
ready to sit down at table, — I mean the husbandman and the 

gentleman Methinks I see them now before my eyes plainer 

than ever I did in my born days, — The husbandman would not 
sit till the gentleman had taken his place ; but the gentleman 
made him a sign to put himself at the upper end. * By no means, 
sir,' quoth the husbandman. * Sit down,' said the other. * Good 
your worship,' quoth the husbandman. ' Sit where I bid thee,' 
said the gentleman. Still the other excused himself and would 
not ; and the gentleman told him he should, as meaning to be 
master in his own house. But the over-mannerly looby, fancy- 
ing he should be hugely well bred and civil in it, scraped, and 
cringed, and refused, till at last the gentleman, in a great passion, 
even took him by the shoulders, and forced him into the chair. 
^ Sit there, clodpate,' cried he ; ^ for let me sit wherever I will, 
that still will be the upper end, and the place of worship to thee.' 
And now you have my tale, and I think I have spoke nothing 
but what is to the purpose." 

Don Quixote's face was flushed with anger and shame, so that 
the duke and duchess were obliged to check their mirth when 
they perceived Sancho's roguery, that Don Quixote might not be 
put too much out of countenance. And therefore to turn the dis- 
course, that Sancho might not run into other fooleries, the duchess 
asked Don Quixote what news he had of the Lady Dulcinea, and 
how long it was since he had sent her any giants or robbers for a 
present, not doubting but that he had latelj subdued many such. 
"Alas! madam," answered he, "my misfortunes have had a 
beginning, but I fear will never have an end. I have vanquished 
giants, elves, and cut-throats, and sent them to the mistress of 
my soul, but where shall they find her? She is enchanted, ma- 
dam, and transformed to the ugliest piece of rusticity that can be 
imagined." " I don't know, sir," quoth Sancho ; " when I saw 
her last, she seemed to be the finest creature in the varsal world ; 
thus far, at least, I can safely vouch for her upon my own know- 
ledge, that for activity of body and leaping, the best tumbler of 
them all does not go beyond her. Upon my honest word, ma- 
dam duchess, she will vault from the ground upon her ass like a 
cat." " Have you seen her enchanted ?" said the duke. " Seen 
her!" quoth Sancho ; " and who was the first that hit upon this 
trick of her enchantment, think you, but I ? She is as much 
enchanted as my father." 

The churchman hearing them talk of giants, elves, and en- 
chantments, began to suspect this was Don Quixote de la Mancba, 
whose history the duke so often used to read, though he had se- 
veral times reprehended him for it, telling him it was a folly to 
read such follies. Being confirmed in bis suspicion, he addressed 
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himself very angrily to the duke. " My lord," said he, " your 
grace will have a large account to give one day for encouraging 
this poor man's follies. I suppose this same Don Quixote, or 
Don Quite Sot, or whatever you are pleased to call him, cannot 
be quite so besotted as you endeavour to make him, by givinehim 
such opportunities to run on in his fantastical humours?" Then 
directing his discourse to Don Quixote, ** Hark ye," said he, 
" Sienor Addlepate. Who has put it into your head that you are 
a knight-errant, and that you vanquish giants and robbers ? Go, 
go, get you home again, look after your children, if you have any, 
and what honest business you have to do, and leave wandering 
about the world, building castles in the air, and making yourself 
a laughing-stock to all that know you, or know you not. Where 
have you found that there ever has been, or are now, any such 
things as knights-errant? Where will you meet with eiants in 
Spain, or monsters in La Mancha? Where shall one find your 
enchanted Dulcineas, and all those legions of whimsies and chi- 
meras that are talked of in your account, but in your own empty 
skull?" 

Don Quixote gave this reverend person a hearing with great 
patience. But at last, seeing him silent, without minding his 
respect to the duke and duchess, up he started with Indignation 

and fury in his looks, and said But his answer deserves a 

chapter by itself. 



CHAPTER LXIII. 

Don Quixote's answer to his reprover ; with other grave and merry 
accidents, 

Don Quixote having thus suddenly got up, with his whole 
frame agitated with indignation, cast an angry look on his indis- 
creet censor, and thus spake: "This place, the presence of these 
noble persons, and the respect I have always bad for your func- 
tion, cneck my just resentment, and tie up my hands from taking 
the satisfaction of a gentleman. For these reasons, and since 
every one knows that you gown- men, as well as women, use no 
other weapons but your tongues, I will fairly engage you upon 
equal terms, and combat you at your own weapon. I should 
rather have expected sober admonitions from a man of your cloth, 
than infamous reproaches. Charitable and wholesome correction 
ought to be managed at another rate, and with more moderation. 
The least that can be said of this reproof, which you have given 
me here so bitterly and in public, is, that it has exceeded the 
bounds of Christian correction, and a gentle one had been much 
more becoming. Is it fit that without any insight into the offence 
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which you reprove, you should, without any more ado, call the 
oftender fool, sot, and addlepate ? Pray, sir, wbat foolish action 
have you seen me do, that should provoke you to give me such 
ill language, and bid me so magisterially go home to look after 
my wife and children, before you know whether I have any ? 
Don't you think those deserve as severe a censure who screw 
themselves into other men's houses, and pretend to rule the mas- 
ter ? A fine world it is truly, when a poor pedant, who has seen 
no more of it than lies within twenty or thirty leagues about him, 
shall take upon him to prescribe laws to knignt-erranty, and 
judge of those who profess it! You, forsooth, esteem it an idle 
undertaking, and time lost, to wander through the world, though 
scorning its pleasures and sharing the hardships and toils of it, by 
which the virtuous aspire to the high seat of immortality. If 
persons of honour, knights, lords, gentlemen, or men of any birth, 
should take me for a fool or a coxcomb, I should think it an irre- 
parable affront. But for mere scholars, that never trode the 
path of chivalry, to think me mad, I despise and laugh at it. I 
am a knight, and a knight will I die, if so it please Omni- 
potence. Soine choose the high road of haughty ambition ; 
others the low ways of base servile flattery ; a third sort take the 
crooked path of deceitful hjrpocrisy ; and a few, very few, that of 
true religion. I, for my own part, follow the narrow track of 
knight-errantry ; and for the exercise of it I despise riches, but 
not honour. I have redressed grievances, and righted the in- 
jured, chastised the insolent, vanquished giants, and trod elves 
and hobgoblins under my feet. I am in love, but no more than 
the profession of knight-errantry obliges me to be. My inten- 
tions are all directed to virtuous ends, and to do no man wrong, 
but good to all the world. And now let your graces judge, most 
excellent duke and duchess, whether a person who makes it his 
only study to practise all this deserves to be upbraided for a 

" Well said, truly," quoth Sancho ; " say no more for your- 
self, my good lord and master ; stop when you are well ; for there 
is not the least matter to be added more on your side. Besides, 
since Mr. Parson has had the face to say, point-blank, as one 
may say, that there neither are, nor ever were, any knights- 
errnnt in the world, no marvel he does not know what he says." 
** What!" said the clergyman, " I warrant you are that Sancho 
Panza to whom they say your master has promised an island?" 
" Ay, marry am I," answered Sancho ; " and I am he that de- 
serves it as well as another body ; and 1 am one of those of whom 
they say, ^ Keep with good men and thou shalt be one of them ;' 
and of those of whom it is said again, * Not with whom thou wert 
bred, but with whom thou hast fed ;' as also, ' Lean against a 
good tree, and it will shelter thee.' I have leaned and stuck close 
to my good master, and kept him company this many a monUi ; 
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and now he and I are all one ; and I must be as he is; and so he 
live, and I live, he will not want kingdoms to rule, nor shall I 
want islands to govern/' 

" That thou shalt not, honest Sancho," said the duke ; " for 
I, on the great Don Quixote's account, will now give thee 
the government of an odd one of my own of no small conse- 
quence/' ** Down, down on thy knees, Sancho," cried Don 
Quixote, " and kiss his grace's feet for this favour." Sancho did 
accordingly ; but when the clergyman saw it, he got up in a great 
heat. " By the habit which I wear," cried he, " I can scarce 
forbear telling your grace, that you are as mad as these sinful 
wretches. Well may they be mad, when such wise men as you 
humour and authorise their frenzy. You may keep them here, 
and stay with them yourself, if your grace pleases ; but for my 
part, I will leave you and go home, to save myself the labour of 
reprehending what I can't mend." With that, leaving the rest 
of his dinner behind him, away he flung, the duke and the duchess 
not being able to pacify him ; though, indeed, the duke could not 
say much to him for laughing at his impertinent passion. 

When he had done laughing, '^Sir Knight of the Lions," said 
he, " you have answered so well, that you need no farther satis- 
&ction of the angry clergyman ; especially if you consider that 
whatever he might say, it was not in his power to fix an aifront on 
a person of your character, since women and churchmen cannot 
give an affront." " Very true, my lord," said Don Quixote ; 
*' and I ought not to have any resentment for what that good man 
said, neither, indeed, have I any. I only wish he would have stayed 
a little longer, that I might have convinced him of his error in 
believing there were never any knights-errant in the world. Had 
Amadis, or any one of his innumerable race, but heard him say 
any thing like this, I can assure his reverence it would have gone 
hard with him." 

" I will answer for it, it would," quoth Sancho ; " they would 
have undone him as you would undo an oyster, and have cleft him 
from head to foot as one would slice a pomegranate, or a ripe 
muskmelon. They were a parcel of tough blades, and would not 
have swallowed such a pill. I verily believe, had Rinaldo of 
Montalban but heard the poor man talk at this rate, he would 
have given him such a gag as would have secured him from prat- 
ing these three years. Ay, ay, if he had fallen into their clutches, 
see how he would have got out again." The duchess was ready 
to die with laughing at sancho, whom she thought a more plea- 
sant fool and a greater madman than his master ; and she was 
not the only person at that time of this opinion. 

The duchess now took an opportunity to desire the knight to 
give a particular description of the Lady Dulcinea del Toboso's 
beauty and accomplishments, not doubting but that his good me- 
mory would enable him to do it well ; adding withal, that accord- 
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ing to the voice of fame, she must needs be the finest creature in 
the whole world, and consequently in La Mancha. 

With that, Don Quixote, fetching a deep sigh, " Madam," 
said he, " could I pluck out my heart, and expose it to your 
grace's view, I might save my tongue the labour of atten[^,pting 
that which it cannot express, and you can scarce believe ; for 
there yonr grace would see her beauty depainted to the life. But 
why should I undertake to delineate and copy one by one each 
several perfection of the peerless Dulcinea ? That task were wor- 
thy of the pencUs of Parrhasius, Timantes, and Apelles, or the 
graving-tools of Lysippus. The hands of the best painters and 
statuaries should indeed be employed to give in speaking paint, 
in marble and Corinthian brass, an exact copy of her beauties ; 
while Ciceronian and Demosthenian eloquence laboured to reach 
the praise of her endowments." " Pray? sir," asked the duchess, 
*^what do you mean by that word Demosthenian?'' " Demos- 
thenian eloquence, madam," said Don Quixote, '^ is as much as 
to say, the eloquence of Demosthenes ; and the Ciceronian, that of 
Cicero ; the two greatest orators that ever were in the world," 
" It is true," said the duke ; *' and you but shewed your ignor- 
ance, my dear, in asking such a question. Yet the noble Don 
Quixote would highly oblige us, if he would but be pleased to 
attempt her picture now ; for even in a rude draught of her linea- 
ments, I question not but she will appear so charming, as to 
deserve the envy of the brightest of her sex." '* Ah, my lord," 
said Don Quixote, " it would be so indeed, if the misfortune which 
not long since befell her had not in a manner razed her idea out of 
the seat of my memory ; and as it is, I ought rather to bewail her 
chans:e than describe her person : for your grace must know that 
as I lately went to kiss her hands, and obtain her benediction and 
leave for my intended absence in quest of new adventures, I found 
her quite another creature than I expected. I found her en- 
chanted — transformed from a princess to a country-wench, from 
beauty to ugliness, from courtliness to rusticity, from a reserved 
lady to a jumping Joan ; in short, from Dulcinea del Toboso to 
a peasantess ofSayago," "Bless us I" cried the duke with a 
loud voice, " what villain has done the world such an injury ? 
Who has robbed it not only of the beauty that was its ornament, 
but of those charming graces that were its delight, and that vir- 
tue which was its living honour ?" " Who should it be," replied 
Don Quixote, *' but one of those cursed magicians who have per- 
secuted me, and will continue to do so, till they have sunk me 
and my lofty deeds of chivalry into the profound abyss of obli- 
vion. Yes, they wound me in that part which they well know is 
most sensible ; aware, that to deprive a knight-errant of his 
lady, is to rob him of the eyes with which he sees, of the sun 
that enlightens him, and of the food that sustains him. For, as 
I have otten said, a knight-errant without a lady is like a tree 
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without leaves, a building without mortar, or a shadow without a 
body that causes it." 

** I grant all this," said the duchess ; " vet if we may believe 
the history of your life, which was lately published with universal 
applause, it seems to imply, to the best of my remembrance, that 
you never saw the Lady Ditlcinea, and that there is no such lady 
m the world ; but rather that she is a mere notional creature, pro- 
ceeding from your own fancy, and there endowed with all the 
charms and good qualifications which you are pleased to ascribe 
to her." 

"Much may be said upon this point," said Don Quixote; 
*' Heaven knows whether there be a Dulcinea in the world or 
not, and whether she be a notional creature or not. These are 
mysteries not to be so narrowly inquired into. I do indeed make 
her the object of my contemplations, and, as I ought, look on her 
as a lady endowed with all those qualifications that may raise the 
character of a person to universal fame. She is to me beautiful 
without blemish, reserved without pride, amorous with modesty, 
agreeable for her courteous temper, and courteous as an effect of 
her ffenerous education, and, in short, of an illustrious parentage. 
For beauty displays its lustre to a higher degree of perfection 
when joined with noble blood than it can in those that are meanly 
descended." 

"The observation is just," said the duke ; "but give me leave, 
sir, to propose to you a doubt, which the reading of that history 
hath started in my mind. It is, that, allowing there be a Dul- 
cinea at Toboso, or elsewhere, and as beautiful as you describe 
her, yet I do not find she can any way equal in greatness of birth 
the Orianas, the Alastrajareas, the Madasimas, and a thousand 
others, of whom we read in those histories with which you have 
been so conversant." " To this," said Don Quixote, " I answer, 
that Dulcinea is the daughter of her own actions, and that virtue 
ennobles the blood. A virtuous man of mean condition is more 
to be esteemed than a vicious person of quality. Besides, Dul- 
cinea is possessed of those other endowments that may entitle her 
to crowns and sceptres, since beauty alone has raised many of her 
sex to a throne." " I must own, sir," said the duchess, " that in 
all your discourse, you, as we say, proceed with the plummet of 
reason, and fathom all the depths of controversy. Therefore I 
submit ; and from this time I am resolved to believe, and will 
make all my domestics, nay my husband too, if there be occa- 
sion, believe and maintain, that there is a Dulcinea del Toboso 
extant, and living at this day ; that she is beautiful and of good 
extraction ; and to sum' up all in a word, altogether deserving the 
services of so great a knight as the noble Don Quixote ; which I 
think is the highest commendation I can bestow on her. But yet 
I must confess there is still one scruple that makes me uneasy, 
and causes me to have an ill opinion of Sancho. It is that the 

c c 
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history tells us, that when Sancho Panza carried your letter to 
the Lady Dulcinea, he found her winnowing a sack of corn; by 
the same token, that it was the worst sort of wheat, which makes 
me much doubt her quality." 

" Your grace must know," answered Don Quixote, " that al- 
most every thing that relates to me is managed quite contrary to 
what the affairs of other knights-errant used to be. Whether the 
unfathomable will of destiny, or the implacable malice of envious 
enchanters, orders it so or no, I cannot tell. But I have good 
reason to believe that these magicians, finding they cannot work 
their wicked ends directly on me, revenge uiemselves on what 
I most esteem, and endeavour to take away my life by perse- 
cuting that of Dulcinea, in whom and for whom I live. And 
therefore the unfortunate lady must be thus enchanted, misused, 
disfigured, chopped, and changed. My enemies, wreaking their 
malice on her, have revenged themselves on me, which makes 
me abandon myself to sorrow, till she be restored to her former 
perfections. 

" I have been the more large in this particular, that nobody 
might insist on what Sancho said of her sifting of com ; for if she 
appeared changed to me, what wonder is it if she seemed so to 
him ? In short, Dulcinea is both illustrious and well-born, being 
descended of the most ancient and best families in Toboso, of 
whose blood I am positive she has no small share in her veins ; 
and now that town will be no less famous in after ages for being 
the place of her nativity than Troy for Helen, though on a more 
honourable account. 

" As for Sancho Panza's part, I assure your grace he is one of 
the most pleasant squires that ever waited on a knight-errant. 
Sometimes he comes out with such sharp simplicities, that one is 
pleasantly puzzled to judge whether he be more knave or fool. 
The varlet, indeed, is full of roguery enough to be thought a 
knave ; but then he has yet more iterance, and may better be 
thought a fool. He doubts of every thmg, yet believes every thing ; 
and when one would think he had entangled himself in a piece of 
downright folly beyond recovery, he brings himself off of a sudden 
so cleverly that he is applauded to the skies. In short, I would 
not change him for the best squire l^at wears a head, though I 
might have a city to boot ; and therefore I do not know whether 
I had best let him go to the government which your grace has 
been pleased to promise him. Though I must confess his talents 
Beem to lie pretty much that way ; for, gjive never so little a whet 
to his understanding, he will manage his government as well as 
the king does his customs. Then experience convinces us that 
neither learning, nor any other abilities, are very material to a 
governor. Have we not a hundred of them that can scarce read 
a letter, and yet they govern as sharp as so many hawks ? Their 
main business is only to mean well, and to be resolved to do their 
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best; for they cannot want able counsellors to instruct thetn. 
Thus those governors who are men of the sword, and no scholars,^ 
have their assessors on the bench to direct them. My counsel to 
Sancho shall be, that he neither take bribes nor lose his privi- 
leges; with some other little instructions, which I have in my head 
for him, and which at a proper time I will communicate, both for 
his private advantage and the public good of the island he is to 
govern." 

Here the conversation ceased, and Don Quixote went to take 
his afternoon's sleep ; but the duchess desired Sancho, if he were 
not very sleepy, to pass the afternoon with her and her women in 
a cool room. Sancho told her grace, that indeed he did use to 
take a good sound nap, some four or five hours long, in a sum- 
mer's afternoon ; but to do her good honour a kindness, he would 
break an old custom for once, and do his best to hold up that 
day, and wait on her worship. 



CHAPTER LXIV. 

Containing ways and means for disenchanting the peerless Duleinea del 
Toboso, being one of the most famous adventures in the wliole book. 

The duke and duchess were extremely diverted with the humours 
of their guests. Resolving, therefore^ to improve their sport by 
carrying on some pleasant design that might bear the appearance 
of an adventure, they took the hint from Don Quixote's account 
of Montesinos' cave, as a subject from which they might raise an 
extraordinary entertainment ; the rather, since, to the duchess's 
amazement, Sancho was so foolish as to believe that Duleinea del 
Toboso was really enchanted, though he himself had been the first 
contriver of the story, and her only enchanter. 

Accordingly, having given directions to their servants that 
nothing might be wantmg, and proposed a day fur hunting the 
wild boar, in five or six days they were ready to set out with a 
train of huntsmen and other attendants not unbecoming the 
greatest prince. They presented Don Quixote with a hunting- 
suit, but he refused it, alleging it superfluous, since he was in a 
short time to return to the hard exercise of arms, and could carry 
no sumpters nor wardrobes along with him ; but Sancho readily 
accepted one of fine green cloth, designing to sell it the first op- 
portunity. 

The day appointed being come, Don Quixote armed, and San- 
cho equipped himself in his new suit, and mounting his ass, which 
he would not quit for a good horse that was ofiered him, he 
crowded among the train of sportsmen. The duchess also made 
one of the company. The ^night, who was courtesy itself, very 
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gallantly would hold the reins of her palfrey, though the duke 
seemed very unwilling to let him. In short, they came to the 
scene of their sport, which was in a wood between two high 
mountains, where alighting, and taking their several stands, the 
duchess, with a pointed javelin in her hand, attended by the duke 
and Don Quixote, took her stand in a place where they knew the 
boars were used to pass through. 

And now the chase began with full cry, the dogs oi)ened, 
the horns sounded, and the huntsmen hollowed in so loud a 
concert, that there was no hearing one another. Soon after, 
a hideous boar, of a monstrous size, came on ; and being baited 
hard by the dogs, and followed close by the huntsmen, made 
furiously towards the pass which Don Quixote had taken ; where- 
upon the knieht, grasping his shield and drawing his sword, 
moved forward to receive me raging beast. The duke joined him 
with a boar-spear, and the ducness would have been foremost, 
had not the duke prevented her. Sancho alone, seeing the fu- 
rious animal, resolved to shift for himself; and away he ran, as 
fast as his legs would carry him, towards a high oak, to the top of 
which he endeavoured to clamber ; but, as he was getting up, one 
of the boughs unluckily broke, and he was tumbling down, when 
a stump of another bough caug^ht hold of his new coat, and 
stopped his fall, slinging him in the air by the middle, so that he 
could neither get up nor down. His fine green coat was torn ; 
and he fancied every moment the wild boar was running that 
way, with foaming mouth and dreadful tusks, to tear mm to 
pieces ; which so disturbed him, that he roared and bellowed for 
help, as if some wild beast had been devouring him in good 
earnest. 

At last the tusky boar was laid at his length, with a number 
of pointed spears fixed in him ; and Don Quixote, being alarmed 
by Sancho's noise, which he could distinguish easily, looked 
about, and discovered him swinging Mm the tree with his head 
downwards, and close by him poor Dapple, who, like a true 
friend, never forsook him in his adversity. Don Quixote went 
and took down his squire, who, as soon as he was at liberty, 
began to examine the damage his fine hunting-suit had received, 
which grieved him to the soul ; for he prized it as much as if it 
had made him heir to an estate. 

Meanwhile, the boar, being laid across a large mule, and co- 
vered with branches of rosemary and myrtle, was carried in 
triumph by the victorious huntsmen to a large field- tent, pitched 
in the middle of the wood, where an excellent entertainment was 
provided, suitable to the magnificence of the founder. 

Sancho drew near the duchess, and shewing her his torn coat, 
" Had we been hunting the hare now, or catching sparrows," 
quoth he, " my coat might have slept in a whole skin. For my 
part, I wonder what pleasure there can be in beating the bushes 
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for a beast which, if it does but come at you, may be the death of 
you. I have not forgotten an old song to this purpose : 

* May Fabila's sad fate be thine, 
And make thee food for bears or swine.' ** 

** That Fabila," said Don Quixote, " was a king of the Goths ; 
who, going a-hunting once, was devoured by a bear." ^^^ That is 
it I say," quoth Sancho ; " and therefore why should kings and 
other great folks run themselves into harm's way, when they may 
have sport enough without it? what pleasure can you find, any 
of you all, in killing a poor beast that never meant any harm ?" 
*^You are mistaken, Sancho," said the duke; "hunting wild 
beasts is the most proper exercise for knights and princes ; for 
in the chase of a stout noble beast may be represented the whole 
art of war, stratagems, policy, and ambuscades, wi,th all other 
devices usually practised to overcome an enemy with safety. 
Here we are exposed to the extremities of heat and cold ; ease 
and laziness can have no room in this diversion ; by this we are 
inured to toil and hardship, our limbs are strengthened, our joints 
made pliable, and our whole body hale and active. In short, it 
is an exercise that may be beneficial to many, and can be pre- 
judicial to none ; and the most enticing property is its rarity, 
being placed above the reach of the vulgar, who may indeed en- 
joy the diversion of other sorts of game, but not this nobler kind, 
nor that of hawking, a sport also reserved for kings and persons 
of quality. Therefore, Sancho, let me advise you to alter your 
opinion when you become a governor ; for then you will find the 
ereat advantage of these sports and diversions." " You are out 
far wide, sir," quoth Sancho ; " it were better that a governor 
had his legs broken, and be laid up at home, than to be gadding 
abroad at this rate. It would be a pretty business, forsooth, when 
poor people come, weary and tired, to wait on the governor about 
business, that he should be rambling about the woods for his plea- 
sure ! There would be a sweet government truly ! Truly, sir, I 
think these sports and pastimes are fitter for those that have 
nothing to do than for governors." " I wish with all my heart," 
said the duke, " that you prove as good as you promise ; but say- 
ing and doing are different things." " Well, well," quoth San- 
cho, " be it how it will, I say that an honest man's word is as good 
as his bond. Heaven's help is better than early rising. My 
meaning is, that with Heaven's help, and my honest endeavours, 
I shall govern better than any gosshawk. Do but put your finger 
in my mouth, and try if I cannot bite." " A plague on thee, 
and thy impertinent proverbs,'* said Don Quixote : ** shall I never 
get thee to talk sense without a string of that disagreeable stuff!" 
•*0h, sir," said the duchess, "Sancho's proverbs will always 
please for their sententious brevity, though they were as nume- 
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reus as a printed collection ; and I assure you I relish them more 
than I should do others that might be better, and more to the 
purpose." 

After this, and suchlike diverting talk, they left the tent, and 
walked into the wood, to see whether any game had fallen into 
their nets. Now, while they were thus intent upon their sport, 
the night drew on apace, and more cloudy and overcast than was 
usual at that time of the year, which was about midsummer ; but 
it happened very critically for the better carrying on the intended 
contrivance. A little while after the close of the evening, when 
it grew quite dark, in a moment the wood seemed all on nre, and 
blazed in every quarter. This was attended with an alarming 
sound of trumpets, and other warlike instruments, answering one 
another from all sides, as if several parties of horse had been 
hastily marching through the wood. Then presently was heard 
a confused noise of Moorish cries, such as are used in joining 
battle ; which, together with the rattling of the drums, the loud 
sound of the trumpets and other instruments of war, made such 
a hideous and dreadful concert in the air, that the duke was 
amazed, the duchess astonished, Don Quixote was surprised, and 
Sancho shook like a leaf; and even those that knew the occasion 
of all this were affrighted. 

This consternation caused a general silence ; and by and by, 
one riding post, equipped like a fiend, passed by the company, 
winding a huge hollow horn. " Hark you, post," said the 
duke; "whither so fast? what are you? and what parties of 
soldiers are those that march across the wood ?" " I go," cried 
the post, in a hideous unearthly tone, " in quest of Don Quixote 
de la IVlancha ; and those that are coming this way are six bands 
of necromancers, that conduct the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso 
enchanted in a triumphant chariot. She is attended by that gal- 
lant French knight, Montesinos, who comes to give information 
how she may be freed from enchantment." " Wert thou as much 
a demon," said the duke, " as thy horrid shape speaks thee to be, 
thou wouldst have known this knight here before thee to be 
that Don Quixote de la Mancha whom thou seekest." " On my 
conscience," replied he, " I never thought of it ; for I have so 
many things in my head, that it almost distracts me ; I had quite 
forgotten my errand." Then directing himself to Don Quixote, 
without dismounting: "To thee, O Knight of the Lions!" cried 
he, " (and I wish thee fast in their claws), to thee am I sent by 
the valiant but unfortunate Montesinos, to bid thee attend hia 
coming in this very place, whither he brings one whom they call 
Dulcinea del Toboso, in order to give thee instructions touching 
her disenchantment. Now 1 have delivered my message I must 
fly." This said, he winded his monstrous horn, and without stay- 
ing for an answer, disappeared. 

While Don Quixote stood pondering these things, " Well, 
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sir," said the duke to him, " what do you intend to do ? will 
you stay?'' " Stay !" cried Don Quixote, "shall I not? I wiU 
stay here, intrepid and courageous, though all the infernal powers 
enclose me round." "So you may, if you will," quoth Sancho; 
" but if any more devils or horns come nither, they shall as soon 
find me in Flanders as here." 

And now the night grew darker and darker, and several shoot- 
ing lights were seen glancing up and down the wood, like meteors 
or exhalations from the earth. Then was heard. a horrid noise, 
like the creaking of the ungreased wheels of heavy waggons, 
from which piercing and ungrateful sound bears and wolves are 
said to fly. This odious jarring was presently seconded by a 
greater, which seemed to be the dreadful din and shocks of four 
several engagements, in each quarter of the wood, with all the 
sounds and hurry of so many joined battles. On one side were 
heard several peals of cannon; on the other, the discharging of 
numerous volleys of small-shot ; here the shouts of the engaging 
parties that seemed to be near at hand ; there, cries of the Moors, 
that seemed at a great distance. In short, the strange, confused 
intermixture of drums, trumpets, cornets, horns, the thundering 
of the cannon, the rattling of the small-shot, the creaking of the 
wheels, and the cries of the combatants, made the most dismal 
noise imaginable, and tried Don Quixote's courase to the utter- 
most. But poor Sancho was annihilated, and fell into a swoon 
at the duchess' feet ; who, ordering some water to be sprinkled 
on his face, at last recovered him, just as the foremost of the 
creaking carriages came up, drawn by four heavy oxen, covered 
with mourning, and carrying a large lighted torch upon each 
horn. On the top of the cart or waggon was an exalted seat, on 
which sat a venerable old man, with a beard as white as snow, 
and so long that it reached down to his girdle. He was clad in a 
long gown of black buckram, as were cdso two fiends that drove 
the waggons; both so very monstrous and ugly, that Sancho, 
having seen them once, was forced to shut his eyes, and would 
not venture upon a second look. The cart, which was stuck fiill 
of lights within, having come up, the reverend old man stood up, 
and cried with a loud voice, ^'lam the sage Lirgander;" and the 
cart passed on without one word more being spoken. Then fol- 
lowed another cart, with another grave old man ; who, making 
the cart stop at a convenient distance, rose up from his high seat, 
and in as deep a tone as the first cried, " I am the sage Alquife, 
great friend to Urganda the Unknown ;" and so went forward. 
He was succeeded by a third cart, that moved in the same solemn 
pace, and bore a person not so ancient as the rest, but a robust 
and sturdy, sour-looking, ill-favoured fellow, who rose up from 
his throne, like the rest, and with a more hollow and diabolical 
voice cried out, " I am Archelaus the Enchanter, the mortal 
€nemy of Amadis de Gaul, and all his race ;" which said, be 
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passed by, like the other carts, which, taking a short turn, 
made a halt ; and the grating noise of the wheels of the waggons 
ceasing, ap excellent concert of sweet music was heard, which 
mightuy comforted poor Sancho; and, passing with him for a 
^ood omen, " My lady," quoth he to the ducSess, from whom 
he would not bud^e an inch, ** there can be no mischief sure 
where there is music." " Very true," said the duchess, " especi- 
ally where there is brightness and light." " Ay, but there is no 
light without firlB," repUed Sancho, ** and brightne^ comes most 
from flames. Who knows but those about us may burn us ! But 
music I take to be always a sign of feasting and merriment." 
" We sha,ll know presently what this will come to," said Don 
Quixote ; and he said right, for you will find it in the next chap- 
ter. 



CHAPTER LXV. 

therein is contained the information given to Don Quixote how to dis- 
enchant DtUcinea / with other wonderful passages, ' 

When the pleasant music drew near, there appeared a stately 
triumphal chariot, drawn by six dun mules, covered with white, 
^pon each of which sat a penitent, clsCd also in white, and holding 
a great lighted torch in his hand. The carriage was twice or 
thrice longer than any of the former, twelve other penitents be- 
ing placed at the top and sides, all in white, and bearing likewise 
each a lighted torch, which made a dazzling and surprising appear- 
ance. There was a high throne erected at the farther end, on 
which sat a nymph arrayed in cloth of silver, with many golden 
spangles glittering all about her, which made her dress, though 
not rich, appear very glorious. Her face was covered with trans- 
parent gauze, through the flowing folds of which might be de- 
scried a most beautitul face ; and, by the great light which the 
torches gave, it was easy to discern that, as she was not lass 
than seventeen years of age, neither could she be thought above 
twenty. Close by her was a figure, clad in a long gown, like 
that of a magistrate, reaching down to its feet, and its head co- 
vered with a black veil. When they came directly opposite to 
the company, the hautboys that played before ceased, and the 
Spanish harps and lutes that were in the chariot did' the like ; 
then the fi^re in the gown stood up ; and, opening As garments 
and throwing away its mourning veil, discovered a bare and 
frightfiil skeleton, that represented the deformed figure of Death; 
which startled Don Quixote, made Sancho's bones rattle in his 
skin for fear, and caused the duke and the duchesa to seem niore 
than commonly disturbed. This living Death being thjit got op^ 
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in a dull, heavy, sleepy tone, as if its tongue had not been well 
awake, began in this manner : 

" O glory thou of all that e'er could grace 
A coat of steely and fence of adamant ! 
light, lantern, path, and polar star and guide 
To all who dare dismiss ignoble sleep 
And downy ease for exercise of arms, 
For toils continual, perils, wounds, and blood ! 
Knight of unfathomed worth, abyss of praise, 
Who blend'st in one the prudent and the brave : 
To thee, great Quixote, I this truth declare; 
That, to restore to her true state and form 
Toboso's pride, the peerless Dulcinea, 
'Tis Fate's decree, that Sancho do bestow 
Three thousand lashes, and eke three hundred more. 
Each to afflict and sting and gall him sore ; 
So shall relent the authors of her woes, 
Whose awful will I for her ease disclose." 

"What !" quoth Sancho, "three thousand lashes ! I will not 
ffive myself three ; I will as soon give myself three stabs. Mr. 
Merlin, if you have no better way for disenchanting the Lady 
Dulcinea, she may even lie bewitched to her dying day for me." 

" How now, opprobrious rascal I" cried Don Quixote ; " sir- 
rah, I will take you and tie your dogship to a tree, and there I 
will not only give you three thousand three hundred lashes, but 
six thousand six hundred, you varlet !" " Hold !" cried Merlin, 
hearing this ; " this must not be ; the stripes inflicted on honest 
Sancho must be voluntary, without compulsion, and only laid on 
when he thinks most convenient. No set time is for the task 
fixed ; and if he has a mind to have abated one half of this atone- 
ment, it is allowed, provided the remaining stripes be struck by a 
strange hand, and heavily laid on." 

"Neither a strange hand nor my own," quoth Sancho, " nei- 
ther heavy nor light, shall touch my flesh. Is the Lady Dulcinea 
mine, that my body must pay for the transgressions of her eyes ? 
My master, indeed, who is part of her, he it is who ought to lash 
himself for her, and do all that is needful for her delivery ; but 
for me to whip myself— no 1" 

No sooner had Sancho thus declared himself than the nymph 
who sat by the shade of Merlin arose, and throwing aside her 
veil, discovered a face of extraordinary beauty; and with a mas- 
culine air addressed herself to Sancho : " 6 wretched squire, 
with thy soul of flint ! Hadst thou beeni required to throw thyself 
headlong from some high tower ; hadst thou oeen desired to kill thy 
wife andchildren with some bloody and sharp scimitar, no wonder 
if thou hadst betrayed some squeamishness ; but to hesitate about 
three thousand three hundred laalies, which there is not a wretched 
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schoolboy but receives every month, it amazes, stupifies, and af- 
frights all who hear it, and even all wtfo shall hereafter be told it. 
Relent, malicious and evil-minded man ! be moved by my bloom- 
ing youth, which is pining and withering beneath the vile bark of 
a peasant- wench ; and if at this moment I appear otherwise, it is 
by the special favour of Sigfior Merlin here present, hopin? that 
these charms may soften that iron heart ; for the tears of afflicted 
beauty turn rocks into cotton, and tigers into lambs." 

"What say you to that, Sancho?" quoth the duchess. " I 
say, madam," answered Sancho, "that, as to the lashes, I pro- 
nounce them." ^Renounce, you should say, Sancho," quoth 
the duke, " and not * pronounce.' " "Please your grandeur to 
let me alone," replied Sancho, " for I cannot stand now to a letter 
more or less ; the thought of these lashes so torments me that I 
know not what I say or do. But I would fain know one thing 
from the Lady Dulcmea del Toboso, and that is, where she learnt 
her manner of asking a favour ? She comes to desire me to tear 
my flesh with stripes, and at the same time lays upon me such 
a bead-roll of ill names that the devil may bear them for me. 
What ! does she think my flesh is made of brass? Or that I care 
a rush whether she is enchanted or not? Wliere are the presents 
she has brought to soften me ? All times are not alike, nor are 
men always in a humour for all things. At this moment my 
heart is ready to burst with grief to see this rent in my jacket, 
and people come to desire that I would also tear my flesh, and 
that too of my own goodwill ; I having just as much mind to 
the thing as to turn Turk." " In truth, friend- Sancho," said the 
duke, ** if you do not relent and become softer than a ripe fig, 
you finger no government of mine. It would be a fine things 
mdeed, were I to send my good islanders a cruel, flinty-heartra 
tyrant, whom neither the tears of afflicted damsels nor the ad- 
monitions of wise, reverend, and ancient enchanters can move to 
compassion ! Really, Sancho, I am compelled to say — no stripes 
no government." '" May I not be allowed two days, my lord," 
replied Sancho, " to consider what is best for me to no V " In 
no wise can Ihat be," cried Merlin ; ^' on this spot and at this 
instant you must determine ; for Dulcinea must either return to 
Montesinos' cave and to her rustic shape, or in her present form 
be carried to the Elysian fields, there to wait until the penance be* 
completed." " Come, friend Sancho," said the duchess, " be of 

food cheer, and shew jrourself grateful to your master, whose 
read you have eaten, and to whose generous nature and noble 
feats of chivalry we are all so much beholdpn. Come, my son, 
give vour consent, leave fear to the cowardly ; a good heart breaks 
bad wrtune, as you well know." 

" Well," said Sancho, " since every body tells me so, though 
the thing is out of all reason, I promise to give myself the three 
thousand three hundred lashes, upon condition that I may lay 
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them on whenever I please, without being tied to days or times ; 
and I will endeavour to get out of debt as soon as I possibly can, 
that the beauty of my Lady Dulcinea del Toboso may shine forth 
to all the world ; as it seems she is really beautiful, which I much 
doubted." 

No sooner had Sanoho pronounced his consent than the in- 
numerable instruments poured forth their music, and volleys of 
musketry were discharged, while Don Quixote clung about San- 
cho's neck, giving him a thousand kisses ; the duke and duchess, 
and all who were present, likewise testified their satisfaction. The 
car now moved on ; and in departing, the fair Dulcinea bowed her 
head to the duke and duchess, and made a low curtsy to Sancho. 

By this time the cheerful and joyous dawn began to appear, 
the nowrets of the field expanded their fragrant beauties to the 
light, and brooks and streams, in gentle murmurs, ran to pay 
. expecting rivers their crystal tribute. The earth rejoiced, the 
sky was clear, and the air serene and calm ; all combined and se- 
parately giving manifest tokens that the day, which followed fast 
upon Aurora's heels, would be bright and fair. The duke and 
duchess, having happily executed their ingenious project, returned 
highly gratified to their castle, and determined on the continua- 
tion of fictions, which afforded more pleasures than realities. 



CHAPTER LXVI. 

Wherein is recorded the wonderful and inconceivable adventure qf the 
afflicted Duenna, or the Countess of TrifMi ; and likewise Sancho 
Panza*8 letter to his wife Teresa Panza. 

The whole contrivance of the last adventure was the work of the 
duke's steward ; a man of a humorous and facetious turn of 
mind. He it was who composed the verses, instructed a page to 
perform the part of Dulcinea, and personated himself the shade 
of Merlin. Assisted by the duke and duchess, he now prepared 
another scene still more entertaining than the former. 

The next day the duchess inquired of Sancho if he had begun 
his penance for the relief of his unhappy lady. " Ay, truly, I 
have," said he ; " for the last night I gave myself ^Ye lashes." 
The duchess desired to know how he had given them. *^ With 
the palm of my hand," said he. ** That," replied the duchess, " is 
rather clapping than whipping, and I am of opinion Signer Mer- 
lin will not be so easily satisfied. My good Sancho must get a 
rod of briers or of whipcord, for letters written in blood cannot be 
disputed, and the deliverance of a great lady like Dulcinea is not 
to be purchased with a song." " Give me then, madam, some 
rod or bough," quoth Sancho, " and I will use it, if it does not 



300 DON QUIXOTE. 

smart too much." ** Fear not," answered the duchess, "it shall 
be my care to provide you with a whip that shall suit you exactly, 
and agree with the tenderness of your flesh as if it were its own 
brother." " But now, my dear lady," quoth Sancho, " you must 
know that I have written a letter to my wife Teresa Panza, giv- 
ing her an account of all that has befallen me since I parted from 
her : — here it is in my bosom, and it wants nothing but the name 
on the outside. I wish your discretion would read it, for me- 
thinks it is written like a governor — I mean in the manner that 
governors ought to write." **And who indited it?" demanded 
the duchess. " Who should indite it but I myself, sinner as I 
am?" replied Sancho. "And did you write it too?" said the 
duchess. " No, indeed," answered Sancho ; " for I can neither 
read nor write, though I can set my mark." " Let us see it," 
said the duchess ; " for I dare say it shews the quality and extent 
of your genius." Sancho took the letter out of his bosom, un-^ 
sealed, and the duchess read as follows : — 

Sancho Panza's Letter to Ms wife Teresa Panza. 

" If I have been finely lashed, I have been finely mounted up ; 
if I have got a good government, it has cost me many good lashes. 
This, my dear Teresa, thou canst not understand at present ; an- 
other time thou wilt. Thou must know, Teresa, that I am deter- 
mined that thou shalt ride in thy coach, which is somewhat to the 
purpose ; for all other ways of going are no better than creeping 
upon all fours, like a cat. Thou shalt be a governor's wife : see 
then whether any body will dare to tread on thy heels. I here 
send thee a CTeen hunting-suit, which my lady duchess gave me; 
fit it up so that it may serve our daughter for a jacket and petti- 
coat. They say in this country that my master Don Quixote is a 
sensible madman and a pleasant fool, and that I am not a whit 
behind him. We have been at Montesinos' cave ; and the sage 
Merlin, the wizard, has pitched upon me to disenchant the Lady 
Dulcinea del Toboso, who among you is called Aldonza Lorenzo. 
When I have given myself three thousand and three hundred 
lashes, lacking nve, she will be free from enchantment. Say no- 
thing of this to anv body; for, bring your affairs into council, 
and one will cry ft is white, another it is black. A few days 
hence I shall go to the government, whither I go with a huge 
desire to get money; and I am told it is the same with all new 
governors. I will first see how matters stand, and send thee 
word whether or not thou shalt come to me. Dapple is well, and 
sends thee his hearty service ; part with him I will not, though I 
were to be made the great Turk. The duchess, my mistress, 
kisses thy hands a thousand times over ; return her two thousand ; 
for, as my master says, nothing is cheaper than civil words. 
God has not been pleased to throw in my way another port- 
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manteau, and another hundred crowns, as once before ; but, one 
way or another, thou art sure to be rich and happy. 

" Thy husband the governor, 

*' Sancho Panza. 

" From this castle, the 20th of July, 1614." 

The duchess, having read the letter, said to Sancho : " In two 
things the good governor is a little out of the way ; the one in 
saying, or insinuating, that this government is conferred on him 
on account of the lashes he is to give himself; whereas he cannot 
deny that, when my lord duke promised it to him, nobody dreamt 
of lashes : the other is, that he appears to be covetous, and I hope 
no harm may come of it ; for avarice bursts the bag, and tne 
covetous governor doeth ungovemed justice." " Truly, madam, 
that is not my meaning," replied Sancho ; " and if your high- 
ness does not like this Tetter, it is but tearing it, and writing a 
new one, which mayhap may prove worse, if left to thy mend- 
ing." " No, no," replied the duchess ; " this is a very good one, 
and the duke shall see it." 

They then repaired to a garden where they were to dine that 
day ; and there Sancho's letter was shewn to the duke, who read 
it with great pleasure. After dinner, as Sancho was entertaining 
the company with some of his relishing conversation, they sud- 
denly heard the dismal sound of an unbraced drum, accompanied 
by a fife. All were surprised at this martial and doleful harmony, 
especially Don Quixote, who was so agitated that he could scarcely 
keep his seat. As for Sancho, it is enough to say that fear car- 
ried him to his usual refuge, which was the duchess's side, or the 
skirts of her petticoat; for the sounds which they heard were 
truly dismal and melancholy. While they were thus held in sus- 
pense, two young men clad in mourning robes trailing upon the 
ground, entered the garden, each of them beating a great drum, 
covered also with black ; and with these a third playing on the 
fife, in mourning like the rest. These were followed by a per- 
sonage of gigantic stature, enveloped in a robe of the blackest 
dye, the train whereof was of immoderate length, and over it he 
wore a broad black belt, in which was slung a mighty scimitar, 
enclosed within a sable scabbard. His face was covered by a thin 
black veil, through which might be discovered a long beard, white 
as snow. He marched forward, regulating his steps to the sound 
of the drums, with, much gravity and stateliness. In short, his 
dark robe, his enormous bulk, his solemn deportment, and the 
funereal gloom of his figure, together with his attendants, might 
well produce the surprise that appeared on every countenance. 
With all imaginable respect and formality he approached and 
knelt down &fore the duke, who received him slandin^^ wdl^ 
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would in no wise soffer him to speak till he rose np. The mon- 
strous apparition, then rising, lifted up his yeil, and exposed to view 
his fearfiil length of beard — the longest, whitest, and most luxuriant 
that ever human eyeS beheld ; when, fixing his eyes on the duke, 
in a Yoice graye and sonorous, he said, ^* Most fiigh and potent 
lord, my name is Trifaldin of the White Beard, and I am squire 
to the Countess Trifaldi, otherwise called the Afflicted Duenna, 
from whom I bear a messa^ to your highness, requesting that 
you will be pleased to giye her ladyship permission to approach, 
and relate to your maj^uficence the imhappy and wonderful cir- 
cumstances of her mismrtune. But first, she desires to know whe- 
ther the yalorous and inyindble knight, Don Quixote de laMancha, 
resides at this time in your castle; for in quest of him she has 
trayelled on foot, and msting, from the kingdom of Candaya to 
this your territory ; an exertion miraculous and incredible, were 
it not wrought by enchantment. She is now at the outward gate 
of this castle, and only waits your highness's inyitation to enter." 
Haying said this, he hemmed, strok^ his beard from top to bot- 
tom, and with much grayity and composure stood expecting^ the 
duke's answer, which was to this, efiect : '* Worthy Trifaldin of 
the White Beard, long since haye we been apprised of the addic- 
tions of my lady the Countess Trifaldi, who, tnrough the malice 
of enchanters, is too truly called the Afflicted Duenna ; tell her, 
therefore, that she may enter, and that the yaliant knight Don 
Quixote de la Mancba is here present, from whose generous as- 
sistance she ma^ safely promise herself all the re£*e8s she re- 
quires.'' Trifaldm, on receiyin^ the duke's answer, bent one knee 
to the ground ; then giying a signal to his musical attendants, he 
retired, leaying all in astonishment at the majesty of his figureand 
deportment. 

The duk6, then turning to Don Quixote, said, ^' It is eyident, 
sir knight, that neither the clouds of malice nor of ignorance can 
obscure the light of your yalour and yirtue : behold, the afflicted 
and oppressed flock hither in quest of you from far distant coun- 
tries; such is their confidence in the strength of that arm, the 
fiune whereof spreads oyer the whole face of the earth!" "I 
wish, my lord duke," answered Don Quixote, "that holy person 
who, but a few days since, expressed himself with so mucn acri- 
mony against kniehts-errant were now here, that he might haye 
ascertained, with nis own eyes, whether or not such knights were 
necessary in the world. Let the afflicted lady come forward and 
make known her request, and, be it whatever it may, she may 
rely on the strength of tlus arm, and the resolute courage of my 
soul." 



CH. LXVII.] DON QUIXOTE. 303 

CHAPTER LXVII. 

In which is continued the famous adventure of the afflicted Duenna, 

The duke and duchess were extremely delighted to find Don 
Quixote wrought up into a mood so favourable to their design ; 
but Sancho was not so well satisfied. " I should be sorry," said 
he, ''that this madam duenna should lay any stumbling-block in 
the way of my promised government; for I have heard an apo- 
thecary of Toledo, who talked like any goldfinch, say that no 
good ever comes of meddling with duennas. Odds my life, what 
an enemy to them was that apothecary ! If, then, duennas of 
every quality and condition are«troublesome and impertinent, 
wfiat must those be who come in the doldrums? which seems to 
be the case with this same Countess Three-skirts, or Three-tails, 
for skirts and tails in my country are all one." " Hold thy peace, 
Sancho," said Don Quixote ; '' for, as this lady duenna comes in 
quest of me from so remote a country, she cannot be one of those 
who fall under thai apothecary's displeasure. Besides, thou must 
have noticed that this lady is a countess ; and when countesses 
serve as duennas, it must be as attendants upon queens and em- 
presses." " Yes, in sooth, so it is," said Donna Rodriguez ; " but 
these squires are our sworn enemies ; they can find no other pas- 
time than reviling us. Foul slanderers 1 by my faith, if I were 
allowed, I would prove to all here present that there is no virtue 
that is not contained in a duenna." '' I am of opinion," ^uoth 
the duchess, "that my good donna is very much in the nght ; 
but she must wait for a more proper opportunity to finish the 
debate, and confute and confound the calumnies of that wicked 
apothecary, and also to root out the ill opinion which the ereat 
Sancho fosters in his breast." ." I care not to dispute with her," 
quoth Sancho, " for ever since the government has got into my 
head, I have given up all my squireship notions, and care not a 
fig for all the duennas in the world." 

This dialogue about duennas would have continued, had not 
the soimd of the drum and fife announced the approach of the 
afflicted lady. The duchess asked the duke whether it would not 
be proper for him to go and meet her, since she was a countess, 
and a person of quality. " Look you," quoth Sancho, before the 
duke could answer ; "in regard to her being a countess, it is fit- 
ting your highness should ^o to receive her; but inasmuch as 
she is a duenna; I am of opinion you should not stir a step." " Who 
desires thee to intermeddle in this matter, Sancho ?" said Don 
Quixote. " Who, sir," answered Sencho, " but I myself? Have 
I not a right to intermeddle, being a squire, who has learned the 
rules of good manners in the school of your worship ? Have I not 
had the flower of courtesy for my master, who has often told me 
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that one may as well lose the game by a card too much as a card 
too little ; and a word is enough to tlfe wise." " Sancho is right," 
quoth the duke ; " but let us see what kind of a countess this is, 
and then we shall judge what courtesy is due to her." 



CHAPTER LXVIII. 
Of the account given by the afflicted Duenna of her misfortunes. 

The doleful musicians were followed by twelve duennas, in two 
ranks, clad in large mourning robes, with white veils of thin mus- 
lin that almost reached to their feet. Then came the Countess 
Trifaldi herself, led by her sauire Trifaldin of the White Beard. 
She was clad in a robe, which, had it been napped, each grain 
would have been of the size of a good ronceval-pea. The train, 
or tail, was divided into three separate portions, and supported by 
three pages, and spread out, making a regular mathematical 
figure with three angles ; whence it was conjectured she obtained 
the name of Trifaldi, or Three-skirts. The twelve duennas, with 
the lady, advanced slowly, having their faces covered with black 
veils — not transparent, like that of the squire Trafaldin, but so 
thick that nothing could be seen through them. Don Quixote, 
and all the other spectators, rose from their seats ; and now the 
attendant duennas halted, and separating, opened a passage 
through which their afflicted lady, still led by the squire Trifid- 
din, advanced towards the noble party, who stepped some dozen 
paces forward to receive her. She then cast herself on her knees, 
and with a voice rather harsh and coarse than clear and delicate, 
said, " I entreat your graces will not condescend to so much cour- 
tesy to this your handmaid ; for my mind, already bewildered 
with affliction, will only be still more confounded."* ** He must 
be wholly destitute of understanding, lady countess," quoth the 
duke, " who could not discern your merit by your person, which 
alone claims all the cream of courtesy, and all the nower of well- 
bred ceremony." Then raising her by the hand, he led her to 
a chair close by the duchess, who also received her with much 
politeness. 

During the ceremony, Don Quixote was silent, and Sancho, 
dying with impatience to see the face of the Trifaldi, or of some 
one of her many duennas ; but it was impossible, till they chose 
to unveil themselves. All was expectation, and not a whisper 
was heard, till at length the afflicted lady began in these words : 
*^ Confident I am, most potent lord, most beautiful lady, and most 
discreet spectators, that my most unfortunate miserableness will 
find in your generous and compassionate bowels a most merciful 
sanctuary ; for so doleful and dolorous is my wretched state^ that 
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it is sufficient to mollify marble, to soften adamant, and melt 
down the steel of the hard^t hearts. But before the rehearsal 
of my misfortunes is commenced, I earnestly desire to be informed 
whether this noble circle be adorned by the presence of that most 
renowned knight, Don Quixote de la Mancha, and his squire 
Panza." " That same Panza," said Sancho, before any one could 
answer, " stands here before you, and also Don Quixote ; and 
therefore, most dolorous duenna, say what you will ; for we are 
all ready to be your most humble servants." Upon this Don 
Quixote stood up, and addressing himself to the doleful countess, 
he said, " If your misfortunes, afflicted lady, can admit of remedy 
from the valour or fortitude of a knight-errant, the little all 
that I possess shall be employed in your sei*vice. I am Don 
Quixote de la Mancha, whose function it is to relieve every spe- 
cies of distress ; you need not, therefore, madam, implore bene- 
volence, nor have recourse to preambles, but plainly and without 
circumlocution declare your grievances, for you have auditors who 
will bestow commiseration, if not redress." On hearing this, 
the afflicted duenna attempted to throw herself at Don Quixote's 
feet, and struggling to kiss them, said, ^* I prostrate myself, O 
invincible knight, before these feet and legs, which are the bases 
and pillars of knight-errantry, and will kiss these feet, whose 
steps lead to the end and termination of my misfortunes ! O va- 
lorous errant, whose true exploits surpass and obscure the fabu- 
lous feats of the Amadises, Esplandians, and Belianises of old !" 
Then, leaving Don Quixote, she turned to Sancho Panza, and 
taking him by the hand, said, " thou, the most trusty squire 
that ever served knight-errant in present or past ages, whose good- 
ness is of greater extent than that beard of my usher Trifaldin; 
well mayest thou boast that, in serving Don Quixote, thou dost 
serve, in epitome, all the knights-errant that ever shone in the 
annals of chivalry ! I conjure thee, by thy natural benevolence 
and inviolable fidelity, to intercede with my lord in my behalf, 
that the light of his favour may forthwith shine upon the humblest 
and unhappiest of countesses." 

The duke and duchess could scarcely preserve their gravity, 
and were highly pleased with the ingenuity of the Countess Tri- 
faldi, who, having seated herself, tl^s began her tale of sorrow : 
'^ The famous kingdom of Candl[ya had for its queen the lady 
Donna Maguncia, widow of King Archipiela, who died, leaving 
the Infanta Antonomasia, their only child, heiress to the crown. 
This princess was brought up and educated under my care and 
instruction ; I being the eldest and chief of the duennas in the 
household of her royal mother. Now, in process of time the 
young Antonomasia arrived at the age of rourteen, with such 
a perfection of beauty that nature could not raise it to a pitch 
higher ; for she was as discreet as fair, and she was the fairest 
creature living ; and so she still remains, if the envious fates and 

D d2 
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hard-hearted destinies have not cut short her thread of life. Her 
wondrous beauty attracted innumerable adorers ; and princes of 
her own and every other nation became her slaves. Among the 
rest, a private cavalier of the court had the audacity to aspire to 
that earthly heaven ; confiding in his youth, his gallantry, his 
sprightly and happy wit, with numerous other graces and quali- 
fications. Indeed, I must confess to your highnesses, though 
virith reverence be it spoken, he could touch the guitar to a mira- 
cle. He was, besides, a poet, and a fine dancer, and had so rare 
a talent for making bird-cages that he might have gained his 
living by it, in case of need. So many parts and elegant endow- 
ments were sufficient to have moved a mountain, much more the 
tender heart of a virgin. But all his graces and accomplishments 
would have proved ineffectual, had not the robber and rufiian first 
artfiilly contrived to make a conquest of me. The assassin and 
barbarous vagabond began with endeavouring to obtain my good 
will, and suborn my inclination, that I might betray my trust, 
and deliver up to him the keys of the fortress I yarded. In short, 
he so plied me with toys and trinkets, and so msinuated himself 
into my soul, that I was bewitched. But that which chiefly brought 
me down, and levelled me with the ground, was a copy of verses 
which I heard him sing one night under my window ; and, if I 
remember right, the words were these : 

' The tyrant fair whose beauty sent 
The throbbing mischief to my heart, 
The more my anguish to augment, 
Forbids me to reveal the smart.' 

The words of his song were to me so many pearls, and his 
voice was sweeter than honey ; and many a time since have I 
thought, reflecting on the evils I incurred, that poets — at least 
your amorous poets, should be banished from all good and well- 
regulated commonwealths ; for, instead of composing pathetic 
verses like those of the Marquis of Mantua, which make women 
and children weep, they exercise their skill in soft strokes and 
tender touches, wnich pierce the soul, and, entering the body lil^e 
lightning, consume all within, while the garment is left unsinged. 
Another time he sung : 

* Come death, with gently stealing pace, 
And take me unperceived away, 
Nor let me see thy wished-for face, 
Lest joy my fleeting life should stay.' 

Thus was I assailed with these and such like couplets, that as- 
tonish, and, when chanted, are bewitching. But when our poets 
deign to compose a kind of verses much in fashion with us, called 
roundelays — then, alas! they are no sooner heard than the 
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whole frame is in a state of emotion : the soul is seized with a 
pleasing delirium of all the senses. I therefore say again, most 
noble auditors, that such versifiers deserve to be banished to the 
Isle of Lizards: though, in truth, the blame lies chiefly with the 
idiots who suffer themselves to be deluded by such thmgs ; and 
had I been a wise and discreet duenna, the nightly chanting of 
his verses would not have moved me, nor should I have lent an 
ear to such expressions as ' Dying I live ; in ice I bum ; I shiver 
in fiames ; in despair I hope ; I ny, yet stay ;' with other flim- 
flams of the like stamp, of which such kind of writings are full. 
Then again, when they promise to bestow on us the Fhoenix of 
Arabia, the crown of Ariadne, the ringlets of Apollo, the pearls of 
the South Sea, the gold of Tiber, and the balsam of Pencaya, how 
bountiful are their pens ! how liberal in promises which they 
cannot perform ! But, woe is me, unhappy wretch ! Whither do 
I stray ? What madness impels me to dwell on the faults of others, 
who have so many of mine own to answer for ? Woe is me a^ain, 
miserable creature ! No, it was not his verses that vanquished 
me ; but my own weakness ; music did not subdue me ; no, it was 
my own levity, my i^orance and lack of caution that melted me 
down, that opened the way and smoothed the passage for Don 
Clavijo— for that is the name of the treacherous cavalier. Thus 
beiog made the go-between, the wicked man was often in the 
chamber of the — not by him, but by me, betrayed Antonomasia, 
as her lawful spouse : for, sinner as I am, never would I have con- 
sented unless be had been her true husband, that he should have 
come within the shadow of her shoe-strinj^ ! No, no, marriage 
must be the forerunner of any business of this kind undertaken 
by me ; the only mischief in the affair was that they were ill- 
sorted : Don clavijo being but a private gentleman, and the 
Infanta Antonomasia, as 1 have already said, heiress of the 
kingdom. 

** For some time this intercourse, enveloped in the sagacity of 
my circumspection, was concealed from every eye. At length we 
laid our three heads together, and determined that Don Clavijo 
should demand Antonomasia in marriage before the vicar, in vir- 
tue of a contract signed and given him by the infanta herself, to 
be his wife, and so worded by my wit that the force of Samson 
could not have broken through it. Our plan was immediately 
carried into execution ; the vicar examined the contract, took the 
lady's confession, and she was placed in the custody of an honest 
alguazil.'* " Bless me," said Sancho, " alguazils too, and poets, 
and songs, and roundelays, in Candaya ! I swear the world is 
the same every where! But pray get on, good Madam Trifaldi, 
for it grows late, and I am on thorns till I know the end of this 
long story." " I shall be brief," answered the countess. 
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CHAPTER LXIX. 



Whefein the Countess Trifaldi c(mt%nues her stupendous and memorable 
history. 

Every word uttered by Sancho was the cause of much delight to 
the duchess, and disgust to Don Quixote, who having commanded 
him to hold his peace, the Afflicted went on. " After many 
questions and answers,'^ said she, '' the infanta stood firm to her 
engagement, without varying a tittle from her first declaration ; 
the vicar therefore confirmed their union as lawful man and wife, 
which so affected the Queen Donna Maguncia, mother to the In- 
fanta Antonomasia, that three days after we buried her/' " She 
died then, I suppose,'' quoth Sancho. " Assuredly,'^ replied the 
squire Trifaldin ; " in Candaya we do not bury the living, but the 
dead." " Nevertheless," said Sancho, ** it has happened befi>re 
now, that people only in a swoon have been buried for dead ; and 
methinks Queen Maguncia ought rather to have swooned than 
died in good earnest ; for while there is life there is hope ; and the 
young lady's ofience was not so much out of the way that her 
mother should have taken it so to heart. Had she married one 
of her pages, or some serving-man of the family, as I have been 
told many have done, it would have been a bad business and past 
cure ; but as she made choice of a well-bred young cavalier of 
such good parts, — faith and troth, though mayhap it was foolish, it 
was no such mighty matter ; for, as my master says, bishops are 
made out of learned men, and why may not kings and emperors 
be made out of cavaliers, especially if they be errant?" ^* Thou 
art in the right, Sancho," said Don Quixote; "for a knight-er* 
rant, -with but two grains of good luck, is next in the order of pro- 
motion to the greatest lord in the world. But let the afflicted 
lady proceed ; for I fancy the bitter part of this hitherto sweet 
story is still behind/' "Bitter!" answered the countess, "ay, 
and so bitter that, in comparison, wormwood is sweet and rae 
savoury ! 

" The queen beinff really dead, and not in a swoon, we buried 
her ; and scarcely had we covered her with earth and pronounced 
the last farewell, when — ^ Quis taUafando temperet a lacrymuf 
— lo, upon the queen's sepulchre, who should appear, mounted 
on a wooden horse, but her eousin-german the giant Malam- 
bruno ! Yes, that cruel necromancer came expressly to revenge 
the dehth of his cousin, and to chastise the presumptuous Do» 
Clavijo and the foolish Antonomasia, both of whom, by his cursed 
art, he instantly transformed, — her into a monkey of brass, Hfld 
him into a frightful crocodile of some strange metal ; fixing upon 
them at the same time a plate of metal engraven with Syriac Wr 
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racters ; which being first rendered into the Candayan, and now 
into the Castilian language, have this meaning: 'These two 
presumptuous lovers shall not regain their pristine form till the 
valorous Manche^an engages with me in single combat ; since for 
his mighty arm alone have the destinies reserved the achievement 
of that stupendous adventure.' No sooner was the wicked deed 
performed, than out he drew from its scabbard a dreadful scimi- 
tar ; and, taking me by the hair of the head, he seemed preparin? 
to cut my throat, or whip off my head at a blow. Though struck 
with horror, and almost speechless, trembling and weeping, I 
begged for mercy in such a moving tone and melting words, that 
I at last prevailed on him to stop the cruel execution which he 
meditated. In short, he ordered into his presence all the duennas 
of the palace, — being those you see here present, — and, after 
having expatiated on our fault, inveighed against duennas, their 
wicked plots, and worse intrigues, and reviled all for the crime 
of which I alone was guilty ; he said, though he would vouchsafe 
to spare our lives, he would inflict on us a punishment that should 
be a lasting shame. At the same instant, we all felt the pores of 
our faces open, and a sharp pain all over them, like the pricking 
of needle-points; upon which we put our hands to our faces, 
and found them in the condition you shall now behold." Here- 
upon the afflicted lady and the rest of the duennas lifted up the 
veils which had hitherto concealed them, and discovered their 
faces planted with beards of all colours — black, brown, white, 
and pyebald. The duke and duchess viewed the spectacle with 
surprise ; and Don Quixote, Sancho, and the rest, were all lost in 
amazement. *' Thus,'' continued the Trifaldi, *' hath the wicked 
and evil-minded felon Malambruno punished us — covering our 
soft and delicate faces with these rugged bristles: — would to 
Heaven he had struck off our heads with his huge scimitar, rather 
than have obscured the light of our countenances with such an 
odious cloud !" Here, being overcome with the strong sense of 
her calamity, she fell into a swoon. 



CHAPTER LXX. 

Which treats of matters relating and appertaining to this adventure, and 
to this memorc^le history. 

The history then proceeds to relate, that when Sancho saw the 
afflicted lady faint away, he said, '* Upon the word of an honest 
man, I swear I never heard or saw, nor has my master ever told 
me, nor did such an adventure as this ever enter into his thoughts ! 
A thousand devils overtake thee — ^not to say curse thee — Malam- 
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bnino, for an enchanter and giant ! Couldst thou hit upon no 
other punishment for these poor creatures, than clapping beards 
upon tnem ? Had it not been better to have whipt ofPhalf their 
noses, though they had snuffled for it, than to have covered their 
faces with scrubbmg-brushes ? And, what is worse, I'll wager a 
trifle they have not wherewithal to pay for shaving. ** " That is 
true, indeed, sir," answered one of the twelve; "we have not 
wherewithal to satisfy the barber ; and therefore, some of us lay 
on plasters of pitch, which being pulled off with a jerk, take up 
roots and all, and thereby free us of this stubble for a while. As 
for the women who, in Candaya, go about from house to house, 
to take off the superfluous hairs of the body, and trim the eye- 
brows for ladies, we, the duennas of her ladyship, would never 
have any thing to do with them ; for they are most of them no 
better than they should be ,• and therefore, if we are not relieved 
by Signor Don Quixote, with beards we shall live, and with 
beards be carried to our graves." " I would pluck off my own 
in the land of Moors," said Don Quixote, " if I failed to deliver 
you from yours." 

"Ah, valorous knight!" cried the Trifaldi, having now re- 
covered from her fainting-fit, addressing the knight : " Once again, 
then, illustrious errant and invincible hero, let me beseech and 
pray that vour gracious promises may be converted into deeds !" 
" The busmess shall not sleep with me," answered Don Quixote; 
" therefore say, madam, what I am to do, and you shall soon be 
convinced of my readiness to serve you." ** Be it known, then, 
to you, sir," replied the afflicted dame, " that from this place to 
the kingdom of Candaya, by land, is computed to be about five 
thousand leagfues, one or two more or less ; but through the air 
in a direct Ime it is three thousand two hundred and twenty- 
seven. You are likewise to understand, that Malambruno told 
me that, whenever fortune should direct me to the knight who 
was to be our deliverer, he would send him a steed — ^not like the 
vicious jades let out for hire; but one of a very remarkable de- 
scription, for it should be that very wooden horse upon which 
Peter of Provence carried off the fair Magalona, and which is 
governed by a peg in his forehead, serving instead of a bridle. 
This famous steed tradition reports to have been formed by the 
cunning hand of Merlin the enchanter, who sometimes allowed 
him to be used by his particular friends, or those who paid him 
handsomely ; ana he it was who lent him to his friend the valiant 
Peter, when, as I said before, he stole the fair Magalona ; whisk- 
ing her through the air behind him on the crupper, and leaving all 
that beheld him from the earth gaping with astonishment. Since 
the time of Peter to the present moment, we know of none that 
mounted him ; but this we know, that Malambruno, by his art, has 
now got possession of him, and by his means posts about to every 
part of the world. To-day he is here, to-morrow in France, aad 
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the next day in Potosi ; and the best of it is, that this same horse 
neither eats nor sleeps, nor wants shoeing ; and, without win^s, 
he ambles so smootnlv that, in his most rapid flight, the rider 
may carry in his hand a cupful of water without spilling a drop. 
No wonder, then, that the fair Magalona took such delight in 
riding him." 

" As for easy going," quoth Sancho, " commend me to my 
Dapple, though he is no high-flyer ; but by land I will match 
him against all the amblers in the world." The gravity of the 
company was disturbed for a moment by Sancho's observation ; 
but the unhappy lady proceeded : " Now this horse," said she, 
"if it be Malambruno's intention that our misfortune should have 
an end, will be here this very evening ; for he told me that the 
sign by which I should be assured of my having arrived in the 
presence of my deliverer would be, his sending me the horse 
thither with all convenient despatch." "And pray," quoth San- 
cho, " how many will Aat same horse carry ?" " Two persons," 
answered the lady ; " one in the saddle, and the other on the 
crupper ; and generally these two persons are the knight and his 
squire, when there is no stolen damsel in the case." " I would 
fain know," quoth Sancho, " by what name he is called." "His 
name," answered the Trifaldi, " is not the same as the horse of 
Bellerophon, which was called Pegasus ; nor is he called Buce- 
phalus, like that of Alexander the Great; nor Brilladore, like 
that of Orlando. Furioso ; nor is it Bayarte, which belonged to 
Reynaldos of Montalvan ; nor Frontino, which was the steed of 
Rogero ; nor is it Bootes, nor Pyrois — names given, it is said, to 
horses of the sun : neither is he called Orelia, like the horse which 
the unfortunate Koderigo, the last king of the Goths in Spain, 
mounted in that battle wherein he lost his kingdom and his life." 
"I will venture a wager," quoth Sancho, "since they have 

given him none of these famous and well-known names, neither 
ave they given him that of my master's horse, Rozinante, which 
in fitness goes beyond all the names you have mentioned." " It 
is very true," answered the bearded lady; "yet the name he 
bears is correct and si^ificant ; for he is called Clavileno el Ali- 
gero ; whereby his nuraculous peg, his wooden frame, and ex- 
traordinary speed are all curiously expressed ; so that, in respect 
of his name, he may vie with the renowned Rozinante." " I dis- 
like not his name^" replied Sancho ; " but with what bridle or 
with what halter is he guided ?" "I have already told you," 
answered the Trifiildi, " that he is guided by a peg, which the 
rider turning this way and that, mi^es him go, eiuier aloft in 
the air, or else sweeping, and, as it were, brusning the earth, or 
in the middle region — a course which the discreet and wise gene- 
rally endeavour to keep.^' " I have a mighty desire to see him," 
quoth Sancho ; " but to think I will get upon him, either in the 
saddle or behind upon the cmppery is to look for pears upon a.tL 
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elm-tree. It were a good jest, indeed, for me, who can hardly 
sit my own Dapple, though upon a pannel softer than silk, to 
think of bestriding a wooden crupper, without either pillow or 
cushion ! In faith, I do not intend to flay myself, to unheard the 
best lady in the land. Let every one shave or shear, as he likes 
best ; I nave no mind for so long a journey ; my master may 
travel by himself. Besides, I have nothing to do with it ; I am 
not wanted for the taking off these beards, as well as the business 
of my lady Dulcinea." ** Indeed, my friend, you are," said the 
TrifaJdi ; " and so much need is there of your kind help, that 
without it nothing can be done." " In the name of all the saints,'' 
quoth Sancho, " what have squires to do with their masters' ad- 
ventures ? Are we always to share all the trouble, and they to 
reap all the glory ? Body o' me, it might be something if the 
writers who recount their adventures would but set down in their 
books, ' such a knight achieved such an adventure, with the help 
of such an one his squire, without whom he could not have done 
it.' I say, it would be something if we had our due ; but instead 
of this they coolly tell us that * Don Paralipomenon of the three 
stars finished the notable adventure of the six goblins,' and the 
like, without once mentioning his squire, any more than if he had 
been a thousand miles off; though mayhap he, poor man, was 
in the thick of it all the while. In truth, my good lord and lady, 
I say again, my master may manage this adventure by himself; 
and much good may it do him ! I will stay with my lady duchess 
here ; and perhaps when he comes back he may find Madam Dul- 
cinea's busmess pretty forward ; for I intend at my leisure times 
to lay it on to some purpose." 

" Nevertheless, honest Sancho," quoth the duchess, *' if your 
company be really necessary, you will not refuse to go : indeed, 
all good people will make it their business to entreat you ; for 
piteous, truly, would it be, that through your groundless fears, 
these poor ladies should remain in this unseemly plight." ** Ods 
my lire !" exclaimed Sancho, " were this piece of charity under- 
taken for modest maidens, or poor charity-^irls, a man might 
engage to undergo something ; but to take all this trouble to rid 
duennas of their beards — plague take them! I had rather see 
the whole finical and squeamish tribe bearded, from the highest 
to the lowest of them !" " You seem to be upon bad terms with 
duennas, friend Sancho," said the duchess, *•' and are of the same 
mind as the Toledan apothecary : but, in truth, you are in the 
wrong ; for I have duennas in my family who might serve as 
models to all duennas ; and here is my Donna Rodriguez, who 
will not allow me to say otherwise." 

" Enough, your excellency," quoth Don Quixote ; ** as for 
you. Lady Trifaldi and your persecuted friends, I trust that Heaven 
will speedily look with a pitying eye upon your sorrows, and that 
Sancho will do his duty in obedience to my wishes. Would that 
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Clavileno were here, and on his back Malambruno himself; for 
I am confident no razor would more easily shave your ladyships' 
beards, than my sword shall shave off Malambruno's head from 
his shoulders ! If Heaven in its wisdom permits the wicked to 
prosper, it is but for a time." "Ah, valorous knight !" exclaimed 
the afflicted lady, " may all the stars of the celestial regions re- 
gard your excellency with eyes of benignity, and impart strength 
to your arm, and courage to your heart, to be the shield and 
refuge of the reviled and oppressed duennian order, abominated 
by apothecaries, calumniated by squires, and scoffed at by pages !" 



CHAPTER LXXI. 

Of the arrival cf Clavileno ; with the conclusion of this prolix adventure. 

Evening now came on, which was the time when the famous 
horse Clavileno was expected to arrive. When lo, on a sudden, 
four savages entered the garden, all clad in green ivy, and bear- 
ing on their shoulders a large wooden horse ! They set him upon 
his legs on the ground, and one of the savages said, " Let the 
Jcnight mount who has the courage to bestride this wondrous ma- 
chine." " Not I," quoth Sancho ; "for neither have I courage, 
nor am I knight." *' And let the squire, if he has one," con- 
tinued the savage, "mount the crupper, and trust to valorous 
Malambruno ; for no other shall do him harm. Turn but the 
pin on his forehead, and he will rush through the air to the spot 
where Malambruno waits ; and to shun the danger of a lofty 
flight, let the eyes of the riders be covered till the neighing of the 
horse shall give the signal of his cQmj)leted journey." Having 
thus spoken, he left Clavileno, and with courteous demeanour 
departed with his companions. 

The afflicted lady no sooner perceived the horse than, almost 
with tears, addressing herself to Don Quixote, " Valorous knight," 
said she, " Malambruno has kept his word ; here is the horse. 
Mount, therefore, with your squire behind you, and give a happy 
beginning to your journey." " Madam," said Don Quixote, "1 
will do it with all my heart, without waiting for either cushion or 
spurs : so great is my desire to see your ladyship and these your 
unfortunate friends rescued." " That will not I," quoth Sancho, 
" either with a bad or a good will ; and if this shaving cannot be 
done without my mounting, let my master seek some other squire, 
or these madams some other barber ; for being no wizard, I have 
no stomach for these journeys. What will my islanders say when 
they hear that their governor goes riding upon the wind? Be- 
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sides, it is three thousand leagues from here to Candaya, — what 
if the horse should tire upon the road, or the giant be fickle and 
change his mind? Seven years, at least, it would take us to 
travel home, and by that time I should have neither island nor 
islanders that would own me ! No, no, I know better things ; I 
know, too, that delay breeds danger ; and when they bring you a 
heifer, be ready with a rope." " Friend Sancho," said the duke, 
*^ your island neither floats nor stirs, and therefore it .will keep 
till your return ; and as you know that all offices of any value are 
obtained by some consideration, what I expect in return for this 
government I have conferred upon you, is only that you attend 
your master on this memorable occasion ; and whether you return 
upon Clavileno with the expedition his speed promises, or be it 
your fortune to return on foot, like a pilgrim, from house to house, 
and from inn to inn, — however it may be, you will find your 
island where you left it, and your islanders with the same desire 
to receive you for their governor. My good-will is equally un- 
changeable ; and to doubt that, Signor Sancho, would be a no- 
torious injury to the inclination I have to serve you." *' Good 
your worship, say no more," quoth Sancho ; " I am a noor squire, 
and my shoulders cannot bear the weight of so much kindness. 
Let my master mount ; let my eyes be covered, and good luck 
go with us. But tell me, when we are aloft, may I not say 
my prayers, and entreat the saints and angels to help me?'' 
" Yes, surely," answered the Trifeldi, " you may invoke whom- 
soever you please ; for Malambruno is a Christian, and performs 
his enchantments with great discretion and much precaution." 
** Well, let us away," quoth Sancho, " and Heaven prosper us !" 
" Since the memorable business of the fulling-mills," said Don 
Quixote, " I have never seen thee, Sancho, in such trepidation ; 
and were I as superstitious as some people, this extraordinary 
fear of thine would a little discourage me. But come hither, 
friend ; for, with the leave of these nobles, I would speak a word 
or two with thee in private." 

Don Quixote then drew aside Sancho among some trees out 
of hearing ; and taking hold of both his hands^said to him : ^< Thou 
seest, my good Sancho, the long journey we are about to under- 
take ; the period of our return is uncertain, and Heaven alone 
knows what leisure or convenience our afiairs may admit during 
our absence ; I earnestly beg, therefore, now that opportunity 
serves, thou wilt retire to thy chamber, as if to fetch something 
necessary for the journey, and there, in a trice, give thyself, if it 
be but five hundred lashes, in part of the three thousand and three 
hundred for which thou art pledged ; for work well begun is half 
ended." " By my soul," quoth Sancho, " your worship is stark 
mad ! Verily, verily, your worship is out of all reason. Let us 
go and shave these duennas ; and on my return, I promise to make 
such despatch in getting out of debt that your worship shall be 
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contented, — can I say more?" " With that promise," said Don 
Quixote, "I feel somewhat comforted, and believe thou wilt per- 
form it ; for though thou art not oyer wise, thou art stanch in 
thy integrity." 

The knight and squire now returned to the conipany ; and as 
they were preparing to mount Clavileno, Don Quixote said : 
" Hoodwink thyself, Sancho, and get up : he that sends for us 
from countries so remote cannot, surely, intend to betray us, for 
he would gain little glory by deceiving those who confide in him. 
And supposing the success of the adventure should not be equal 
to our hopes, yet of the glory of so brave an attempt, no malice 
can deprive us." " Let us begone, sir," quoth Sancho, "for the 
beards and tears of these ladies have pierced my heart, and I 
shall not eat to do me good till I see them smooth again. Mount, 
sir, and hoodwink first ; for if I am to have the crupper, your 
worship, who sits in the saddle, must get up first." "That is 
true," replied Don Quixote ; and pulling a handkerchief out of 
his pocket, he requested the afflicted lady to place the bandage 
over his eyes ; but it was no sooner done than he uncovered them 
again, sayine, " 1 remember to have read, in the ^neid of Virgil, 
that the nttalwooden horse, dedicated by the Greeks to their tute- 
lary goddess Minerva, was filled with armed knights,^ who, by 
that stratagem got admittance into Troy, and wrought its down- 
fell. Willit not therefore be prudent, before I trust myself upon 
Clavileno, to examine what may be in his belly 7" " There is no 
need of that," said the Trifaldi ; " for I am confident Malambruno 
has nothing in him of the traitor : your worship may mount him 
without fear ; and should any harm ensue, let the blame fall on me 
alone." Don Quixote, now considering that to betray any further 
doubts would be a reflection on his couraffe, vaulted at once into 
his saddle. He then tried the pin, whicn he found would turn 
very easily ; stirrups he had none ; so that, with his legs dangling, 
he looked li^e a figure in some Homan triumph, woven in Flemish 
tapestry. 

Very slowly, and much against his will, Sancho then got up 
behind, fiixing himself as well as he could upon the crupper ; and 
finding it very deficient in softness, he humbly begged the duke 
to accommodate him, if possible, with some pillow or cushion, 
thoueh it were from the duchess's state sofia, or from one of the 
page^B beds, as the horse's crupper seemed rather to be of marble 
than of wood ; but the Trifaldi interfering, assured him that Cla- 
vileno would not endure any more furniture upon him, but that, 
by sitting sideways, as women ride, he would find himself greatly 
relieved. Sancho followed her advice ; and, after taking leave of 
the company, he sufiered his eyes to be covered. But, soon after, 
he raised the bandage, and looking sorrowfully at his friends, 
begged them, with a countenance of woe, to assist him at that 
perilous crisis with a few Paternosters and Ave-marias, as they 
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hoped for the same charity from others when in the like ex« 
tremity. 

They were now blindfolded, and Don Quixote feeling himself 
firmly seated, put his hand to the peg, upon which all the duennas, 
and the whole company raised their voices at once, calling out, 
" Speed you well, valorous knight ! Heaven guide thee, un- 
daunted squire ! Now you fly aloft ! — See how they cut the air 
more swiftly than an arrow ! Now they mount and soar, and 
astonish the world below! Steady, steady, valorous Sancho! 
you seem to reel and totter in your seat — beware of falling ; for, 
should you drop from that tremendous height, your fall will be 
more terrible than that of Phaeton !" Sancho hearing all this, 
pressed closer to his master ; and grasping him fast, he said, ^' How 
can they say that we are got so high, when we hear them as plain 
as if they were close by us ?" ^* Take no heed of that, Sancho," 
said Don Quixote ; " for, in these extraordinary flights, to see 
or hear a thousand leagues is nothing — but squeeze me not quite 
so hard, eood Sancho, or thou wilt unhorse me. In truth I see 
not why thou shouldst be so alarmed, for I can safely swear an 
easier-paced steed I never rode in all my life ; — indeed, it goes as 
glibly as if it did not move at all! Banish fear, my friend, the 
business goes on swimmingly, with a gale fresh and fair behind 
us." " I think so too," quoth Sancho ; " for I feel the wind 
here as if a thousand pairs of bellows were puffing at my tail.*' 
And, indeed, this was the fact, as sundry lar^e bellows were just 
then pouring upon them an artificial storm : in truth, so well was 
this adventure managed and contrived that nothing was wanting 
to make it complete. Don Quixote now feeling the wind, ** With- 
out doubt," said he, " we have now reached the second region of 
the air, where the hail and snow are formed : thunder and light- 
ning are engendered in the third region ; and if we go on mount- 
ing at this rate, we shall soon be in the region of fire ; and how to 
manaee this peg I know not, so as to avoid mounting where we 
shall Be burnt alive." Just at that time some flax, set on fire at 
the end of a long cane, was held near their faces ; the warmth of 
which being felt, " May I be hanged," said Sancho, " if we are 
not already there, or very near it, for half my beard is singed off 
— I have a huge mind, sir, to peep out and see whereabouts we 
are." " Heaven forbid such rashness !" said Don Quixote ;" re- 
member the true story of the licentiate Torralvo, who was carried 
by ma^cians, hoodwinked, riding on a cane, with his eyes shut, and 
in twelve hours reached Rome ; where, lighting on the tower of 
Nona, he saw the tumult, witnessed the assault and death of the 
constable of Bourbon, and the next morning returned to Madrid, 
where he gave an account of all that he had seen. During his 
passage through the air, he said that he was tempted to open his 
eyes, which he did, and found himself, as he thought, so near the 
body of the moon that he could have laid hold of it with his hand ; 
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but that he durst not look downwards to the earth lest his brain 
should turn. Therefore, Sancho, let us not run the risk of un- 
covering in such a place, but rather trust to him who has taken 
charj^e of us, as he will be responsible : perhaps we are just now 
soaring aloft to a certain height, in order to come souse down 
upon the kingdom of Candaya, like a hawk upon a heron ; and, 
though it seems not more than half-an-hour since we left the 
garden, doubtless we have travelled through an amazing space." 
" As to that I can say nothing," quoth Sancho Panza ; " I can 
only say that, if Madam MagSona was content to ride upon this 
crupper without a cushion, her flesh could not have been the ten- 
derest in the world." 

This conversation between the two heroes was overheard by 
the duke and duchess, and all who were in their garden, to their 
great diversion ; and, bein^ now disposed to flnish the adventure, 
they applied some lighted flax to Clavileno's tail ; upon which, his 
body being fiill of combustibles, he instantly blew up with a pro- 
digious report, and threw his riders to the ground. The Trifaldi, 
with the whole bearded squadron of duennas, vanished, and all 
that remained in the garden were laid stretched on the ground as 
if in a trance. Don Quixote and Sancho sot upon their legs in 
but an indiiferent plight, and looking round, were amazed to And 
themselves in the same garden with such a number of people 
strewed about them on all sides ; but their wonder was increased 
when, on a huge lance sticking in the earth they beheld a sheet 
of white parchment attached to it by silken strings, whereon was 
written, in letters of gold, the following words: 

" The renowned knight Don Quixote de la Mancha has 
achieved the stupendous adventure of Trifaldi the Afilicted, and 
her companions in grief, only by attempting it. Malambruno is 
satisfied, his wrath is appeased, the beards of the unhappy are 
vanished, and Don Clavijo and Antonomasia have recovered their 
pristine state. When the squirely penance shall be completed, 
then shall the white dove, delivered from the cruel talons of the 
pursuing hawks, be enfolded in the arms of her beloved turtle : — 
such is 3ie will of Merlin, prince of enchanters." 

Don Quixote having read the prophetic decree, and perceiv- 
ing at once that it referred to the disenchantment of Dulcmea, he 
expressed his gratitude to Heaven for having, with so much ease, 
I)erformed so great an exploit, whereby many venerable females 
had been happily rescued from disgrace. Bfe then went to the 
spot where the duke and duchess lay on the ground, and taking 
the duke by the arm, he said, " Courage, courage, my good lord : 
the adventure is over without damage to the bars, as vou will find 
by that record." The duke gradually, as if awaking from a 
sound sleep, seemed to recover his senses, as did the duchess and 
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the rest of the party ; expressing, at the same time, so much 
wonder and affright that what they feigned so well seemed almost 
reality to themselves. Though scarcely awake, the duke eagerly 
looked for the scroll ; and having read it, with open arms em- 
braced Don Quixote, declaring him to be the bravest of knishts. 
Sancho looked all about for the afflicted dame, to see what kind 
of face she had when beardless, and whether she was now as 
ffoodly to the sight as her stately presence seemed to promise ; 
but he was told that, when Clavileno came tumbling down in the 
flames through the air, the Trifaldi, with her whole train, van- 
ished with not a beard to be seen among them — every hair was 
gone, root and branch ! 

The duchess inquired of Sancho how he had fared during that 
long voyage? "Why, truly, madam,'' answered he, "I have 
seen wonders ; for, as we were passing through the region of fire, 
as my master called it, I had, you must know, a mighty mind to 
take a peep ; and, though my master would not consent to it, I, 
who have an itch to know everything, and a hankering after 
whatever is forbidden, could not help, softly and unperceived, 
shoving the cloth a little aside, when through a crevice I looked 
down, and there I saw (Heaven bless us !) the earth so far off that 
it looked to me no bigger than a ^rain of mustard-seed, and the 
men that walked upon it little bigger than hazel-nuts ! — only 
think, then, what a height we must have been !" " Take care 
what you say, friend," said the duchess; "had it been so, you 
could not have seen the earth for the people upon it ; a hazel-nut, 
good man, would have covered the whole earth." " Like enough," 
said Sancho ; " but, for all that, I had a side-view of it, and saw 
it all." " Take heed, Sancho," said the duchess ; " for one can-, 
not see the whole of anything by a side-view." " I know nothing 
about views," replied Sancho ; " I only know that your ladyship 
should remember that, since we flew by enchantment, by en- 
chantment I might se(3 the whole earth, and all the men upon it, 
in whatever way I looked ; and, if your ladyship will not credit 
that, neither will you believe me when I tell you that, thrusting 
up the kerchief close to my eyebrows, I found myself so near the 
sky that it was not above a span from me, and it so fell out 
that we passed close by the place where the seven she-goats 
are kept ; and, truly, having been a goatherd in my youth, I 
no sooner saw them but I longed to play with them awhile ; and, 
had I not done it, I verily think I should have died ; so what does 
I but, without saying a word, softly slide down from Clavileno, 
and play with the sweet little creatures, which are like so many 
violets, for almost three quarters of an hour ; and all the while 
Clavileno seemed not to move from the place, nor stir a foot." 
*' And while honest Sancho was diverting himself with the goats," 
quoth the duke, " how did Sigfior Don Quixote amuse himself?" 
To which the knight answered : " As these and suchlike con- 
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cerns are out of the order of nature, I do not wonder at Sancho's 
assertions ; for my own part, I can truly say I neither looked up 
nor down, and saw neither heaven nor earth, nor sea nor sands. 
It is, nevertheless, certain that I was sensible of our passing 
through the region of the air, and even touched upon that of fire ; 
but, that we passed beyond it, I cannot believe ; for, the fiery 
region lying between the sphere of the moon and the upper- 
most region of the air, we could not reach that place where the 
seven ^oats are which Sancho speaks of without being burnt ; 
and, since we were not burnt, either Sancho lies or Sancho 
dreams." " I neither lie nor dream,'^ answered Sancho : " only 
ask me the marks of these same goats, and by them you may 
guess whether I speak the truth or not." " Tell us what they 
were, Sancho," quoth the duchess. " Two of them," replied 
Sancho, "are green, two carnation, two blue, and one motley- 
coloured." " A new kind of goats are those," said the duke ; 
" in our region of the earth we have none of such colours." " The 
reason is plain," quoth Sancho ; " your highness will allow that 
there must be some difference between the celestial goats and those 
of this lower world." They did not choose to question Sancho 
any more concerning his journey, perceiving him to be in the 
humour to ramble all over the heavens, and tell them all that 
was passing there, without having stirred a foot from the place 
where he mounted. 

Thus concluded the adventure of the afflicted duenna, which 
furnished the duke and duchess with a subject of mirth, not only 
at the time, but for the rest of their lives, and Sancho something 
to relate had he lived for ages. " Sancho," said Don Quixote 
(whispering him in the ear), " if thou wouldst have us credit all 
thou nast told us just now, I expect thee to believe what I saw 
in Montesinos* cave — I say no more." 



CHAPTER LXXIT. 

The instructions which Don Quixote gave to Sancho Panza, before he 
went to his government ; with other well-digested matter. 

Thb duke and duchess being so well pleased with the adventure 
of the afflicted duenna were encouraged to proceed with other 
projects, seeing that there was nothing too extravagant for the 
credulity of the knight and the squire. The necessary orders 
were accordingly issued to their servants and vassals with regard 
to their behaviour towards Sancho in his government of the pro- 
mised island. The day after the flight of Clavileno, the duke bid 



320 DON QITIXOTB. 

Sancho prepare and get himself in readiness to assume his offioe, 
for his islanders were already wishing for him, as for rain in 
May. " To-morrow," said he, " you surely depart for your 
island, and this evening you shall he fitted with suitable apparel 
and with all things necessary for your appointment." '' Clothe 
me as you will," said Sancho, " I shall still be Sancho Panza." 
" That is true," said the duke ; " but the garb should always be 
suitable to the office and rank of the wearer : for a lawyer to be 
habited like a soldier, or a soldier like a priest, would be prepos- 
terous ; and you, Sancho, must be clad partly like a scholar, and 
partly a soldier ; as, in the office you will hold, arms and learn- 
ing are united." "As for learning," replied Sancho, "I have 
not much of that, for 1 hardly know my A, B, G : but to be a 
good governor, it will be enough that I am able to make my 
Christ-cross ; and as to arms, I shall handle such as are given me 
till I fall, and so God help me." " With so good an intention," 
quoth the duke, '^ Sancho cannot do wrong." At this time Don 
Quixote came up to them ; and hearing how soon Sancho was to 
depart to his government, he took him by the hand, and, with 
the duke's leave, led him to his chamber, in order to give him 
some advice respecting his conduct in office; and, having en- 
tered, he shut the door, and, almost by force, made Sancho sit 
down by him, and, with much solemnity, addressed him in these 
words : 

" I am thankful to Heaven, friend Sancho, that, even before 
fortune has crowned my hopes, prosperity has gone forth to meet 
thee. I, who had trusted in my own success for the reward of thy 
services, am still but on the road to advancement, whilst thou, 
prematurely and before all reasonable expectation, art come into 
full possession of thy wishes. Some must bribe, importune, so- 
licit, attend early, pray, persist, and yet do not obtain what 
thej'^ desire ; whilst another comes, and, without knowing how, 
jumps at once into the preferment for which so many had sued 
in vain. It is truly said that ^ merit does much, but fortune 
more.' 

' The happy have their days, and those they choose ; 
Th' unhappy have hut hours, and those they lose !' 

Thou, who, in respect to me, art but a very simpleton, without 
either early rising or late watching, without labour of body or 
mind, by the air alone of knight-errantry breathing on thee, 
findest tuyself the governor of an island, as if it were a trifle, a 
thing of no account! 

'^ All this I say, friend Sancho, that thou may est not ascribe 
the favour done thee to thine own merit, but give thanks, first 
to Heaven, which disposeth things so kindly ; and in the next 
place, acknowledge with gratitude the inherent grandeur of the 
profession of knight-errantry. 
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*^ Listen now to the few counsels which I shall give thee for 
thy conduct : 

" First, my son, fear God : for, to fear him is wisdom j and 
being wise, thou canst not err. 

" Conceal not the meanness of thy family, nor think it dis- 
graceful to be descended from peasants ; for, when it is seen that 
thou art not thyself ashamed, none will endeavour to make thee 
so ; and deem it more meritorious to be a virtuous humble man 
than a lofty sinner. Infinite is the number of those who, born 
of low extraction, have risen to the highest dignities both in 
church and state; and of this truth I could tire thee with ex- 
amples. 

" If thou takest thy wife with thee (and it is not well for those 
who are appointed to governments to be long separated from their 
families), teach, instruct, and polish her from her natural rude- 
ness ; for it often happens that all the consideration a wise gover- 
nor can acquire is lost b}' an ill-bred and foolish woman. 

" If thou shouldst become a widower (an event which is pos- 
sible), and thy station entitles thee to a better match, seek not one 
to serve thee for a hook and angling-rod ; for, believe me, what- 
ever the judge's wife receives, the husband must account for at the 
general judgment, and shall be made to pay fourfold for all that 
of which he has rendered no account during his life. 

"Be not under the dominion of thine own will : it is the 
vice of the ignorant, who vainly presume on their own under- 
standing. 

" Let the tears of the poor find more compassion, but not 
more justice, from thee than the applications of the wealthy. 

" Be equally solicitous to sift out the truth amidst the pre- 
sents and promises of the rich, and the sighs and entreaties of the 
poor. 

" Whenever equity may justly temper the rigour of the law, 
let not the whole force of it bear upon the delinquent : for it is 
better that a judge should lean on the side of compassion than 
severity. 

" If perchance the scales of justice be not correctly balanced, 
let the error be imputable to pity, not to gold. 

** If perchance the cause of thine enemy come before thee, 
forget thy injuries, and think only on the merits of the case. 

** Let not private affection blind thee in another man's 
cause; for the errors thou shalt thereby commit are often with- 
out remedy, and at the expense both of thy reputation and for- 
tune. 

" When a beautiful woman comes before thee to demand jus- 
tice, consider maturely the nature of her claim, without regard- 
ing either her tears or her sighs, unless thou wouldst expose thy 
judgment to the danger of being lost in the one, and thy integrity 
in uie other. 
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" Revile not with words him whom thou hast to correct with 
deeds : the punishment which the unhappy wretch is doomed to 
suffer is sumcient, without the addition of abusive lansua^. 

*^ When the criminal stands before thee, recollect the trail and 
depraved nature of man, and, as much as thou canst, without 
injustice to the suffering party, shew pity and clemency; for, 
though the attributes of God are all equally adorable, yet his 
mercy is more shining and attractive in our eyes than bis jus- 
tice. 

" If, Sancho, thou observest these precepts, thy days will be 
long and thy fame eternal ; thy recompense full, and thy felicity 
tinspeakable. Thou shalt marry thy children to thy heart's con- 
tent, and they and thy grandchildren shall want neither honours 
nor titles. Beloved by all men, thy days shall pass in peace and 
tranquillity ; and when the inevitable period comes, death shall 
steal on thee in a good and venerable old age, and thy grand- 
children's children, with their tender and pious hands, shafi dose 
thine eyes. 

" The advice I have just given thee, Sancho, regards the good 
and ornament of thy mind ; now listen to the directions I have to 
give concerning thy person and deportment." 



CHAPTER LXXIII. 

Of the second instruction Don Quixote gave Sancho Panza, 

During the whole of this private conference, Sancho listened to 
his master with great attention, and endeavoured so to register 
his counsel in his mind that he might thereby be enabled to bear 
the burden of government, and acquit himself honourably. Don 
Quixote now proceeded : 

" As to the regulation of thy own person and domestic con- 
cerns," said he, " m the first place, Sancho, I enjoin thee to be 
cleanly in all things. Keep the nails of thy fingers neatly pared, 
nor suffer them to grow as some do, who ignorantly imagine that 
long nails beautify the hand, whereas it is a foul and unsightly 
object. 

*' Examine prudently the income of thy office, and, if it will 
afford thee to give liveries to thy servants, give them such as are 
decent and lasting^ rather than gaudy and modish ; and what 
thou shalt thus save in thy servants bestow on the poor : so shalt 
thou have attendants both in heaven and earth, — a provision 
which our vain-glorious great never think of. 

*^ Eat neither garlic nor onions, lest the smell betray thy rus- 
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ticity. Walk with gravity, and speak deliberately ; but not so as 
to seem to be listening to thyself; for affectation is odious. 

" Eat little at dinner, and less at supper; for the health of 
the whole body is tempered in the laboratory of the stomach. 

*^ Drink with moderation ; for inebriety neither keeps a se- 
cret, nor performs a promise. 

" In the next place, Sancho, do not intermix in thy dis- 
course such a multitude of proverbs as thou wert wont to do ; 
for, though proverbs are concise and pithy sentences, thou dost 
often so drag them in by the head and shoulders that they seem 
rather the maxims of folly than of wisdom. 

" Let thy sleep be moderate ; for he who rises not with the 
sun enjoys not the day ; and remember, Saneho, that diligence is 
the mother of good fortune, and that sloth, her adversary, never 
arrived at the attainment of a good wish. 

" At this time I have but one more admonition to give thee, 
which, though it concerns not thy person, is well worthy of thy 
careful remembrance. It is this, — never undertake to decide 
contests concerning lineage, or the pre-eminence of families ; 
since, in the comparison, one must of necessity have the advan- 
tage, and he whom thou hast humbled will hate thee, and he who 
is preferred will not reward thee. 

'^ As for thy dress, wear breeches and hose, a long coat, and a 
cloak somewhat longer ; but for trousers or trunk-hose, think 
not of them : they are not becoming either gentlemen or gover- 
nors. 

" This is all the advice, friend Sancho, that occurs to me at 
present; hereafter, as occasions offer, my instructions will be 
ready, provided thou art mindful to inform me of the state of thy 
affairs." 

" Sir," answered Sancho, " I see very well that all your 
worship has told me is wholesome and profitable ; but what shall 
I be the better for it if I cannot keep it in my head? It is 
true, I shall not easily forget what you said about paring my 
nails, and marrying again if the opportunity offered ; but for your 
other quirks and quillets, I protest they have already gone out of 
my head as clean as last year's clouds ; and therefore let me have 
them in writing ; for, though I cannot read them myself, I will 
give them to my confessor, that he may repeat and drive them 
into me in time of need." 

" Heaven defend me !" said Don Quixote, " how scurvy doth 
it look in a governor to be unable to read or write! Indeed, 
Sancho, I must needs tell thee that when a man has not been 
taught to read, or is left-handed, it argues that his parentage was 
very low, or that, in early life, he was so indocile and perverse 
that his teachers could beat nothing good into him. Truly this is 
a great defect in thee, and therefore I would have thee learn to 
write, if it were only thy name." "That I can do already," 
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quoth Sancho ; "for, when I was steward of the brotherhood in 
our villaee, I learned to make certain marks like those upon 
wool-packs, which, they told me, stood for my name. But, at 
the worst, I can feign a lameness in my right hand, and get an- 
other to sign for me : there is a remedy for everything but death ; 
and, having the staff in my hand, I can do what I please. Be- 
sides, as your worship knows, he whose father is mayor and 

I being governor, am, I trow, something more than mayor. Ay, 
ay, let them come that list, and play at bo-peep, — ay, fleer and 
backbite me ; but they may come fcr wool, and go back shorn : 
' his home is savoury whom God loves ;' — besides, * the rich man's 
blunders pass current for wise maxims ;' so that I, being a gover- 
nor, and therefore wealthy, and bountiful to boot — as I intend to 
be — nobody will see any blemish in me. No, no, let the clown 
daub himself with honey, and he will never want flies. As much 
you have, just so much you are worth, said my grannam ; re- 
venge yourself upon the rich who can." "Away with your pro- 
verbs," exclaimed Don Quixote ; " this hour, or more, thou nast 
been stringing thy musty wares, poisoning and torturing me 
without mercy. Take my word for it, these proverbs will one 
day brin^ thee to the gallows. However, I am comforted in 
having given thee the best counsel in my power ; and therein, 
having done my duty, I am acquitted both of my obli^tion and 
my promise : so God speed thee, Sancho, and govern thee in thy 
government, and disappoint my fears for thy turning all things 
upside down in that poor island ; which I might indeed prevent, 
by giving the duke a more perfect insight into thee, and dis- 
covering to him thou art nothing better than a bundle of pro- 
verbs, and sackful of knavery." 

" Look you, sir," quoth Sancho, " if you think me not fit for 
this government, I will think no more on it. Alas ! the least 
snip of my soul's nails (as a body may say) is dearer to me than 
my whole body ; and I hope I can live plain Sancho still, upon 
a luncheon of bread and a clove of garlic, as contented as Gover- 
nor Sancho upon capons and partridges. Death and sleep make 
us all alike, rich and poor, high and low. Do but call to mind 
what first put this whim of government into my noddle, you will 
find it was your own self; for, as for me, I know no more what 
belongs to islands and governors than a blind buzzard. So if 
you fancy the devil will have me for being a governor, let me be 
plain Sancho still, and go to heaven, rather than my lord gover- 
nor, and go to hell." 

** These last words of thine, Sancho," said Don Quixote, "in 
my opinion, prove thee worthy to govern a thousand islands. 
Thou hast naturally a good disposition, without which all know- 
ledge is insufficient. Kecommend thyself to Divine Providence, 
and be sure never to depart from uprightness of intention ; I 
mean, have still a firm purpose and design to be thoroughly in- 
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formed in all the business that shall come before thee. ; and act 
upon just grounds, for Heaven always favours good desires. And 
so let us go to dinner; for I believe now the duke and duchess 
expect us." 



CHAPTER LXXIV. 

How Sancho Panza was carried to his government ; and of the strange 
adventure that b^ell Don Quixote in the castle. 

After dinner, Don Quixote gave Sancho, in writing, the copy 
of his verbal instructions, ordering him to get somebody to read 
them to him. But the squire heS no sooner got them, than he 
dropt the paper, which fell into the duke's hands, who communi- 
cating the same to the duchess, they found a fresh occasion of 
admiring the mixture of Don Quixote's good sense and extrava- 
gance ; and so, carrying on the humour, they sent Sancho that 
afternoon, with a suitable equipage, to the place he was to govern, 
which, wherever it lay, was to be an island to him. 

It happened that the management of this affair was committed 
to a steward of the duke's, a man of a facetious humour, and who 
had not only wit to start a pleasant design, but discretion to carry 
it on. He had already personated the Countess Trifaldi very suc- 
cessfully ; and, with his master's instructions in relation to his 
behaviour towards Sancho, could not but discharge his trust to a 
wonder. Now it fell out, that Sancho no sooner cast his eyes on 
the steward than he fancied he saw the very face of Trifaldi ; and 
turning to his master, " Look, sir," quoth he, " and see if this 
same steward of the duke's here has not the very face of my Ladv 
Trifaldi." Don Quixote looked very earnestly on the steward, 
and having perused him from top to toe, " Sancho," said he, 
^' thou art in the right ; I see their faces are the very same. Yet, 
for all that, the steward and the disconsolate lady cannot be the 
same person, for that would imply a very great contradiction, 
and might involve us in more abstruse and difficult doubts than 
we have conveniency now to discuss or examine. Believe me, 
friend, our devotion cannot be too earnest, that we may be deli- 
vered from the power of these cursed enchantments." ** You 
may think, sir," quoth Sancho, " that I am in jest, but I heard 
him speak just now, and I thought the very voice of Madam Tri- 
faldi sounded in my ears. But mum is the word ; I say nothing, 
though I shall watch him well, to find out whether I am right or 
wrong in my suspicion." "Well, do so," said Don Quixote; 
'^ and fail not to acquaint me with all the discoveries thou canst 
make in this affair, and other occurrences in thy government." 

At last, Sancho set out with a numerous train. He was 
dressed like a man of the long-robe, and wore over his othejr 

FF 
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clothes a white sad-coloured coat or gown, of watered camhlet, 
and a cap of the same stuff. He was mounted on a mole ; and 
behind him, by the duke's order, was led his Dapple, bridled and 
saddled like a horse of state, in gaudy trappings of silk ; which 
so delighted Sancho, that every now and then he turned his head 
about to look upon him, and thought himself so happy, that 
now he would not have changed fortunes with the Emperor of 
Germany. 

Immediately upon Sancho's departure, Don Quixote found 
the want of his presence ; and, had it been in his power, he would 
have revoked his authority, and deprived him of his commission. 
The duchess, perceiving his disquiet, and desiring to know the 
cause of his melancholy, told him, that if it was Sancho's absence 
made him uneasy, she had squires enough, and damsels in her 
house, that should supply his place in any service he would be 
pleased to command. "It is true, madam," answered Don 
Quixote, " I am somewhat concerned for the absence of Sancho: 
but there is a more material cause of my present uneasiness, and 
I must beg to be excused, if, among the many obligations your 
grace is pleased to confer on me, I decline all but the good inten- 
tion that has offered them. All I have further to crave is, your 
grace's permission to be alone in my apartment, and to be my 
own servant." "Sir," said the duchess, waving further dis- 
course, " it is supper-time, and my lord expects us. Come, then, 
let us to supper, that you may go to bed betimes ; for you must 
needs be weary still with the long journey you took to Candaya 
yesterday." " Indeed, madam," answered Don Quixote, " I feel 
no manner of weariness ; for I can safely swear to your grace, 
that I never rode an easier horse, nor a better goer, than Clavi- 
leno. For my part, I cannot imagine what could induce Malam- 
bruno to part with so swift and gentle a horse, and to bum him 
too in such a manner." 

Don Quixote repeated his thanks to the duchess, and after 
supper retired to his chamber, where, conformably to his deter- 
mination, he remained alone. He shut the door of his chamber 
after him, and undressed himself by the light of two wax-candles. 
As he was putting off his hose, there fell — oh, misfortune, un- 
worthy of such a personage — about four-and-twenty stitches of 
one of his stockings, which made it look like a lattice-window. 
The good knight was extremely afflicted, and would have given 
tin ounce of silver for a drachm of green silk; green silk, 1 say, 
because his stockings were green. However, for his consolation, 
he bethought himself that Sancho had left him a pair of light 
boots, which he designed to put on the next day. 

He laid himself down with a pensive, heavy mind ; the thought 
of Sancho's absence, and the irreparable damage that his stock- 
ing had received, made him uneasy ; he would have darned it, 
though it had been with silk of another colour— «ne of the greatest 
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tokens of want a poor gentleman can shew. At last he put out 
the lights, but it was so not that he could not compose himself to 
rest. Getting up, therefore, he opened a little shutter of a barred 
window that looked into a fine garden, and was presently sensible 
that some people were walking and talking there. He listened, 
and as they raised their voices, he easily overheard their dis- 
course. 

" No more, dear Emerenia," said one to the other. " Do not 
press me to sing; you know that from the first moment this 
stranger came to the castle, and ray unhappy eyes gazed on him, 
I have been too conversant with tears and sorrow to sing or relish 
songs! Alas, all music jars when the soul is out of tune. Be- 
sides, you know the least thing wakens my ladyj and I would 
not for the world she should find us here. But, grant she might 
not wake ; what will my singing signify, if this new Mneas, who 
is come to our habitation to make me wretched, should be asleep, 
and not hear the sound of my complaint ?'■ ** Pray, my dear 
Altisidora," said the other, "do not make yourself uneasy with 
those thoughts ; for, without doubt, the duchess is fast asleep, and 
every body in the house but we and the master of your heart. 
Pie is certainly awake ; I heard him open his window just now: 
then sing, my poor grieving creature, sing, and join the melting 
music of the lute to the soft accents of thy voice." " Alas ! my 
dear," replied Altisidora, "it is not that which frightens me 
most : I would not have my song betray my thoughts, for those 
that do not know the mighty force of love will be apt to take me 
for a light and indiscreet creature ; but yet, since it must be so, I 
will venture : better shame on the face, than sorrow in the heart." 
This said, she began to touch her lute so sweetly, that Don Quix- 
ote was ravished. At the same time, the infinite number of 
adventures of this nature, such as he had read of in his books 
of knight-errantry ; windows, grates, gardens, serenades, court- 
ships, meetings, parleys, &c., crowded into his imagination, and 
he presently fancied that one of the duchess's damsels was in love 
with him, and struggling to conceal her passion. He began to be 
apprehensive of the danger to which his fidelitv was exposed, but 
yet firmly determined to withstand the powerful allurement ; and 
so recommending himself, with a great deal of fervency, to his 
Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, he resolved to hear the music ; and, 
to let the serenading ladies know he was awake, he feigned a 
kind of sneeze, which did not a little please them, for it was the 
only thing they wanted to be assured their jest was not lost. 
With that, Altisidora, having tuned her lute afresh, after a flourish 
began her serenade ; which, when Don Quixote had heard to an 
end, he thus began his expostulation : " Why," said he, with a 
sigh heaved from the bottom of his heart, " wny must I be so un- 
happy a knight, that no damsel can gaze on me without falling 
in love ! Why must the peerless Dulcinea be so uufortusA^^ 
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Queens, why do you envy her? Empresses, why do you perse- 
cute her? Damsels of fifteen, why do you attempt to deprive 
her of her right? Leave, oh, leave the unfortunate fair ! Let 
her triumph, glory, and rejoice, in the quiet possession of the 
heart which love has allotted her, and the absolute sway which 
she. bears over my yielding soul. Away, unwelcome crowd of 
loving impertinents ; Dulcinea alone can soften my temper, and 
mould me as she pleases. For her I am all sweetness ; for you I 
am bitterness itself. There is to me no beauty, no prudence, no 
modesty, no gaiety, no nobility among your sex, but in Dulcinea 
alone. Let Altisidora weep or sing, still I am Dulcinea's, and 
hers alone, dead or alive, dutiful, and unchanged, in spite of all 
the necromantic powers in the world." This said, he hastily shut 
the window, and flung himself into his bed with as high an indig- 
nation as if he had received some great affront. There let us 
leave him a while, seeing that the great Sancho Panza calls upon 
us to attend him on the commencement of his famous govern- 
ment. 



CHAPTER LXXV. 

How the great Sancho Panza took possession of his island ^ and in what 
manner he began to govern. 

After having travelled a certain distance, Governor Sancho, 
with his attendants, came to a town that had about a thousand 
inhabitants, and was one of the best in the duke's territories. 
They gave him to understand that the name of the place was the 
island of Barataria. As soon as he came to the gates, the magis- 
trates came out to receive him, the bells rung, and all the people 
gave general demonstrations of joy. They then delivered him 
the keys of the gates, and received him as perpetual governor of 
the island of Barataria. 

Next they carried him to the court of justice; where, when 
they had placed him in his seat, "My lord governor,'' said the 
duke's steward to him, " it is an ancient custom here, that he 
who takes possession of this famous island must answer some 
difficult ana intricate question that is propounded to him ; and, 
by the return he makes, the people feel the pulse of his under- 
standing, and, by an estimate of his abilities, judge whether they 
ought to rejoice or to be sorry for his coming." 

All the while the steward was speaking, Sancho was staring 
on an inscription in large characters on the wall over against his 
seat ; and, as he could not read, he asked what was the meaning 
of that which he saw painted there upon the wall. " Sir," said 
thejr, " it is an account of the day when your lordship took pos- 
session of this island ; and the inscription runs thus : ^ Thi sday 
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the Lord Don Saiicho Panza took poRsession of this island, which 
may he long enjoy.' '' "And who is he," asked Sancho, "whom 
they call Don Sancho Panza?'' " Your lordship," answered the 
steward ; "for we know of no other Panza in this island but 
yourself, who now sits in this chair." " Well, friend," said San- 
cho, " pray take notice that Don does not belong to me, nor was 
it borne by any of my family before me. Plain Sancho Panza 
is my name ; my father was called Sancho, my grandfather San- 
cho, and all of us have been Panzas, without any Don or Donna 
added to our name. Now do I already ^uess your Dons are as 
thick as stones in this island. But it is enough that Heaven 
knows my meaning : if my government happens to last but four 
days to an end, it shall go hard but I will clear the island of those 
swarms of Dons, that must needs be as troublesome as so many 

Fiats. Come, now for your question, good Mr. Steward; and 
will answer it as well as I can, whether the town be sorry or 
pleased." 

At this instant, two men came into the court, the one dressed 
like a country fellow, the other looked like a tailor, with a pair 
of shears in his hand. "If it please you, my lord," cried the 
tailor, " this honest man came to my shop yesterday ; for, saving 
your presence, I am a tailor, and tree of my company too ; so, 
ray lord, he shewed me a piece of cloth : ' Sir,' quoth he, * is there 
enough of this to make a cap ?' Whereupon I measured the stuff, 
and answered. Yes. Now, as I imagined, do you see, he could 
not but imagine (and perhaps he imagined right enoueh), that I 
had a mind to cabbage some of his cloth fudging hard of us 
honest tailors. * Prithee,' quoth he, * look there be not enough 
for two caps ?' Now I smelt him out, and told him there was. 
Whereupon the old knave, going on to the same tune, bid me 
look again, and see whether it would not make three ; and at 
last if it would not make five ? I was resolved to humour my 
customer, and said it might ; so we struck a bargain. Just now 
the man is come for bis caps, which I gave him ; but he refuses 
to pay me for my work ; and now he will have mo give him his 
cloth again, or pay him for it." " Is this true, honest man ?" 
said Sancho to the farmer. " Yes, if it please you," answered the 
fellow ; " but pray let him shew the five caps he has made me." 
"With all my heart," cried the tailor; and with that, pulling 
his hand from under his cloak, he held up five Httle tiny caps, 
hanging upon his four fingers and thumb, as upon so many pins. 
•^* There," quoth he, " you see the five caps this good gaffer asks 
for ; and, on my conscience, I have not wronged him of the least 
shred of his cloth; and let any workman be judge." The sight 
of the caps, and the oddness of the cause, set the whole court 
a-laughin^. Only Sancho sat eravely considering a while ; and 
then, " Methinks," said he, " this suit may be decided without 
any more ado, with a great deal of equity ; and therefore^ the 

pf2 
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judgment of the court is, that the tailor shall lose his making, 
and the countryman his cloth, and that the caps be given to the 
poor prisoners ; and so let there be an end of the business." 

If this sentence provoked the laughter of the whole court, the 
next no less raised their admiration. For after the governor's 
order was executed, two old men appeared before him ; one of 
them with a large cane in his hand, which he used as a staff." 
" My lord," said the other, who had none, " some time ago, I 
lent this man ten gold crowns, to do him a kindness, which money 
he was to repav me on demand. I did not ask him for it again 
for a good while, lest it should prove inconvenient. However, 
perceiving that he took no care to pay me, I have asked him for 
my due ; nay, I have been forced to dun him hard for it. But 
still, he did not only refuse to pay me again, but denied he owed 
me any thing, and said that * if I lent him so much money, he 
certainly returned it.' Now, because I have no witnesses of the 
loan, nor he of the pretended payment, I beseech your lordship 
to put him to his oath ; and if he will swear he has paid me, 
I will freely forgive him before God and the world." ** What 
say you to this, old gentleman with the staff?" asked Sancho. 
" Sir," answered the old man, " I own he lent me the gold ; and 
since he requires my oath, I beg you will be pleased to hold down 
your rod of justice, that I may swear upon it how I have honestly 
and truly returned him his money." Thereupon the governor 
held down his rod ; and in the mean time the defendant gave his 
cane to the plaintiff to hold, as if it hindered him while he was to 
make a cross and swear over the judge's rod. This done, he de- 
clared it was true the other had lent him ten crowns, but that he 
had really returned him the same sum into his own hands. The 
great governor, hearing this, asked the creditor what he had to 
reply. He made answer that, since his adversary had sworn it, 
he was satisfied ; for he believed him to be a better Christian than 
offer to forswear himself, and that perhaps he had forgotten he 
had been repaid. Then the defendant took his cane again, and 
having made a low obeisance to the judge, was immediately leav- 
ing the court ; which when Sancho perceived, reflecting on the 
Easaage of the cane, and admiring the creditor's patience, after 
e had thought a while he suddenly ordered the old man with 
the staff to be called back. " Honest man," said Sancho, "let 
me look at that cane a little ; I have a use for it." " With all 
my heart, sir," answered the other ; " here it is ;" and with that 
he gave it him. Sancho took it, and giving it to the other old 
man, "There," said he, "go your ways, and Heaven be with 
you, for now you are paid." " How so, my lord?" cried the oM 
man ; " do you judge this cane to be worth ten gold crowns t** 
" Certainly," said the governor, " or else I am the greatest dunce 
in the world. And now you shall see whether I have not a head- 
piece fit to govern a whole kingdom^ upon a shift." This said, 
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he ordered the cane to be broken in open court ; which was no 
sooner done, than out dropped the ten crowns. All the specta- 
tors were amazed, and began to look on their governor as a second 
Solomon. They asked him how he could conjecture that the ten 
crowns were in the cane. He told them that he had observed 
how the defendant gave it to the plaintiff to hold while he took 
his oath, and then swore he had truly returned him the money 
into his own hands, after which he took his cane again from the 
plaintiff: this considered, it came into his head that the money 
was lodged within the reed. From whence may be learned, that 
though sometimes those that govern are destitute of sense, yet it 
often pleases God to direct them in their judgment. The two old 
men went away, the one to his satisfaction, the other with shame 
and disgrace ; and the beholders were astonished ; insomuch thai 
the person who was commissioned to register Sancho's words and 
actions, and observe his behaviour, was not able to determine 
whether he should not give him the character of a wise man, in- 
stead of that of a fool, which he had been thought to deserve. 

And now, let us leave honest Sancho here for a while for his 
master, who requires our attendance, Altisidora's serenade having 
strangely discomposed his mind. 



CHAPTER LXXVI. 

Of a dreadful alarm which Don Q^ixote experienced. 

We left the great Don Quixote profoundly buried in the thoughts 
into which Altisidora's serenade had plunged him. At the return 
of light, our knight, more early than the sun, forsook his downy 
bed, put on his chamois apparel, and, drawing on his walking- 
boots, concealed in one of them the disaster of his hose. He 
threw his scarlet cloak over his shoulder, and clapped on his 
valiant head his cap of green velvet edged with silver lace. Over 
his right shoulder he hung his belt, the sustainer of his trusty 
executing sword. About his wrist he wore the rosary, which he 
always carried about him ; and thus accoutred, with a great deal 
of state and majesty, he moved towards the antechamber, where 
the duke and duchess were ready dressed, and expecting his com- 
ing. As he went through a gallery, he met Altisidora and her 
companion, who waited for him in the passage ; and no sooner 
did Altisidora espy him, than she dissembled a swooning fit, and 
immediately dropped into the arms of her Mend. Which Don 
Quixote perceiving, he approached, and, turning to the damsel, 
" I know the meaning of all this," said he, *' and whence these 
accidents proceed." ** You know more than I do," answered the 
assisting damsel ; ^^ but this I am sure of, that hitherto there is 
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not a damsel in this house that has enjoyed her health better than 
Altisidora : I never knew her make the least complaint before. 
Pray, my Lord Don Quixote, retire ; for this poor young crea- 
ture will not come to herself while you are by." " Madam," 
answered the knight, " I beg that a lute my be left in my cham* 
ber this evening, that I may assuage this lady's grief as well as 
I can ; for in the beginning of an anair of this kind, a speedy dis- 
covery of aversion or pre-engagement is the most effectual cure.** 
This said, he left them, that he might not be found alone with 
them by those that might happen to go by. He was scarce gone 
when Altisidora's fit was over ; and, turning, to her companion, 
" Bv all means," said she, " let him have a lute ; for without 
doubt the knight has a mind to give us some music, and we shall 
have sport enough." Then they went and acquainted the duchess 
with their proceeding, and Don Quixote's desiring a lute ; where- 
upon she plotted with the duke and her woman anew contrivance, 
to have a little harmless sport with the knight. 

At eleven o'^clock Don Quixote retired to his apartment, and 
finding a lute there, he tuned it, opened the window, and, per- 
ceiving there was somebody walking in the garden, he ran over 
the stnngs of the instrument ; and having tuned it again as nicely 
as he could, he coughed and cleared his throat ; and then, with a 
voice somewhat hoarse, yet not unmusical, he sang the following 
song, which he had composed himself that very day : 

Love, a strong designing foe. 

Careless hearts with ease deceives ; 
Can thy breast resist his blow, 

Which your sloth unguarded leaves ? 

If you're idle, youVe destroyed, 

All his art on you he tries ; 
But be watchful and employed, 

Straight the baffled tempter flies. 

Maids for modest grace admired. 

If they would their fortunes raise, 
Must in silence live retired : 

'Tis their virtue speaks their praise. 

The divine Tobosan fair, 

Dulcinea, claims me whole ; 
Nothing can her image tear ; 

'Tis one substance with my soul. 

Then let fortune sndle or frown, 

Nothing shall my faith remove ; 
Constant truth, the lover's crown, 

Can work miracles in love. 
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No sooner had Don Quixote made an end of his son^, to 
which the duke, duchess, Altisidora, and almost all the people in 
the castle listened all the while, than on a sudden, from an open 
gallery over the knight's window, they let down a rope, with at 
least a hundred little tinkling bells hanging about it. After that 
came down a great number of cats, poured out of a huge sack, 
all of them with smaller bells tied to their tails. The jangling of 
the bells, and the squalling of the cats, made such a dismal noise, 
that the very contrivers of the jest themselves were scared for 
the present, and Don Quixote was strangely surprised and quite 
dismayed. At the same time, as ill-luck would have it, two or 
three frighted cats leaped in through the bars of his chamber- 
window, and running up and down the room like so many evil 
spirits, one would have thought a whole legion of demons had 
been flying about the chamber. They put out the candles that 
stood lighted there, and endeavoured to get out. Meanwhile, 
the rope with the bigger bells about it was pulled up and down, 
and those who knew nothing of the contrivance were greatly sur- 
prised. At last, Don Quixote, recovering from his astonishment, 
drew his sword, and fenced and laid about him at the window, 
crying aloud, " Avaunt, ye wicked enchanters ! hence, infernal 
scoundrels! I am Don Quixote de la Mancha, and all your 
cursed devices cannot work ' their ends against me.*' And then, 
running after the cats, he began to thrust and cut at them furi- 
ously, while they strove to get out. At last they made their 
escape at the window — all but one of them ; who, finding himself 
hard put to it, flew in his face, and, laying hold on his nose with 
his claws and teeth, put him to such pain that the knight began 
to cry out as loud as he could. Thereupon, the duke and the 
duchess, imagining the cause of his outcry, ran to his assistance 
immediately ; and having opened the door of his chamber with 
a master-key, found the poor knight struggling hard with the 
cat, that would not quit its hold. By the light of the candles 
which they had with them, they saw the unequal combat. The 
duke offered to interpose and take off the animal, but Don 
Quixote would not permit him. " Let nobody touch him,'' cried 
he ; <' let me alone hand to hand with this sorcerer, this necro- 
mancer ; I'll make him know what it is to deal with Don Quixote 
de la Mancha !" But the cat, not minding his threats, growled 
on, and still held fast ; till at length the duke got its claws un- 
hooked, and flung him out at the window. Don Quixote's face 
was hideously scratched, and his nose in no very good condition. 
Yet nothing vexed him so much as that they had rescued out of 
his hands the villanous necromancer. Immediately some oint- 
ment was sent for, and Altisidora herself applied some plasters 
to his sores, whispering in his ear at the same time, "Cruel, 
hard-hearted knight," said she, " all these disasters are befallen 
thee as a just punishment for thy obdurate stubbornness and di&.. 
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dain. May thy sqaire Sancho forget to whip himself, that thy 
darling Diucinea may never be delivered from her enchantment, 
at least so long as I^ thy neglected adorer, live !" Don Quixote 
made no answer at all to uib ; only he heaved up a profound 
sigh, and then went to take his repose, after he had returned the 
duke and duchess thanks, not so much for their assistance against 
that rascally crew of jangling enchanters — for he defied them all 
— but for their kindness and good intent. Then the duke and 
duchess left him, not a little troubled at the miscarriage of their 
jest, which they did not think would have proved so ratal to the 
knight as to oblige him, as it did, to keep his chamber some days; 
dunng which time there happened to him another adventure, 
more pleasant than the last ; which, however, cannot be now re- 
lated ; for the historian must return to Sancho Panza, who was 
very busy, and no less pleasant, in his government. 



CHAPTER LXXVII. 

Which gives a further account of Sancho Panzd's behaviour in his 
government. 

The history informs us that Sancho was conducted from the court 
of justice to a sumptuous palace, where, in a spacious room, he 
found the cloth laid, and a magnificent entertainment prepared. 
As soon as he entered, the wind-music played, and four pages 
waited on him with water for washing his hands, which he did 
with a great deal of gravity. The instruments ceasing, Sancho 
sat down at the upper end of the table ; for there was no seat but 
there, and the cloth was only laid for one. A certain personage, 
who afterwards appeared to be a physician, came and stood at his 
elbow, with a whalebone wand in his hand. Then they took off 
a curious white cloth that lay over the dishes on the table, and 
discovered a great variety of fruit and other eatables. One that 
looked like a student said grace ; a page put a laced cloth under 
Sancho's chin ; and another set a dish of fruit before him. But 
he had hardly put one bit into his mouth before the physician 
touched the dish with his wand, and then it was taken away by a 
page in an instant. Immediately another, with meat, was put 
m the place ; but Sancho no sooner ofiered to taste it than the 
doctor, with the wand, conjured it away as fast as the fruit 
Sancho was amazed at this sudden removal, and, looking about 
him on the company, asked them, " Whether the dinner was only 
to shew off their sleight of hand." '* My Lord Governor,*' an- 
swered the physician, " you are to eat here no otherwise than 
according to the use and custom of other islands where there are 
governors. I am a doctor of physic, my lord, and have a salary 
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allowed me in this island for taking charge of the governor's 
health, and I am more careful of it than of my own, studying 
night and day his constitution, that I may know what to pre- 
scribe when he falls sick. Now the chief thing I do is, to attend 
him always at his meals, to let him eat what I think convenient 
for him, and to prevent his eating what I imagine to be prejudi- 
cial to his health. Therefore I ordered the fruit to be taken 
away, because it is too cold and moist ; and the other dish, be- 
cause it is as much too hot, and overseasoned with spices, which 
are apt to increase thirst ; and he that drinks much destroys and 
consumes the radical moisture, which is the fuel of life/' *' So, 
then," quoth Sancho, " this dish of roasted partridges here can 
do me no manner of harm." ** Hold," said the physician, "the 
Lord Governor shall not eat of them while I live to prevent it." 
"Why so?" cried Sancho. "Because," answered the doctor, 
" our great master, Hippocrates, the north-star and luminary of 
physic, says, in one of his aphorisms, Omnis saturatio mala, per- 
dicis autem pessima ; that is, ' All repletion is bad, but that of par- 
tridges is worst of all.' " " If it be so," said Sancho, " let Mr. 
Doctor see which of all these dishes on the table will do me the 
most good and least harm, and let me eat of that, without having 
it whisked away with his wand. For, by my hopes, and the plea- 
sures of government, as I live I am ready to die with hunger ; 
and, not to allow me to eat my victuals (let Mr. Doctor say what 
he will) is the way to shorten my life, and not to lengthen it." 
" Very true, my lord," replied the physician ; " however, I am 
of opinion you ought not to eat of these rabbits ; nor would I have 
you taste that veal. Indeed, if it were neither roasted nor pickled, 
something might be said ; but as it is, it must not be." " WeU, 
then," said Sancho, "what think you of that huge dish yonder 
that smokes so ? I take it to be an oUa podrida ; and that being a 
hodge-podge of so many sorts of victuals, sure I cannot but light 
upon something there that will be both wholesome and pleasant." 
"-4ft«iV," cried the doctor, "far be such an ill thought from us ; 
no diet in the world yields worse nutriment than those mish- 
mashes do. Simple medicines are generally allowed to be better 
than compounds ; for, in a composition, there may happen a mis- 
take by the unequal proportion of the ingredients j but simples 
are not subject to that accident. Therefore, what I would advise 
at present, as a fit diet for the governor for the preservation and 
support of his health, is a hundred of smsdl wafers, and a few thin 
slices of marmalade, to strengthen his stomach and help diges- 
tion." Sancho hearing this, leaned back upon his chair, and, 
looking earnestly in the doctor's face, very seriously asked him 
what his name was, and where hejiad studied ? " My lord," an- 
swered he, " I am called Doctor Pedro Rezio de Aguero. The 
name of the place where I was bom is Tirteafuera, and lies be- 
tween Caraquel and Almodabtr del Campo^ on the right hand \ 
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Mid I took my decree of doctor in the University of Ossuna.'^ 
** Hark you," said Sancho^ in a mighty chafe, "Mr. Doctor 
Pedro Rezio de Aguero, take yourself away ! Avoid the room 
this moment, or assuredly PIl get me a good cudgel, and, begin- 
ning with your carcass, will so belabour and rib-roast all the 
physic-mongers in the island, that I will not leave therein one of 
the tribe, — of those, I mean, that are ignorant quacks ; — for as for 
learned and wise physicians, I will make much of them, and 
honour them like so many angels. Once more, Pedro Rezio, I 
say, get out of my presence ! Avaunt ! or I will take the chair I 
sit upon, and comb your head with it to some purpose, and let 
me be called to an account about it when I give up my office ; I 
do not care, I will clear myself bjr saying I did the world good 
service, in ridding it of a bad physician, the plague of a common- 
wealth. Let me eat, I say, or let them take their government 
again ; for an office that will not affi)rd a man his victuals is not 
worth two horse-beans." The physician was terrified, seeing the 
governor in such a heat, and would at once have slunk out 
of the room, had not the sound of a post-horn in the street been 
heard that moment ; whereupon the steward, immediately look- 
ing out of the window, turned back and said there was an ex- 
press come from the duke, doubtless with some despatch of 
importance. 

Presently the messenger entered, with haste and concern ia 
his looks, and pulling a packet out of his bosom, delivered it to the 
governor. Sancho gave it to the steward, and ordered him to 
read the direction, which was this : " To Don Sancho Panza, 
governor of the island of Barataria, to be delivered into his own 
hands, or those of his secretary." " Who is my secretary ?" cried 
Sancho. " It is I, my lord," answered one that was standing by; 
*' for I can write and read, and am a Biscayner." "That last 
qualification is enough to make thee set up for secretary to the 
emperor himself," said Sancho. " Open the letter, then, and 
see what it says." The new secretary did so, and having perused 
the despatch hy himself, told the governor that it was a business 
that was to be told only in private. Sancho ordered every one to 
leave the room, except the steward and the carver, and then the 
secretary read what follows. 

" I have received information, my Lord Don Sancho Panza, 
that some of our enemies intend to attack your island with great 
fury one of these nights : you ought, therefore, to be watcnfiil, 
and stand upon your guard, that you may not be found nnpro* 
vided. I have also had intelligence from faithful spies, that there 
are four men got into the tow^ in disguise, to murder you ; yowf 
abilities being regarded as a ereat obstacle to the enemy's de^ 
signs. Look about you, take heed how you admit strangers to 
speak with you, and eat nothing sent you as a present. I wfll 
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take care to send you assistance, if you stand in need of it. And 
in every thing I rely on your prudence. From our castle, the 
16th of August, at four in the morning. 

'* Your friend, 

"The Duke." 

Sancho was astonished at the news, and those that were with 
him were no less concerned. But at last, turning to the steward, 
" I will tell you,'' said he, " what is first to be done in this case, 
and that with all speed. Clap that same Doctor Rezio in a dun- 
geon ; for if any body has a mind to kill me, it must be he, and 
that with a lingering death, the worst of deaths, hunger-starving.'' 
** However," said the carver, " I am of opinion your honour 
ought not to eat any of the things that stand here before you ; for 
they were sent in by some of the convents, and it is a common 
saying, * The devil lurks behind the cross.' " " Which nobody 
can deny," quoth Sancho ; " and therefore let me have, for the 
present, but a luncheon of bread, and some four pounds of raisins ; 
there can be no poison in that ; for, in short, I cannot live with- 
out eating ; and, if we must be in readiness against these battles, 
we had need be well victualled. Meanwhile, secretary, do you 
send my lord duke an answer, and tell him his order shall be ful- 
filled in every part. Remember me kindly to my lady, and be^ 
of her not to forget to send one on purpose with my letter and 
bundle to Teresa Panza, my wife ; which I shall take as a special 
favour, and I will be mindful to serve her to the best of my 
power. And, when your hand is in, you may crowd in my ser- 
vice to my master Don Quixote de la Mancha, that he may see I 
am neither forgetful nor ungrateful. The rest I leave to you ; put 
in what you will, and do your part like a good secretary and a 
staunch Biscayner. Now, take away here, and bring me some- 
thing to eat ; and then you shall see I am able to deal with all the 
spies, wizards, and cut-throat dogs, that dare to meddle with me 
and my island." 

At that time a page entering the room, ^^ My lord," said he, 
" there is a countryman without desires to speak with your lord- 
ship about business of great consequence." " It is a strange 
thing," cried Sancho, "that one must be still plagued with these 
men of business ! Is it possible they should be sucn sots as not to 
understand this is not a time for business ? Do they fancy that 
we governors and distributors of justice are made of iron and 
marble, and have no need of rest and refreshment like other crea- 
tures of fiesh and blood ? If my government does but last, as I 
shrewdly guess it will not, I will ^et some of these men of busi- 
ness laid oy the heels. WeU, for once, let the feUow come in ; 
but first take heed he be not one of the spies or rufiian rogues 
that would murder me.'^ " As for that,'* said tlie page, " I dare 

GO 
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say he had no hand in the plot ; poor soul, he looks as if he could 
not help it ; there is no more harm in him, seemingly, than in a 
piece of good bread." "There is no need to fear/^ said the 
steward, " since we are all here by you." " But, hark you," 
quoth Sancho, "now Doctor Rezio is gone, might not I eat some- 
tning that has some substance in it, though it were but a crust 
and an onion ?'* "At night,'* answered the carver, '^your hon- 
our shall have no cause to complain ; supper shall make amends 
for the want of your dinner." 

Now the countryman came in, and, by his looks, seemed to 
be a good, harmless soul. " Which is my lord governor V quoth 
he. " Who but he that sits in the chair ?" answered the secre- 
tary. " I humble myself to his worship's presence,^' quoth the 
fellow ; and with that, falling on his knees, begged to kiss his 
hand, which Sancho reused, but bid him rise, and tell him what 
he had to say. The countryman then got up: " My lord," said 
he, " I am a husbsmdman of Miguel Turra, a town some two 
leagues from Ciudad-Real." " Here is another Tirteafuera," 
quoth Sancho ; " well, go on, friend, 1 know the place full well; 
it is not far from our town." " If it please you," said the coun- 
tryman, "my business is this: 1 was married, by Heaven's 
mercy, in the face of our holy mother the church, and I have two 
boys that take their learning at the college ; the youngest studies 
to become a bachelor, and the eldest to be a master of arts. I am 
a widower, because my wife is dead ; she died, if it please you, or, 
to speak more truly, she was killed, as one may say, by a doctor. 
Now, sir, I must tell you," continued the farmer, " that that son 
of mine, the bachelor of arts that is to be, fell in love with a 
maiden of our town, Clara Perlerino by name, the daughter of 
Andrew Perlerino, a mighty rich farmer ; and Perlerino is not 
the ri^ht name neither; but, because the whole generation of 
them IS troubled with the palsy, they used to be called, from the 
name of that complaint, Perlaticos, but now they go by that of Per- 
lerino ; and truly it fits the young woman rarely, for she is a pre- 
cious pearl for beauty, especially if you stand on her right side 
and view her : she looks like a flower in the fields. On the left, 
indeed, she does not look altogether so well ; for there she wants 
an eye, which she lost by the small-pox, that has digged many 
pits somewhat deep all over her face ; but those that wish her 
well, say that is nothing, and that those pits are so many graves 
to bury lovers' hearts in. I hope my lord governor will pardon 
me for dwelling thus on the picture, seeing it is merely out of my 
hearty love and affection lor the girl." " Prithee, go on as 
long as thou wilt," said Sancho ; " I am mightily taken with thy 
discourse ; and, if I had but dined, I would not desire a better 
dessert." " Alas, sir, all I have said is nothing ; could I set before 
your eyes her pretty carriage, and her shape, you would admire. 
!But that is not to be done." 
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" So far 80 good," said Sancho ; " but let us suppose you have 
drawn her from head to foot ; what is it you would be at now ? 
Come to the point, friend, without so many windings and turn- 
ings, and going round about the bush." " Sir," said the farmer, 
" I would desire your honour to do me the kindness to give me a 
letter of accommodation to the father of my daughter-in-law, be- 
seeching him to be pleased to let the marriage be fulfilled, seeing 
we are not unlike neitiier in estate nor bodily concerns ; for to 
tell you the truth, my lord governor, my son is bewitched ; and 
having once had the ill-luck to fall into the fire, the skin of his 
face is shrivelled up like a piece of parchment, and his eyes 
are somewhat sore and full of rheum. But, when all is said, he 
has the temper of an angel ; and were he not apt to thump and 
belabour himself now and then in his fits, you would take him to 
be a saint." 

" Have you any thing else to ask, honest man?" said Sancho. 
" Only one thing more," quoth the farmer ; " but I am some- 
what afraid to speak it ; yet I cannot find in my heart to let it 
rot within me ; and, therefore, I must out with it. I would de- 
sire your worship to bestow on me some three hundred or six 
hundred ducats towards my bachelor's portion, only to help him 
to begin the world and furnish him a house ; for, m short, they 
would live by themselves, without being subject to the imperti- 
nencies of a father-in-law." " Well," said Sancho, "see if you 
would have any thing else ; if you would, do not let fear or bash- 
fulness be your hindrance. Out with it, man." " No, truly," 
quoth the farmer ; and he had scarcely spoken the words when 
tlie governor, starting up, and laying hold of the chair he sat on, 
" You brazen-faced impudent country booby!" cried he, "get out 
of my presence this moment, or I will crack your jolter-head 
with this chair! You vagabond, dost thou come at this time of 
day to ask me for six hundred ducats ? Where should I have 
them, clod-pate ? And if I had them, why should I give them 
thee ? What care I for Miguel Turra, or all the generation of the 
Perlerinos ? Avoid the room, I say, or I'll be as good as my 
word. It is not a day and a half that I have been ffovemor, and 
thou wouldst have me possess six hundred ducats already !" ' 

The steward made signs to the farmer to withdraw, and he 
went out accordingly hanging down his head, and to all appear- 
ance very much afraid lest the governor should make good his 
angry threats ; for the cunning knave knew very well how to act 
his part. But let us leave Sancho in his angry mood ; and let 
there be peace and quietness, while we return to Don Quixote, 
whom we left with his face covered over with plasters, the 
scratches which he had got having obliged him to no less than 
eight days' retirement ; during wnich time there happened that 
which we promise to relate with the same punctuality and vera- 
city with which all the particulars of this history are detailed* 



340 DON QTTIZOTB. 



CHAPTER LXXVIII. 

WhcU happened to Don Quixote with Dorma Rodriffuez ; tu also other 
passages worthy to be recorded, 

Don Quixotb, thus unhappily hurt, was extremely discontented 
and melancholy. He was some days without appearing in public ; 
and one night, when he was thus confined to his apartment, as he 
lay awake reflecting on his misfortunes and Altisid era's impor- 
tunities, he perceived somebody was opening his chamber-door 
with a key, and presently imagined that the damsel herself was 
coming. " No,*' said he, loud enough to be heard, " the greatest 
beauty in the universe shall never remove the dear idea of the 
charming fair that is engraved and stamped in the very centre of 
my heart, and the most secret recesses of my breast. No, thoa 
only mistress of my soul, whether transformed into a country girl, 
or into one of the nymphs of the golden Ta^s, that weave silk 
and gold in the loom ; whether Merlin or Montesinos detained 
thee where they pleased, be where thou wilt, thou still art mine; 
and wherever I shall be, I must and will be thine.'' Just as he 
ended his speech, the door opened. He fixed his eyes on it, and 
when he expected to have seen the doleful Altisidora, he beheld a 
most reverend matron approaching in a white veil, so long that it 
covered her from head to foot. Betwixt her left-hand fingers she 
carried half a candle lighted, and held her right before her face 
to keep the blaze of the taper from her eyes, which were hidden 
by a huge pair of spectacles. All the way she trod very softly, 
and moved at a very slow pace. Don Quixote watched her 
motions, and observing her garb and silence, took her for some 
enchantress that came in that dress to practise her wicked sor- 
ceries upon him, and began to make the si^n of the cross as fast 
as he could. The vision advanced all the while ; and being got to 
the middle of the chamber, lifted up its eyes and saw Don Quix- 
ote thus making a thousand crosses on his breast. But if he wss 
astonished at the sight of such a figure, she was no less afiTrighted 
at his ; so that, as soon as she spied him, so lank, bepatched and 
mu£3ed up, "Bless me," cried she, "what is this!" With the 
sudden fnght she dropped the candle, and now, being in the dark, 
as she was running out, the length of her dress made her stumble, 
and down she fellln the middle of the chamber. Don Quixote 
at the same time was in great anxiety. " Phantom," cried he, 
" or whatsoever thou art, I conjure thee to tell me who thou art, 
and what thou requirest of me ?" The old woman, hearing her- 
self thus conjured, judged Don Quixote's fears by her own, and 
therefore, with a low and doleful voice, " My Lord Don Quix- 
ote," said she, " if you are he, I am neither a phantom nor a 
ghost, but Donna Rodriguez, my lady duchess's matron of ho- 
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nour, who come to you about a certain grievance of the nature of 
those which you use to redress." ** Tell me, Donna Rodriguez," 
said Don Quixote, ^' are not you come to manage some love in- 
trigue ? If you are, take it from me, you will lose your labour : 
it is all in vain, thanks to the peerless beauty of my Lady Dul- 
cinea del Toboso. In a word, madam, provided you come not on 
some such embassy, you may go light your candle and return, and 
we will talk of any thing you please." "I have come with no such 
purpose," said the duenna. *' But stay a little, I will ^o light 
my candle, and then I will tell you my misfortunes ; for it is you 
that sets to right every thing in the world." This said, away she 
went, without stopping for an answer. 

Donna Rodriguez, having returned, sat down in a chair at some 
distance, without taking on her s]3ectacles, or setting down the 
candle. After they had both remained some minutes in silence, 
the first that broke it was the knight. '^ Now, madam," said he, 
" you may freely unburden your heart, sure of attention to your 
complaints and assistance in your distress." *' I believe as much," 
said the matron, ^' and promised myself no less charitable an an- 
swer from a person of so graceful and pleasing a presence. The 
case, then, is, noble sir, that though you see me sitting in this chair, 
in the middle of Arragon, in the habit of an insignificant unhappy 
duenna, I am of Asturias de Oviedo, and one of the best families 
in that province. But my hard fortune, and the neglect of my 
parents, brought me to Madrid, where, because they could do no 
better, they placed me with a court lady to be her chambermaid. 
And, though I say it, for all manner of plain work I was never 
outdone by any one in all my life. My father and mother left 
me at service, and returned home ; and some few years after they 
both died, and went to heaven, I hope ; for they were very good 
and religious Catholics. Then was I left an orphan, and wholly 
reduced to the sorrowful condition of such court-servants, wretched 
wages, and a slender allowance. About the same time the gentle- 
man-usher feu in love with me before I dreamt of any such thing. 
He was somewhat stricken in years, had a fine beard, was a per- 
sonable man, and, what is more, as ^ood a gentleman as the king ; 
for he was of the mountains. We (Ed not carry matters so close 
but it came to my lady's ear; and so, without more ado, she 
caused us to be married in the &ce of our holy mother the Catho- 
lic church, from which marriage sprung a daughter, who made an 
end of my good fortune, if I had any. When she came to be six- 
teen years of age, who should happen to fall in love with her but 
a rich farmer's son, that lives in one of my lord duke's villages 
not far off; he courted her, gained her consent, and was under 
promise of marriage to her ; but he now refuses to make his word 
good. The duke is no stranger to the business, for I have made 
complaint to him about it many and many times, and begged of 
him to enjoin the young man to wed my daughter ; but he turns 

og2 



842 OOV QUIXOTB. 

his deaf ear to me, and cannot endure I shoold speak to him of 
it, because tiie vouotf knave's father is rich, and lends the duke 
money, ana is bound for him upon all occasions, so that he would 
by no means disoblige him. 

" Therefore, sir, I apply myself to your worship, and beseech 
you to see my daughter righted, either by entreaties or by force, 
seeing every body says you were sent into the world to redress 
grievances and assist those in arlversity. Be pleased to cast an 
eye of pity on my daughter's orphan state, her beauty, her youth, 
and all her other good parts ; for, on my conscience, of all the 
damsels my lady has, there is not one can come up to her by a 
mile ; no, not she that is cried up as the finest of them all, whom 
they call Altisidora : I am sure she is not to be named the same 
day ; for, let me tell you, sir, all is not gold that glisters. This 
same Altisidora, after all, is a hoity-toity, that has more vanity 
than beauty, and less modesty than confidence/' 

Scarce had this passed, when the chamber-door flew open, 
which so startled Donna Rodriguez, that she let fall her candle, 
and the room remained as dark as a wolf's mouth, as the saying 
is ; and presently the poor duenna felt somebody hold her by the 
throat, and squeeze it so hard, that it was not in her power to 
cry out; and another beat her so unmercifully that it would 
have moved any one but those that did it to pity. Don QuLc- 
ote was not without compassion, yet he lay silent, not knowing 
what the meaning of this bustle might be, and fearing lest the 
tempest that poured on the poor matron might also light upon 
himself; and not without reason ; for indeed, after the mute exe- 
cutioners had well beat the old gentlewoman (who durst not cry 
out), they came to Don Quixote, and pinched him so hard and so 
long, that in his own defence he could not forbear laying about 
him with his fists as well as he could, till at last, after the scuffle 
had lasted about half an hour, the invisible phantoms vanished. 
Donna Rodri^ez, lamenting her hard fortune, left the room 
without speaking a word to the knight. As for him, he remained 
where he was, sadly pinched and tired, and very moody and 
thoughtful, not knowing who this wicked enchanter could be 
that had used him in that manner. But now let us leave him, 
and return to Sancho Panza, who calls upon us, as the order of 
our history requires. 



CHAPTER LXXIX. 

What happened to Sancho Panza as he went the rounds in his island, 

Wb left our mighty governor much out of humour with that 
saucy knave of a countryman, who, according to the instruction^ 
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he had received from the steward, and the steward from the 
duke, had bantered' his worship with bis impertinence. Yet, as 
much a dunce and fool as he was, he made his party ffood against 
them all. At last, addressing himself to those about him, among 
whom was Dr. Pedro Rezio, who had ventured into the room 
again : " Now," said he, ** do I find in good earnest that judges 
and governors must be made of brass, that they may be proof 
against the importunities of those that pretend business ; who, at 
all hours and at all seasons, would be heard and despatched, with- 
out any regard to any body but themselves. Now if a poor jud^ 
does not hear and despatcn them presently, either because he is 
otherwise busy and cannot, or because they do not come at a 
proper season, then do they grumble, and give him their blessing 
backwards, rake up the ashes of his forefathers, and would gnaw 
his very bones. But with your leave, good Mr. Busybody, with 
all your business, you are too hasty ; pray have a little patience, 
and wait a fit time to make your application. Do not come at 
dinner-time, or when a man is going to sleep ; for we judges are 
flesh and blood, and must allow nature what she naturally re- 
Quires ; unless it be poor I, who am not to allow mine any food ; 
thanks to my friend Mr. Dr. Pedro Eezio Tirteafuera, here pre- 
sent, who is for starving me to death, and then vows it is for the 
preservation of my life." 

All that knew Sancho wondered to hear him talk so sensibly, 
and began to think that offices and places of trust inspired some 
men with understanding, as they stupified and confounded others. 
However, Dr. Pedro promised him he should sup that night, 
though he trespassed against all the rules of Hippocrates. This 
pacified the governor, and made him wait with a mighty impa- 
tience for the evening. To his thinking, the hour was so long 
coming that he fancied time stood still ; but yet at last the 
wisbed-for moment caijne, and they served him up some minced 
beef with onions, and some calves-feet, somewhat stale. The 
hungry governor presently fell to with more eagerness and ap- 
petite than if they had given him Roman pheasants or Lavaios 
geese. And after he had pretty well taken off the sharp edfge 
of his stomach, turning to the physician, ** Look you," quoth he, 
"Mr. Doctor, hereafter never trouble yourself to get me dainties 
or tit-bits to humour my stomach ; that would but take it quite 
off the hinges, by reason it has been used to nothing but good 
beef, bacon, pork, ^ats-flesh, turnips, and onions ; and if you 
ply me with your kick-shaws^ your nice courtiers' fare, it will 
but make my stomach squeamish and untoward, and I should per- 
fectly loathe them one time or another. However, I shall not 
take it amiss, if Master Sewer will now and then get me one of 
those olla podridas (and the stronger they are the better), where all 
sorts of good things are stewed, and, as it were, lost in one an- 
other 'j and I shall remember him, and make him amends one of 
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these days. But let nobody put tricks upon travellers, and make 
a fool of me ; for either we are or we are not. Let us be merry 
and wise ; ^en God sends his light, he sends it to all. I will 
govern this island fair and square, without underhand dealings 
or taking of bribes ; but take notice, I will not bate an inch of 
my right ; and therefore let every one carry an even hand, and 
mind their hits, or else I would have them to know there are rods 
in pickle for them. They that ur^e me too far shall rue for it : 
make yourself honey, and the flies \ml eat you.'' " Indeed, my lord 
governor," said the steward, " your lordship is much in the right 
m all you have said ; and I dare engage for the inhabitants oi 
this island, that they will obey and observe your commands with 
diligence, love, ana punctuality ; for your gentle way of govern- 
ing, in the beginning of your administration, does not give them 
the least opportunity to act or to desi^ any thin^ to your lord- 
ship's disadvantage.'' ^^ I believe as much," answered Sancho, ''and 
they woidd be silly wretches, should they offer to do or think 
otherwise. Let me tell you too, it is my pleasure you take care 
of me and my Dapple, that we may both have our food as we 
ought, which is the most material business. Next let us think of 
going the rounds, when it is time for me to do so ; for I intend 
to clear this island of all filth and rubbish, of all rogues and 
vagrants, idle fellows, and sturdy beggars. For I would have 
you to know, my good friends, that your slothful, laay, lewd 
people in a commonweath, are like drones in a bee-hive, that 
waste and devour the honey which the labouring bees gather. I de- 
sign to encourage the husbandmen, preserve the privileges of the 
gentry, reward virtuous persons; and, above all things, reverence 
religion, and have regard to the honour of religious men. What 
think you of this, my good friends ? Do I taSk to the purpose, 
or do I talk idly?" "You speak so well, my lord governor," 
answered the steward, " that I stand in admiration to hear you 
utter so many notable things, and in every word a sentence ; fer 
from what they who have sent you hither, and they who are here 
present, ever expected from your understanding. But every day 
produces some new wonder ; jests are turned into earnest, and 
those who designed to laugh at others happen to be laughed at 
themselves." 

It being now night, and the governor having supped, he 
prepared to walk the rounds; and set forward, attended by the 
steward, the secretary, the gentleman-waiter, the historiographer 
(who was to register his acts), several sergeants, and other limbs 
of the law ; so many in number that they made a little battidion, 
in the middle of which the great Sancho marched with his rod 
of justice in his hand, in a notable manner. They had not walked 
far before they heard the clashing of swords, which made them 
hasten to the place whence the noise came. Being come thither, 
they found only two men fighting, who gave over on perceiving 



CH. LXXIX.] DON QUIXOTE. 346 

the officers. " What," cried one of them at the same time, "do they 
suffer folks to be robbed in the town, in defiance of Heaven and 
the king ; do they let men be stripped in the middle of the 
street?" "Hold, honest man," saia Sancho; "have a little 
patience, and let me know the occasion of this fray, for I am the 
governor." " My lord," said the other party, " I will tell you 
m a few words. Your lordship must know that this gentleman, 
just now, at a gamins-ordinary over the way, won above a thousand 
reals ; I stood by all the while, and save judgment for him in 
more than one doubtful cast, though I could not well tell how to 
do it in conscience. He carried off his winnings ; and when I 
expected he would have g[iven me a crown gratuity, up he ^ot, 
and went away without pyin^ me any thing. I ran after him, 
not very well pleased with his proceeding, yet very civilly de- 
sired him to consider I was his friend ; that he knew me to be a 
gentleman, though fallen to decay, that had nothing to live upon, 
my friends having brought me up to no employment ; and there- 
fore I entreated nim to be so kind as to give me ei^ht reals ; 
but the stingy soul would give me but four sneakmg reals. 
And now, my lord, you may see how little shame and conscience 
there is in him. But had not your lordship come just in the nick, 
I would have made him disgorge his winnings, and taught him 
the difference between a rook and a jackdaw." "What say you 
to this ?" cried Sancho to the other. The other made answer, 
^^ That he could not deny what his antagonist had said, that he 
would give him but four reals, because he had given him money 
several times before ; and they who expect benevolence should 
be mannerly, and be thankful for what is given them, without 
haggling with those that have won, unless they know them to be 
common cheats, and the money not won fairly ; and that to shew 
he was a fair gamester, and no sharper, as the other said, there 
needed no better proof than his refusal to give him any thing, 
since the sharpers are alwavs in fee with these bully-rocks, who 
know them, and wink at their cheats." "That is true," said 
the steward. " Now what would your lordship have us to do 
with these men ?" " I will tell you," said Sancho : " first, you 
that are the winner, whether by fair play or by foul, give your bully- 
back here a hundred reals immediately, and thirty more for the 
poor prisoners ; and you that have nothing to live on, and were 
brought up to no employment, and go sharping up and down 
from place to place, pray take your hundred reals, and be sure 
by to-morrow to go out of this island, and not to set foot in it 
again these ten years and a day, unless you have a mind to make 
an end of your banishment in another world ; for if I find you 
here, I will make you swing on a gibbet, with the help of the 
hangman. Away, and let no body offer to reply, or I will lay 
him by the heels." Thereupon the one disbursed, and the other 
received; the first went home, and the last went out of the island; 
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and then the governor, going on, ^* Either I shall want of my 
will,'* said he, " or I wiB put down these disorderly gaming- 
houses; for I have a fancy they are highly prejudicial/' One 
of the officers now came holding a youth, and having brought 
him before the governor, " If it please your worship," said he, 
" this young man was comine towards us, but as soon as he per- 
ceived it was the rounds, he sneered off, and set a-running as fast 
as his legs would carry him — a sign he is no better than he should 
be." " What made you run away, friend ?" said Sancho. ** Sir," 
answered the young man, *4t was only to avoid the questioiu 
one is commonly teased with by the watch." " What business 
do you follow?" asked Sancho. ^< I am a weaver by trade," an- 
swered the other. "A weaver of what?" asked the eovemor. 
" Of steel-heads for lances, with your worship's good leave/' 
said the other. ** Oh, oh," cried Sancho, "you are a wag I find, 
and pretend to pass your jests upon us. Very well. And pray 
whither are you going at this time of night ?" " To take the air, 
if it like your worship," answered the other. " Good," said San- 
cho ; " and where do they take the air in this island?" " Where 
it blows," said the youth. " A very proper answer," cried San- 
cho. " You are a very pretty impudent fellow, that is the truth 
of it. But pray make account that I am the air, or the wind, 
which you please, and that I will blow you to the round-house. 
Here, take him and carry him away thither directly ; I will take 
care the youngster shall sleep out of the air to-night ; he might 
catch cold else by lying abroad." " You shall as soon make me a 
king," said the young man, " as make me sleep out of the air 
to-night." " Why, you young slip-string," said Sancho, " is it 
not in my power to commit thee to prison, and fetch thee oat 
again as often as it is my will and pleasure?" "For all your 
power," answered the fellow, " you shall not make me sleep in 
prison." "Say you so!" cried Sancho; "here, away with him 
to prison, and let him see to his cost who is mistaken, he or I ; 
and, lest the jailor should be greased in the fist to let him out, I 
will fine him in two thousand ducats if he let thee stir a foot out 
of prison." " All that is a jest," said the other ; " for I defy all 
mankind to make me sleep this night in a prison." " Hast thou 
some angel," said Sancho, "to take off the irons which I will 
have thee clapped in, and get thee out ?" " Well now, my good 
lord governor," said the young man very pleasantly, "let us 
talk reason, and come to the point. Suppose your lordship should 
send me to jail, and get me laid by the heels in the dungeon, 
shackled and manacled, and lay a heavy penalty on the jailor in 
case he let me out ; and suppose your orders be strictly obeyed ; 
yet for all that, if I have no mind to sleep, but will keep awake 
all night, without so much as shutting my eyes, pray can you, 
with all the power you have, make me sleep whether I will or 
no ?" " No certainly," said the secretary ; " and the young man 
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has made out his meaning," " Well," said Sancho, " but I hope 
you mean to keep yourself awake, and only forbear sleeping to 
please your own fancy, and not to thwart my will V " I mean 
nothing else indeed, my lord," said the lad. "Why then, go 
home and sleep," quoth sancho, " and Heayen send thee good rest ; 
I will not be thy hindrance. But have a care another time of 
sporting with justice ; for you may meet with some in office that 
may chance to break your head, while you are breaking your 
jest." The youth went his way, and the governor continued his 
rounds. 

A while after came two of the officers, bringing a person along 
with them. '* My lord governor," said one of them, " we have 
brought here one that is dressed like a man, yet is no man, but 
a woman, and no ugly one neither." Thereupon they lifted up 
to her eyes two or three lanterns, and by their light discovered 
the face of a woman about sixteen years of age, beautiM to ad- 
miration, with her hair put up in a network caul of gold and 
green siUs. Sancho was surprised at her beauty, and asked her 
who she was, whither she was going, and upon what account she 
had put on such a dress. " Sir," said she, casting her eyes on 
the ground with a decent bashfulness, " I cannot tell you before 
so many people what I have so much reason to wish may be kept 
a secret. Only this one thing I do assure you, I am no thief, nor 
evil-minded person, but an unhappy maid, whom the force of 
jealousy has constrained to transgress the laws of decorum." The 
steward hearing this, " My lord governor," said he, ** be pleased 
to order your attendants to retire, that the gentlewoman may 
more freely tell her mind." The governor did accordingly: and 
all the company removed to a distance, except the steward, the 
gentleman-waiter, and the secretary ; and then the young lady 
thus proceeded : 

" 1 am the daughter of Pedro Perez Mazorca, farmer of the 
wool in this town, who comes very often to my father's house." 
" This will hardly pass, madam," said the steward ; " for I know 
Pedro Perez very well, and he has neither son nor daughter ; be- 
sides, you tell us he is your father, and yet that he comes very 
often to your father's house." " I observed as much," said San- 
cho. " Indeed, gentlemen," said she, " I am now so troubled in 
mind, that I know not what I say ; but the truth is, I am the 
daughter of Diego de la Liana, wnom I suppose you all know." 
" Now this may pass," said the steward ; " for I know Diego de 
la Liana, who is a very considerable gentleman, has a good estate, 
and a son and a daughter. But since his wife died, nobody in 
this town can say he ever saw that daughter ; for he keeps her 
so close, that he hardly suffers the sun to look on her ; though 
indeed the common report is, that she is an extraordinary 
beauty." " You say very true, sir," replied the young lady ; 
" and I am that very daughter. As for my beauty, if fame has 
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^ven you a wrong character of it, you will now be undeoemd, 
since you have seen my face ;" and with this she burst out into 
tears. The secretary, perceiving this, whispered the gentleman- 
waiter in the ear : ** Sure," said he, '^ some extraordinary matter 
must have happened to this poor young lady, since it could oblige 
one of her quality to come out of doors in tnis disguise." "That 
is without question," answered the other ; " for her tears, too, 
confirm the suspicion." Sancho comforted her with the best rea- 
sons he could think on, and bid her not be afraid, but tell tbem 
what had befallen her. 

" You must know, gentlemen," said she, " that it is now ten 
years that my father has kept me close — ever since my mother 
died. We have a small chapel in the house, where we hear mass; 
and in all that time I have seen nothing but the sun by day, and 
the moon and stars by night; neither do I know what streets, 
squares, market-places, and churches are ; no, nor men, except 
my father, my brother, and that Pedro Perez the wool-farmer, 
whom I at first would have passed upon you for my father. This 
confinement (not being allowed to stir abroad, though but to go 
to church) has made me uneasy this great while, and made me 
long to see the world, or at least the town where I was bom, 
which I thought was no unlawful or unseemly desire. When I 
heard them talk of feasts, prizes, acting of plays, and other public 
sports, I asked my brother, who is a year younger than I, what 
they meant by those things, and a world of others, which I have 
not seen ; and he informed me as well as he could ; but that made 
me but the more eager to be satisfied by my own eyes. In short, 

I begged of my brother — I wish I never had done it '* And 

here she relapsed into tears. The steward perceiving it, ** Come, 
madam," said he, " pray proceed, and make an end of telling us 
what has happened to you ; for your words and your tears keep 
us all in suspense." " I have but few more words to add," an- 
swered she, ** but many more tears to shed ; for they are com- 
monly the fruit of such imprudent desires." 

Thereupon, with broken sobs and half-fetched sighs, ** Sir," 
said she, " all my misfortune is, that I desired my brother to lend 
me some of his clothes, and that he would take me out some night 
or other to see all the town, while our father was asleep. Im- 
portuned by my entreaties, he consented ; and, having lent me 
nis clothes, he put on mine, which fit him as if they had been 
made for him. So this very night, about an hour ago, we got 
out ; and being guided by my father's footboy, and our own un- 
ruly desires, we took a ramble over the whole town $ and as we 
were going home, we perceived a great number of people coming 
our way ; whereupon said my brother, * Sister, this is certainly 
the watch ; follow me, and let us not only run, but fly as fast as 
we can ; for if we should be known, it will be the worse for us.' 
With that, he fell a-running as fast as if he had wings to his feet. 
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I fiBll a-running too; but was so frightened, that I fell down 
before I had gone half-a-dozen steps ; and then a man overtook 
me, and brought me before you and this crowd of people, by 
whom, to my shame, I am taken for an ill creature — a bold, in- 
discreet night-walker." All this was afterwards confirmed by 
her brother, who was now brought by some of the watch, one of 
whom had at last overtaken him, after he had left his sister. He 
had nothing on but a very rich petticoat, and a blue damask 
manteau, with a gold Walloon ; his head without anv ornament 
but his own hair, that hung down in natural curls like so many 
rings of gold. The governor, the steward, and the gentleman- 
waiter took him aside ; and after they had examined nim apart, 
why he fcad put on that dress, he gave the same answer his sister 
had done, and with no less basbfulness and concern ; much to the 
satisfaction of the centleman-waiter, who was much smitten with 
the young lady's charms. 

As for the governor, after he had heard the whole matter, 
" Truly, gentlefolks," said he, " here is a little piece of childish 
folly ; and tO give an account of this wild frolic and slip of youth, 
there needed not all these si^hs and tears, nor those hems, and 
ha's, and long excuses. Could not you, without any more ado, 
have said our names are so and so, and we stole out of our father's 
house for an hour or two, only to ramble about the town, and sa- 
tisfy a little curiosity ; and ther^had been an end of the story, with- 
out all this weeping and wailing V* ' * You say very well," said the 
young damsel ; "but you may imagine that, in the trouble and 
fright I was in, I could not behave myself as I should have done." 
" Well," said Sancho, " there is no harm done ; go along with 
us, and we will see you home to your father's ; perhaps you may 
not yet be missed. But have a care how you gad abroad to see 
&shions another time. Do not be too venturesome ; an honest 
maid should be still at home, as if she had one leg broken. A 
hen and a woman are lost by rambling ; and she that longs to 
see, longs also to be seen. I need say no more." 

The young gentleman thanked the governor for his civility, 
and then went home under his conduct. Being come to the house, 
the young spark threw a little stone against one of the iron-barred 
windows ; and presently a maid-servant, who sat up for them^ 
came down, opened the door, and let him and his sister in. 

The governor, with his company, then continued his rounds^ 
talking all the way as they went of the genteel carriage and 
beauty of ttie brother and sister, and the great desire these poor 
children had to see the world by night. 

As for the gentleman-waiter, he was so passionately in love, 
that he resolved to go the next day and demand her of her father 
in marriage, not doubting but the old gentleman would comply 
with him, as he was one of the duke's principal servants. On the 
other side^ Sancho had a great mind to stnke a match between 
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the young man and his daughter Sanchica ; and he resolved to 
bring it about as soon as possible — believing no man's son could 
think himself too good for a governor's daughter. 



CHAPTER LXXX. 

Which narrates the sticcess of the page that carried Sancho's letter to 
his w\fe. 

The duchess, having a great desire to continue the merriment 
which Don Quixote's extravagances afforded them, the page that 
acted the part of Dulcinea in the wood was despatched away to 
Teresa Panza with a letter from her husband (for Sancho, having 
his head full of his government, had quite forgotten to do it) ; and 
at the same time the duchess sent another Irom herself, with a 
large costly string of coral as a present. 

Now the page was a sharp and ingenious lad ; and being very 
desirous to please his lord and lady, made the best of his way to 
Sancho's village. When he came near the place, he saw a com- 
pany of females washing at a brook, and asked them whether 
they could inform him if there lived not in that town a woman 
whose name was Teresa Panza, wife to one Sancho Panza, squire 
to a knight called Don Quixote de la Mancha? He had no 
sooner asked the question, than a young ^irl that was washing 
among the rest stood up : " Teresa Panza is my mother," quoth 
she ; ^^ that gaffer Sancho is my own father, and that same knight 
our master." "Well, then, damsel," said the page, " pray go 
along with me, and bring me to your mother ; for I have a letter 
and a token here for her from your father." " That I will, with 
all my heart, sir," said the girl, who seemed to be about fourteen 
years of age ; and with that, leaving the clothes she was wash- 
ing to one of her companions, without staying to dress her head 
or put on her shoes, away she sprung before the page's horse, 
barelegged, and with her hair about her ears. " Come along, if 
it please you," quoth she ; " our house is hard by ; it is but just 
as you come into the town ; and my mother is at home, but brim- 
ful of sorrow, poor soul ; for she has not heard from my father, 
I do not know how lon^." " Well," said the page, " I bring her 
tidings that will cheer her heart, I warrant her." At last, what 
with leaping, running, and jumping, the girl being come to the 
house, " Mother, mother," cried she, as loud as she could, before 
she went in, ** come out, mother — come out ; here is a gentleman 
has brought letters from my father !" At that summons, out came 
the mother, spinning a lock of coarse flax, with a russet petticoat 
about her, a waistcoat of the same, and her smock hanging loose 
about it. Take her otherwise, she was none of the oldest, but looked 
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somewhat turned of forty — strong-built, sinewy, hale, rigorous, 
and in good case. '^ What is the matter, girl V* quoth she, seeing 
her daughter with the page; "what gentleman is that?" "A 
servant of your ladyship's, my Lady Teresa Panza," answered 
the page ; and at the same time alighting, and throwing himself 
at her 'feet, "My noble Lady Donna Teresa,'' said he, "permit 
me the honour to kiss your ladyship's hand, as you are the wife 
of my Lord Don Sancho Panza, governor of the island of Bara- 
taria." " Alack-a-day 5"' quoth Teresa, "what do you do ? I 
am none of your court-dames ; but a poor, silly, country body, 
a ploughman's daughter, — the wife, mdeed, of a squire-errant, 
but no governor." " Your ladyship," replied the page, "is the 
most worthy wife of a thrice- worthy governor; and for proof of 
what I say, be pleased to receive this letter and this present." 
With that, he took out of his pocket a string of coral Deads, set 
in gold, and putting it about her neck, " T^is letter," said he, 
" is from his honour the governor; and another that I have for 
you, together with these beads, are from her grace the lady 
duchess, who sends me now to your ladyship." 

Teresa stood amazed, and her daughter was transported. 
" Now," quoth the young baggage, "if our master, Don Quix- 
ote, be not at the bottom of tMs. He has given mj father that 
same government or earldom he has promised him so many 
times.'^ " You say right," answered the page ; " it is for the 
Lord Don Quixote's sake that the Lord Sancho is now governor 
of the island of Barataria." "Good sir," quoth Teresa, "read 
it me, if it like your worship ; for though I can spin, 1 cannot 
read a jot." " Nor I neither," cried Sanchica ; " but do but stay 
a little, and I will go fetch one that shall, either the bachelor 
Sampson Carrasco, or our parson himself, who will come with 
all tneir hearts to hear the news of my father." " You may 
spare yourself the trouble,'* said the page ; "for though I cannot 
spin, yet I can read ; and I will read it to you." With that he 
read the letter, which is now omitted, because it has been inserted 
before. That done, he pulled out another from the duchess, 
which runs as follows : 

" Friend Teresa, 

" Your husband Sancho's good parts, his wit and honesty, 
obliged me to desire the duke, my husband, to bestow on him 
the government of one of his islands. I am informed he is as 
sharp as a hawk in his office, for which I am very glad, as well 
as my lord duke, and return Heaven many thanks that I have 
not been deceived in making choice of him for that preferment ; 
for you must know, Sigfiora Teresa, it is a difficult thing to meet 
with a good governor in this world. 

" I have sent you, my dear friend, a string of coral beads^ set 
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in gold ; I could wish they were oriental pearls for your sake f 
but a small token may not hinder a great one. The time will 
come when we shall be better acquainted; and when we hays 
conversed together, who knows what may come to pass ? 

" I understand you have fine large acorns in your town ; pray 
send me a dozen or two of them ; I shall set a greater value upon 
them as coming from your hands. And pray let me have a good 
long letter, to let me know how you do; and if you have occasion 
for any thing, it is but ask and have. 

" Your loving friend, 

/* The Duchess. 
" From this castle." 

" Ah \" quoth Teresa, when she had heard the letter, " what a 
good lady is this! not a bit of pride in her! Let me be buried 
with such ladies, and not with such proud madams as we have in 
our town ; who, because they are gentlefolks, forsooth, think the 
wind must not blow on them, but come flaunting to church as 
stately as if they were queens. It seems they think it scorn to 
look upon a poor countrywoman. But, la you ! here is a good 
lady, who, though she be a duchess, calls me her friend, and uses 
me as if I were as high as herself. Well, may I see her as high 
as the highest steeple in the whole country ! As for the acorns 
she writes for, I will send her good ladyship a whole peck, and 
such swinging acorns, that every body shall come to admire them 
far and near. And now, Sanchica, see that the gentleman be 
made welcome, and want for nothing. Take care of his horfie. 
Run to the stable ; get some eg^a ; cut some bacon : he shall fare 
like a prince. The rare news he has brought me, and his good 
looks, deserve no less. Meanwhile, I must run and tell my 
neighbours the news. Our good curate, too, shall know it, and 
Mr. Nicholas the barber ; for they have all along been thy father's 
friends." *• Ay, do, mother,'' said the daughter ; " but, hark 
you, you must give me half the beads ; for, I daresay, the great 
lady knows better things than to give them all to you.'' ** It is 
all thy own, child," cried the mother ; " but let me wear it a few 
days about my neck, for thou canst not think how it rejoices the 
very heart of me." " You will rejoice more presently,'' said the 
page, ^' when you see what I have got in my portmanteau ; a fine 
suit of green cloth, which the governor wore but one day a-hunt- 
ing, and has here sent to my Lady Sanchica." 

Presently, away ran Teresa, with the beads about her neck^ 
and the letters in her hand, all the while playing with her fingers 
on the papers, as if they had been a timbrel ; and meeting, by 
chance, the curate and the bachelor Carrasco, she fell a-dancing 
and frisking about. ** Faith and troth," cried she, " we are all 
made now. We have got a little thing called a ' government' 
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And now, let the proudest of them all toss up her nose at me, 
and I will give her as good as she brings. I will make her know 
her distance." " How n«w, Teresa V said the curate ; " what mad 
fit is this ? what papers are these in your hand?" " No mad fit 
at all," answered Teresa ; " but these are letters from duchesses 
and governors, and these beads about my neck are right coral, 
the Ave-marias I mean, and the Paternosters are of beaten gold ; 
and I am a governor's lady, I assure you." " Verily," said the 
curate, ^^ there is no understanding you, Teresa; we do not know 
what you mean." ^* There is what will clear the riddle," quoth 
Teresa ; and with that she gave them the letters. Thereupon, the 
curate having read them aloud, that Sampson Carrasco might . 
also be informed, they both stood and looked on one another, and 
were more at a loss than before. The bachelor asked her who 
brought the letter ? Teresa told them it was a sweet, handsome, 
young man, as fine. as anything; and that he had brought her 
another present worth twice as much. The curate took the string 
of beads from her neck, and finding that it was a thing of value, 
he could not conceive the meaning of all this. ^^ I cannot tell," 
cried he, *^ what to think of this business. I am convinced these 
beads are right coral and gold ; but again, here is a duchess sends 
to beg a dozen or two of acorns." " Crack that nut if you can," 
said Sampson Carrasco. " But come, let us go to see the mes- 
senger, and probably he will clear our doubts." 

Thereupon, going with Teresa, they found the page sifking a 
little com for his horse, and Sanchica cutting a rasher of bacon, 
to be fried with eggs, for his dinner. They both liked the page's 
mien and his garb; and after the usual compliments, Sampson 
desired him to tell them some news of Don Quixote and Sancho 
Panza ; for though they had read a letter from the latter to his 
wife, and another from the duchess, they were no better than 
riddles to them ; nor could they imagine how Sancho should come 
by a government, especially of an island, well knowing that all 
the islands in the Mediterranean, or the greatest part of them, 
were the king's. 

" Gentlemen," answered the page, " it is a certain truth, that 
Sigfior Sancho Panza is a governor, but whether it be of an island 
or not, I do not pretend to determine ; but this I can assure you, 
that he commands in a town that has above a thousand inhabi- 
tants. And as for my lady duchess's sending to a countrywoman 
for a few acorns, that is no such wonder, for she is so free from 
pride, that I have known her send to borrow a comb of one of her 
neighbours. You must know, our ladies of Arragon, though 
they are as noble as those of Castile, do not stand so much upon 
formalities and punctilios, neither do they take so much state 
upon them, but treat people with more familiarity." 

The curate and the bachelor plainly perceived that the page 
spoke jestingly ; but yet the costly string of beads, and the hunt- 
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ing suit, which by this time Teresa had let them 'see, confonnded 
them again. "Then, sir, you assure us still," said Carrasco, 
" that Sancho is really a governor, and that a duchess sends these 
presents and letters upon his account; for though we see the 
things, and read the letters, we can scarce prevail with ourselves 
to believe it, but are apt to run into our friend Don Quixote's 
opinion, and look on all this as the effect of some enchantment ; 
so that I could find in my heart to feel and try whether you 
are merely a visionary messenger or a real creature of flesh and 
blood/' 

" For my part, gentlemen," answered the page, '* all I can 
tell you is, that I am really the messenger I appear to be ; that 
the Lord Sancho Panza is actually a governor ; and that the duke 
and the duchess, to whom I belong, are able to give, and have 
given him that government ; where, I am credibly informed, he 
behaves himself most worthily. Now if there be any enchant- 
ment in the matter, I leave you to examine that ; for I know no 
more of the business.'' " That may be," said the bachelor, ** but 
yet dubitat Augttstinus." " You may doubt if you please," re- 
plied the page, " but I have told you the truth, which will always 
prevail over falsehood, and rise uppermost, as oil does above wa- 
ter. But if you will operibtis credere, et non verbis, let one of you 
go along with me, and you shall see with your eyes, what you 
will not believe by the help of your ears." " I will go with all 
my heart," quoth Sanchica ; " take me up behind ye, sir ; I have 
a great mind to see my father." " The daughters of governors," 
said the page, " must not travel thus unattended, but in coaches 
or litters, and with a handsome train of servants." " Oh," quoth 
Sanchica, " I can go a journey as well on an ass as in one of your 
coaches, I am none of your tender squeamish things, not I." 
" Peace, chicken," quoth the mother, " thou dost not Know what 
thou sayest; the gentleman is in the right: times are altered. 
When it was plain Sancho, it was plain Sanchica ; but now he is 
a governor, thou art a lady : I cannot well tell whether I am 
right or no." " My Lady Teresa says more than she is aware 
of," said the page. ^* But now," continued he, " give me a 
mouthful to eat as soon as you can, for I must go back this after- 
noon." " Be pleased then, sir," said the curate, " to go with 
me, and partake of a slender meal at my house, for my neighbour 
Teresa is more willing than able to entertain so good a guest." 
The page excused himself a while, but at last complied, being 

Eersuaded it would be much for the better ; and the curate, on 
is side, was glad of his company, to have an opportunity to in- 
form himself at large about Don Quixote and his proceedings. 
The bachelor proffered Teresa to write her answers to her letters ; 
but as she looked upon him to be somewhat waggish, she would 
not permit him to be of her counsel; so she gave a roll and a 
couple of eggs to a young acolyte of the church who could write, 
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and he wrote two letters for her, — one to her husband, and the 
other to the duchess, all of her own inditing ; and perhaps not the 
worst in this famous history, as hereafter may be seen. 



CHAPTER LXXXI. 

A continuation of Sancko Panza*s government ; with other entertaining 
passages. 

The morning of that day arose which succeeded the governor's 
round, the remainder of which the gentleman-waiter spent not in 
sleep, but in the pleasing thoughts of the lovely face and charm- 
ing grace of the disguised maiden ; on the other side, the steward 
bestowed that time in writing to his lord and lady what Sancho 
did and said ; wondering no less at his actions than at his expres- 
sions, both which displayed a strange intermixture of discretion 
and simplicity. 

At last the lord governor was pleased to rise ; and by Dr. 
Pedro Rezio's order, they brought him for his breakfast a little 
conserve and a draught of fair water, which he would have ex- 
changed with all his heart for a good luncheon of bread and a 
bunch of grapes ; but seeing he could not help himself, he was 
forced to make the best of a bad market, and seem to be content, 
though sorely against his will and appetite ; for the doctor made 
him believe that to eat but little, and that which was dainty, en- 
livened the spirits and sharpened the wit, and consequently such 
a sort of diet was most proper for persons in authority and weighty 
employments, wherein there is less need of the strength of the 
body than that of the mind. This sophistry served to famish 
Sancho, who, however, hungry as he was, by the strength of his 
slender breakfast, failed not to give audience that day; and 
the first that came before him was a stranger, who put the follow- 
ing case to him, the stewards and the rest of the attendants being 
present : 

" My lord," «aid he, "a large river divides in two parts one 
and the same lordship. I beg your honour to lend me your at- 
tention, for it is a case of great importance and some difficulty. 
Upon this river there is a bridge, at the one end of which there 
stands a gallows, and a kind of court of justice, where four judges 
used to sit for the execution of a certain law made by the lord of 
the land and river, which runs thus : 

" * Whoever intends to pass from one end of this bridge to the 
other, must first, upon his oath, declare whither he goes, and 
what his business is. If he swear truth, he may go on ; but if he 
swear false, he shall be hanged, and die without remission upon 
the gibbet at the end of the bridge.' 
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"After due promulgation of this law, many people, notwith- 
standing its severity, adventured to go over this Dridge, and as it 
appearea they swore true, the judges permitted them to pass un- 
molested. It happened one day that a certain passenger being 
sworn, declared, that by the oath he had taken, he was come to 
die upon that gallows, and that was all his business. 

" This put the judges to a nonplus ; * for,' said they, * if we let 
this man pass freely, he is forsworn, and according to the letter of 
the law, he ought to die; if we hang him, he has sworn truth, 
seeing he swore he was to die on that gibbet ; and then by the 
same law we should let him pass.' 

" Now your lordship's judgment is desired what the judges 
ought to do with this man: for they are still at a stand, not 
knowing what to determine in this case ; and having been is- 
formed of your sharp wit, and great capacity in resolving difficult 
questions, they sent me to beseech your lordship, in their names, 
to give your opinion in so intricate and knotty a case." 

** To deal plainly with you," answered Sancho, " those wor- 
shipful judges that sent vou hither might as well have spared 
themselves the trouble ; for I am more inclined to bluntness, I 
assure you, than sharpness : however, let me hear your question 
once more, that I may thoroughly understand it, and perhaps I 
may at last hit the nail upon Uie head." The man repeated the 
question again ; and when he had done, " Hark, honest man," 
said Sancho, " either I am a very dunce, or there is as much rea- 
son to put this same person you talk of to death, as to let him 
live and pass the bridge ; for if the truth saves him, the lie con- 
demns him. Now I would have you tell those gentlemen that 
sent you, since there is as much reason to bring him off as to con- 
demn him, that they even let him go free ; for it is always more 
commendable to do good than hurt. Nor do I speak this of my 
own head; but I remember one precept, among many others, 
that my master Don Quixote gave me the night before 1 came to 
govern this island, which was, that when the scale of justice is 
even, or a case is doubtful, we should prefer mercy before rigour; 
and it has pleased God I should call it to mind so luckily at this 
juncture." 

" For my part," said the steward, " this judgment seems to 
me so equitable, that I do not believe Lycurgus himself, who gave 
the laws to the Lacedaemonians, could ever have decided the 
matter better than the great Sancho has done. And now, sir, 
sure there is enough done for this morning; be pleased to ad- 
journ the court, and I will give order that your Excellency may 
dine to your heart's content." "Well said," cried Sancho; 
" that is all I want, and then a clear stage and no favour. Feed 
me well, and then ply me with cases and questions thick and 
threofolcl ; you shall see me untwist them, and lay them open as 
clear as the sun." 
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Sancho baying plentifully dined that day^ in spite of all the 
aphorisms of Dr. Tirteafuera, when the cloth was removed, in 
came an express with a letter from Don Quixote to the governor. 
Sancho ordered the secretary to read it to himself, and if there 
was nothing in it for secret perusal, then to read it aloud. The 
secretary having first run it over accordingly, ** My lord/' said 
he, ** the letter may not only be publicly read, but deserves to be 
engraved in characters of gold ; and thus it is :" 

Don Quixote de la Mancha to Sancho Panzay Governor of the 
Island of Barataria, 

*' When I expected to have had an account of thy carelessness 
and blunders, friend Sancho, I was agreeably disappointed with 
news of thy wise behaviour ; for which I return thanks to Heaven, 
that can raise the lowest from their poverty, and turn the fool 
into a man of sense. I hear thou governest with all discretion ; 
and that, nevertheless, thou retainest the humility of the meanest 
creature. But I desire thee to observe, Sancho, that it is many 
times very necessary and convenient to thwart the humility of the 
heart, for the better support of authority. For the ornament of 
a person that is advanced to an eminent post must be answerable 
to its greatness, and not debased to the inclination of his former 
meanness. Let thy apparel be neat and handsome j even a stake, 
well dressed, does not look like a stake. I would not have thee 
wear foppish gaudy things, nor affect the garb of a soldier in the 
circumstances of a magistrate ; but let thy dress be suitable to thy 
degree, and always clean and comely. 

" To gain the hearts of thy people, I chiefly recommend two 
things : one is, to be affable, courteous, and fair to all the world ; 
the other, to take care that plenty of provisions be never want- 
ing, — for nothing afflicts or irritates more the spirit of the poor 
than scarcity and hunger. 

" Do not put out many new orders ; and if thou dost nut out 
any, see that they be wholesome and good, and that they be 
strictly observed ; for laws not well obeyed are no better than if 
they were not made, and only shew that the prince who had the 
wisdom and authority to make them had not the resolution to 
see them executed ; and laws that only threaten, and are not 
kept, become like the log that was given to the frogs to be their 
king, which they feared at first, but at last scorned and trampled 
on. 

" Be a father to virtue, but a father-in-law to vice. Be not 
always severe, nor always merciful ; choose a mean between 
these two extremes; for that middle point is the centre of dis- 
cretion. 

" Visit the prisons, the shambles, and the public markets ; for 
the governor's presence is highly necessary in such places. 
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<^ Be a terror to the butchers, that they may be feir in their 
weights ; and keep hucksters and fraudulent dealers in awe, for 
the same reason. 

" Write to thy lord and lady, and shew thyself grateful ; for 
ingratitude is the offspring of pride, and one of the worst corrup- 
tions of the mind ; whereas he that is thankful to his benefactors 
gives a testimony that he will be so to God, who has done, and 
continually does him, so much good. 

'< My lady duchess despatched a messenger on purpose to thy 
wife Teresa, with thy hunting suit, and another present. We ex- 
pect his return every moment. 

" I have been somewhat out of order by a certain encounter 
I had lately, not much to the advantage of my nose ; bnt all that 
is nothing ; for if there are necromancers that misuse me, there 
are others ready to defend me. 

" Send me word whether the steward that is with thee had 
any hand in the business of the Countess Trifaldi, as thou wert 
once of opinion; and let me also have an account of whatever 
befalls thee, since the distance between us is so small. I have 
thoughts of leaving this idle life ere long ; for I was not bom for 
luxury and ease. 

'* A business has offered, that I believe will make me lose the 
duke and duchess's favour ; but though I am heartily sorry for it, 
that does not alter my resolution ; for, after all, I owe more to 
my profession than to complaisance ; and, as the saying is, Ami' 
CU8 Plato, sed magis arnica Veritas, I send thee this scrap of 
Latin, flattering myself that since thou camest to be a governor, 
thou mayest have learned something of that language. Farewell, 
and Heaven keep thee above the pity of the world. 

" Thy friend, 

" Don Quixote db la Mancha." 

Sancho gave great attention to the letter ; and it was highly 
applauded, both for sense and integrity, by every body that heard 
it. After that, he rose from table, and calling the secretary, went 
without any further delay, and locked himself up with him in his 
chamber, to write an answer to his master Don Quixote, whidi 
was as follows : 



SancJio Panza to Don Quixote de la Mancha, 

" I am so taken up with business, that I have not yet had 
time to let you know whether it goes well or ill with nie in 
this same government, where I am more hunger-starved than 
when you and I wandered through woods and wildernesses. 

" My lord duke wrote to me the other day, to inform me of 
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some spies that were got into this island to kill me ; but as yet I 
have discovered none, but a certain doctor, hired by the islanders 
to kill all the govemors that come near it. They call him Dr. 
Pedro Rezio de Anguero, and he was bom at Tirteafuera. 
His name is enough to make me fear he will be the death of me. 
This same doctor says of himself, that he does cure diseases when 
you have them ; but when you have them not, he only pretends to 
keep them from coming. The physic he uses, is fasting upon 
fasting, till he turns a body to a mere skeleton ; as if to be wasted 
to skin and bones were not as bad as a fever. In short, he starves 
me to death ; so that, when I thought, as being a governor, to 
have plenty of good hot victuals and cool liquor, and to repose on 
a soft feather-bed, I am come to do penance like a hermit. 

" I have not yet so much as fingered the least penny of money, 
either for fees or any thing else ; and how it comes to be no bet- 
ter with me I cannot imagine, for I have heard that the gover- 
nors who come to this island are wont to have a very good gift, 
or at least a very round sum given them by the town before they 
enter. And they say too that this is the usual custom, not only 
here, but in other places. 

** Last night, in going my rounds, I met with a mighty hand- 
some damsel in boy's clothes, and a brother of hers in woman's 
apparel. My ffentleman-waiter fell in love with the girl, and in- 
tends to make ner his wife, as he says. As for the youth, I have 
pitched on him to be my son-in-law. To-day we both design to 
talk to the father, one Die^o de la Liana, who is a gentleman, 
and an old Christian every mch of him. 

" I visit the markets as you advised me, and yesterday found 
one of the hucksters selling hazle-nuts. She pretended they were 
ail new ; but I found she had mixed a whole bushel of old, empty, 
rotten nuts among the same quantity of new. With that, I ad- 
judged them to be given to the hospital boys, who know how to 
pick the good from the bad, and gave sentence against her that 
she should not come into the market for fifteen days ; and people 
said I did well. 

" I am mighty well pleased tihat my lady duchess has written 
to my wife Teresa Panza, and sent her the token you mention. 
It shall go hard but I will requite her kindness one time or other. 
Pray give my service to her ; and tell her from me, she has not 
cast her gift in a broken sack, as something more than words 
shall shew. 

" If I might advise you, and had my wish, there should be no 
falling out between your worship and my lord and lady ; for, if 
you quarrel with them, it is I must come by the worst for it. 
And, since you mind me of being grateful, it will not look well 
in you not to be so to those who have made so much of you at 
their castle. 

" If my wife Teresa Panza writes to me, pray pay the pofet- 
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age, and send me the letter ; for I mightily long to Lear how it \s 
with her; and my house and children. 

*' Your worship's servant, 

" Sancho Panza, the Governor." 

The secretary made up the letter, and immediately despatched 
it. Then those who carried on the plot against Sancho combined 
together, and consulted how to release him from the cares of go- 
vernment ; and Sancho passed that afternoon in making several 
regulations for the better establishment of that which he ima- 
gined to be an island. 

In short, he made so many wholesome ordinances, that, to 
this day, they are observed in that place, and called " The Con- 
stitutions of the great Governor Sancho Panza.'* 



CHAPTER LXXXII. 

A relation of the adventures of the second disconsolate or distressed ma- 
tron, otherwise called Donna Rodriguez ; with the letters of Teresa 
Panza to the Duchess and to her husband, 

Don Quixote's wounds being healed, he began to think the life 
he led in the castle not suitable to the order which he professed; 
he resolved, therefore, to set off for Saragosa, where, at the ap- 
proaching tournament, he hoped to win the armour, the usual 
prize at the festivals of that kind. Accordingly, as he sat at table 
with the lord and lady of the castle, he began to acquaint them 
with his design ; when behold two women entered the great hall, 
clad in deep mourning from head to foot. One of them approach- 
ing Don Quixote, threw herself at his feet, where, lying pros- 
trate, and in a manner kissing them, she fetched such doleful 
sighs, and made such lamentations, that all present were not a 
httle surprised. And, though the duke and duchess imagined it 
to be some new device of their servants, yet, perceiving with what 
earnestness the woman sighed and lamented, they were in doubt, 
and knew not what to think ; till the compassionate champion, 
raising her from the ground, made her to lift up her veil, and 
discover, what they least expected, the face of Donna Rodriguez, 
the duenna of the femily ; and the other mourner proved to be her 
daughter^ whom the rich farmer's son had deluded. All those 
that knew them were in great admiration, especially the duke 
and duchess ; for, though they knew her simplicity, they did not 
believe her so far gone in folly. At last, the sorrowful matron, 
addressing herself to the duke and duchess, *^ May it please your 
graces,'^ said she, ^* to permit me to direct my difioovirBe to this 
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knight; for it concerns me to get out of an unhappy business, Into 
which the impudence of a treacherous villain nas brought us." 
With that the duke gave her leave to speak ; then, applying her- 
self to Don Quixote, '* It is not long," said she, " valorous 
knight, since I gave your worship an account how basely a young 
graceless farmer had used my dear child, and you then promised 
me to stand up for her, and see her righted ; and now I under- 
stand you are about to leave this casUe, in quest of the adven- 
tures Heaven shall send you. And therefore, before you are gone 
nobody knows whither, I have this boon to beg of your wor- 
ship, that you would do so much as challenge this sturdy clown, 
ana make him marry my daughter, according to his promise." 
" Worthy matron," answered Don Quixote, with a great deal of 
gravity and solemn form, "moderate your tears, or, to speak 
more properly, dry them up, and spare your sighs ; for I take 
upon me to see your daughter's wrongs redressed. Therefore, 
with my lord duke's permission, I will instantly depart to find 
out this ungracious in^retch ; and, as soon as he is found, I will 
challenge lum, and kill him, if he persists in his obstinacy ; for 
the chief end of my profession is, to pardon the submissive, and 
to chastise the stubborn ; to relieve the miserable, and destroy the 
cruel." " Sir knight," said the duke, " you need not give your- 
self the trouble of seeking the fellow of whom that good matron 
complains : for I already engage that he shall meet you in person 
to answer it here in this castle, where lists shall be set up for you 
both, observing all the laws of arms that ought to be kept in 
afiairs of this kind, and doing each party justice, as all princes 
ought to do that admit of single combats within their territories." 
** Upon that assurance," said Don Quixote, " with your grace's 
leave, I, for this time, wave my punctilio of gentility ; and, de- 
basing myself to the meanness of the offender, qualify hiiu to 
measure lances with me." With that, pulling off his glove, he 
flung it down into the middle of the hall, and the duke took it up, 
declaring, as he already had done, that he accepted the challenge 
in the name of his vassal; fixing the time for combat to be six 
days after, and the place to be the castle-court ; the arms to be 
such as are usual among knights, as lance, shield, armour of proof, 
and all other pieces, without fraud, advantage, or enchantment, 
after search made by the judges of the field. 

" But," added the duke, '* it is requisite that this matron and 
her daughter commit the justice of their cause into the hands of 
their champion; for otherwise there will be nothing done, and the 
challenge is void." ** I do," answered the matron. " And so do 
I," added the daughter, all ashamed, and in a crying tone. The 
preliminaries being adjusted, and the duke having resolved with 
himself what to do in the matter, the petitioners went away, and 
the duchess ordered they should no longer be looked on as her 
domestics, but as ladies-errant, that came to demand justice in 

I I 
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her castle ; and, accordingly, there was a pecnliar apartment ap- 
pointed for them, where they were served as strangers, to the 
amazement of the other servants, who could not imagine what 
would he the end of Donna Rodriguez and her forsaken daugh- 
ter's undertaking. 

Presently in came the page that had carried the letters and 
the presents to Teresa Panza. The duke and duchess were over- 
joy^ to see him returned, having a great desire to know the suc- 
cess of his loumey. They inauired of him accordingly; hut he 
told them that the account he nad to give them could not well be 
delivered in public, nor in few words ; and therefore begged their 
graces woula be pleased to take it in private, and, in the mean- 
time, entertain themselves with those letters. With that, taking 
out two, he delivered them to her grace. The superscription of 
the one was, " These for my Lady Duchess, of I do not know 
what place ;" and the direction on the other, thus, " To my hus- 
band Sancho Panza, Governor of the Island of Barataria.*' 

The duchess having opened her letter, read it idoud, that the 
whole company might hear what follows : 

" My Lady, 

" The letter your honour sent me pleased me hugeonsly ; for, 
troth, it is what I heartily longed for. The string of coral is a 
good thing, and my husband's hunting suit may come up to it 
All our town takes it mighty kindly, and is very glad that your 
honour has made my spouse a ffovemor, though nobody will be- 
lieve it, especially our curate. Master Nicholas the barber, and 
Sampson Carrasco the bachelor. But what care I whether they 
do or no ? So it be true, as it is, let every one have tbeir saying. 
Though (it is a folly to lie) I had not believed it neither, but for 
the coral and the suit ; for every body here takes my husband to 
be a dolt, and cannot for the life of them imagine what he can be 
fit to govern, unless it be a herd of goats. Well, Heaven be his 
guide, and speed him as he sees best for his children. As for me, 
my dear lady, I am resolved, with your good liking, to make hay 
while the sun shines, and go to court, to loll it tdong in a coacb, 
and make my neighbours, that envy me already, stare their eyes 
out. And, therefore, good your honour, pray bid my husband 
send me store of money, for I believe it is dear living at court; 
one can have but little bread there for sixpence, and a pound of 
flesh is worth thirty maravedis, which would make one stand 
amazed. And if he is not for my coming, let him send me word 
in time ; for my gossips tell me, that if I and my daughter go 
about the court as we should, spruce and fine, my husband "^11 
be better known by me, than I by him ; for many cannot choose 
but ask. What ladies are these in tne coach? With that one of my 
servants answers, ' The wife and daughter of Sancho Panza, go- 
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yernor of the island of Barataria ;' and thus shall my husband be 
known, and I honoured, far and near. 

'* You cannot think how I am troubled that we have gathered 
no acorns hereaway this year ; however, I send your highness 
about half-a-peck, which I have culled one by one : I went to the 
mountains on puri)ose, and got the biggest I could find. I wish 
they had been as big as ostrich-eggs. 

'^ Pray let not your mightiness forget to write to me, and I 
will be sure to send you an answer, and let you know how I do, 
and send you all the news in our village. My daughter Sanchica, 
and my son, kiss your worship^s hands. 

'^ Your servant, 

Tbresa Panza." 

This letter was very entertaining to all the company, espe- 
cially to the duke and duchess ; insomuch that her grace asked 
Don Quixote whether it would be amiss to open the govemor^s 
letter, which she imagined was a very good one ? The knight told 
her that, to satisfv her curiosity, he would open it ; which being 
done, he found what follows : 

" I received thy letter, dear Sancho ; and I vow and swear to 
thee, as I am a Catholic Christian, I was within two fingers' 
breadth of running mad for joy. When I heard thou wert made 
a governor, I was so transported, I had like to have fallen down 
dead with mere gladness ; for thou knowest sudden joy is said to 
kill as soon as great sorrow. I had the suit thou sentest me be- 
fore my eyes, and the lady duchess's corals about my neck, — ^held 
the letter in my hands, and had him that brought them standing 
by me ; and for all that, I thought what I saw and felt was but a 
dream. For who could have thought a goatherd should ever 
come to be governor of islands ? But what said my mother, ^ Who 
a great deal must see, a great while must live.' My lady 
duchess will tell thee how I long to eo to court. Pray think of 
it, and let me know thy mind ; for I mean to credit thee there, 
by going in a coach. 

'* Neither the curate, the barber, the bachelor, nor the sexton, 
will believe thou art a governor ; but say it is all juggline or en- 
chantment, as all thy master Don Quixote's concerns nsed to be ; 
and Sampson threatens to find thee out, and put this maggot of a 

fovemment out of thy pate, and Don Quixote's madness out of 
is coxcomb. For my part, I do but laugh at them, and look 
upon my string of coral, and contrive how to fit up the suit thou 
sentest me into a gown for thy daughter. 

'< The news here is, that Berrueca has married her daughter to 
a sorry painter, that came hither pretending to paint any thing. 
The township set him to paint the king's arms over the town- 
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hall ; he asked them two ducats for the job, which they paid him : 
80 he fell to work, and was eight days a-daubing, but could make 
nothing of it at last, and said be could not hit upon such puddhne 
kind ot work, and so gave them their money again. Yet for aU 
this he married with the name of a good workman. The truth 
is, he has left his pencil upon it, and taken the spade, and goes to 
the field like a gentleman. Sanchica makes bone-lace, and gets 
her three halfpence a-day clear, which she saves in a box with a 
slit, to go towards buying household stuff. But now she is a ^ 
vemor's daughter, she has no need to work, for thou wilt give 
her a portion. The fountain in the market is dried up. A thun- 
derbolt lately fell upon the pillory : there may they all light ! I 
expect thy answer to this, and thy resolution concerning my go- 
ing to court. 

" Thy wife, 

♦* Tkbesa Panza." 

These letters were admired, and caused a great deal of laughter 
and diversion ; and, to complete the mirth, at the same time the 
express returned that brought Sancho's answer to Don Quixote, 
which was likewise publicly read, and startled and delighted all 
the hearers. Afterwards, the duchess withdrew to know of the 
lage what he had to relate of Sancho's village ; of which he gave 
er a full account, without omitting the least particular. 



h( 



CHAPTER LXXXIII. 
The toilsome end and conclusion ofSanohq Panza*s government. 

To think the affairs of this life are always to remain in the same 
state, is an erroneous fancy. The face of things rather seems 
continually to change and roll with circular motion ; summer 
succeeds the spring, autumn the summer, winter the autumn, 
and then spring again. So time proceeds in this }>erpetaal 
round ; only the life of man is ever hastening to its end, swifter 
than time itself, without hopes to be renewed, unless in the next, 
that is unlimited and infinite. For even by the light of nature, 
and without that of faith, many have discovered the swiftness and 
instability of this present being, and the duration of the eternal 
life which is expected. But this moral reflection of our author is 
here chiefly intended to shew the uncertainty of Sancho's fortune, 
how soon it vanished like a dream, and how from his high pre- 
ferment he returned to his former low station. 

It was now but the seventh night, after so many days of his 
government, when the careful governor had betaken himself to 
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hifi repose, sated not with bread and wine, but cloyed with hear- 
ing causes, pronouncing sentences, making statutes, and putting 
out orders and proclamations. Scarce was sleep beginning to 
close his eyes, when of a sudden he heard a great noise of bells, 
and most dreadful outcries, as if the whole island had been sink- 
ing. Presently he started, and sat up in bed, and listened with 
great attention, to try if he could learn how fieir this uproar might 
concern him. But, while he was thus hearkening in the dark, a 
great number of drums and trumpets were heard, and that sound 
being added to the noise of the bells and the cries, gave so dread- 
ful an alarm, that his fear and terror increased, and he was in 
a sad consternation. Quitting Ms bed, he ran and opened his 
chamber-door, and saw about twenty men come runmng along 
the galleries with lighted torches in one hand, and drawn swords 
in the other, all crymg out, " Arm ! my lord governor, arm ! a 
world of enemies are got into the island, and we are undone, 
unless your valour and conduct relieve us l" Thus bawling and 
running with great fury and disorder, they got to the door where 
Sancho stood, quite scared out of his senses. " What would you 
have me arm tor V* cried Sancho ; " do I know any thing of 
arms or fighting, think you? Why do you not rather send 
for Don Quixote, my master? he will despatch your ene- 
mies in a trice. Alas, I understand nothing of this hasty ser- 
vice." ** For shame, my lord governor," said another ; " what 
a faint-heartedness is this ? See, we bring you here arms offen- 
sive and defensive ; arm yourself and march to the market-place ; 
be our leader and captain as you ought, and shew yourselt a go- 
vernor." " Why, then, arm me ; and good luck attend me !" 
quoth Sancho. With that they brought him two large shields, 
which they had provided ; and tied the one behind upon his back, 
and the oUier before upon his breast, having got his arms through 
some holes made on purpose. Now the shieUis being fastened to 
his body, as hard as cords could bind them, the poor governor was 
cased up and immured as straight as an arrow, without being 
able so much as to bend his knees, or stir a step. Then, havii^ 
put a lance in his hand for him to lean upon and keep himseff 
up, they desired him to march and lead them on, ana put life 
into them all ; telling him that they did not doubt of victory, 
since they had him for their commander. " March I" auoth San- 
cho, ^' how do you think I am able to do it, squeezea as I am ? 
These boards stick so plaguy dose to me, I cannot so much as 
bend the joints of my knees ; you must even carry me in your 
arms, and lay me across or set me upright before some passage, 
and I will make good that spot of ground, either with this lance 
or my body." " Fie, my lord governor," said another ; " it is 
more your fear than your armour that stiffens your le^s, and 
hinders you from moving. March on ; it is high time ; the ene- 
my grows stronger, and the danger presses." The poorgover- 
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nor, thus urged, endeavoured to go forward ; but the first motion 
he made threw him to the ground at full length, so heavily that 
he gave over all his bones for broken : and there he lay like a 
haee tortoise in his shell, or a flitch of bacon between two boards, 
or Tike a boat overturned upon a flat with the keel upwards. Nor 
had those droll companions the least compassion upon him as lie 
lay ; but putting out the lights, they made a terrible noise, and 
clattered with their swords, and laid on so foriously upon his 
shields, that if he had not shrunk his head into them for shelter, 
he had been in a woful condition. Squeezed up in his narrow 
shell, he was in a grievous fright, praying from the bottom of 
his heart for deliverance from the unhappy trade of governing 
islands. At last, when he least expectea it, he heard a ery~ 
" Victory, victory ! the enemy is routed ! Now, my lord go- 
vernor, rise ; come and enjoy the fruits of conquest, and divide 
the spoils taken from the enemy by the valour of your invincible 
arms.'** ** Help me up," cried poor Sancho, in a dolefrd tone; 
and when they had set him on his legs, " Let all the enemy I 
have routed," quoth he, *' be nailed to my forehead ; I will di- 
vide no spoils of enemies; but if I have one friend here, I only 
beg he would give me a draught of wine to comfort note." There- 
upon they gave him wine, and took off his shields. After that, 
what with nis fright and what with the toil he had endured, he 
fell into a swoon, msomuch that those who acted this scene began 
to repent they had carried it so far. But Sancho, recovering 
from his fit in a little time, they also recovered from their un- 
easiness. Being come to himself, he asked what it was o'clock. 
They answered, it was now break of day. He said nothing, but 
creeping along softly (for he was too much bruised to go along 
very fast), he got to the stable, followed by all the company ; 
and coming to Dapple, he embraced the quiet animal, gave him a 
loving kiss on the forehead, and with tears in his eyes, " Come 
hither," said he, **my friend, thou faithful companion and fellow- 
sharer in my travels and miseries ; when thee and I consorted to- 
gether, and all my cares were but to mend thy frimitare and feed 
thy carcase, then happy were my days, my months, and years. 
But since I forsook thee, and clambered up the towers of am- 
bition and pride, a thousand woes, a thousand torments, hat« 
haunted and worried my soul." 

While Sancho was talking thus, he fitted on his packsaddle, 
nobody offering to say anything to him. This done, with a mat 
deal of difficulty he mounted his ass; and then, addressing him- 
self to the steward, the secretary, the gentleman-waiter, and 
Doctor Pedro Rezio, and many others that stood by : ** Make 
way, gentlemen," said he, "and let me return to "my former 
liberty. Lot me go, that I may seek my old course of life, and 
rise again from that death which buries me here alive. I know 
better what belongs to ploughing, delving, pruning, and plant- 
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ingof yineyards^ than how to make laws, and defend countries 
and kingdoms. St. Peter is very well at Rome ; which is as 
much as to say, let every one stick to the calling he was bom to. 
A spade does better in my hand than a governor's truncheon ; 
and I had rather have a mess of plain porridge than lie at the 
mercy of an officious physic-monger, wno starves me to death. 
I had rather solace myself under the shade of an oak in summer, 
and wrap myself up in a double sheep-skin in the winter, at my 
liberty, than lay me down, with the slavery of a government, in 
fine Uollaiid sheets, and case my body in furs and sables. Hea- 
ven be with you, gentlefolks ; and pray tell my lord duke from 
me, that poor I was born, and poor I am at present. I have 
neither won nor lost; which is as much as to say, without a 
penny I came to this government, and without a penny I leave 
It — quite contrary to what other governors of islands use to do 
when they leave them. Clear the way, then, I beseech you, and 
let me pass." " This must not be, my lord governor," said Dr. 
Bezio; '^ for I will give your honour a balsamic drink, that is a 
speci^c against falls, dislocations, contusions, and all manner of 
bruises, and that will presently restore you to your former health 
and strength. And then for your diet, I promise to take a new 
course with you, and to let you eat abundantly of whatsoever you 
please." " It is too late, Mr. Doctor," answered Sancho ; **you 
should as soon make me turn Turk, as hinder me from gomg. 
No, no ; these tricks shall not pass upon me affcdn. Every sheep 
with its like. Let not the cobbler go beyond nis last ; and so let 
me go, for it is late." " My lord governor," said the steward, 
'^ though it grieves us to part with your honour,' your sense and 
Christian behaviour engagmg us to covet your company, yet we 
would not presume to stop you against your inclination ; but you 
know that every governor, before he leaves the place he has go- 
verned, is bound to give an leiccount of his admmistration. Be 
pleased, therefore, to do so for the time you have been among us, 
and then peace be with you." " No man has power to caU me 
to an account," replied Sancho, ** but my lord duke. To him it 
is that I am going, and to him I will give a fair and square ac- 
count. And indeed, going away so bare as I do, there needs no 
greater proof that I have governed like an angel." " In truth," said 
Dr. Rezio, "the great Sancho is in the right; and I am of opi- 
nion we ought to let him go ; for certainly the duke will be very 
glad to see him." Thereupon they all agreed to let him pass; 
offering first to attend him, and supply nim with whatever he 
might want in his journey, either for entertainment or conve- 
nience. Sancho told them that all he desired was, a little com 
for his ass, and half a cheese and half a loaf for himself, having 
occasion for no other provisions in so short a ioumey. With that, 
they all embraced him, and he embraced them ail, not without 
tears in his eyes ; leaving them in admiration of the good sense 
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which he discovered, both in his discourse and ntialteral^e reso- 
lution. 



CHAPTER LXXXIV. 

What happened to Sancho by the way; with other matters which jfWt wUI 
have no more to do than to see. 

Sancho pursued his way until the night overtook him within half 
a league of the duke's castle. However, as it was summer-time^ 
he was not much uneasy, and chose to go out of the road, with a 
design to stay there till the morning. iBut, while he sou^tsome 
place where he might rest himself, ne and Dapple tombled <^ a 
sudden into a very deep hole, among the ruins of an old building. 
As he was falling, he fancied himself sinking down into some 
bottomless abyss ; but he was in no such danger, for by the time 
he had descended somewhat lower than eighteen feet. Dapple 
made a full stop at the bottom, and his rider found himself still <m 
his back, without the least hurt in the world. Presently Sancho 
began to consider the condition of his bones, held his breath, and 
felt all about him ; and finding himself sound and in a whole akin, 
be thought he coiild never give Heaven sufficient thanks for his 
wondrous preservation ; for at first he gave himself over for lost 
and broken into a thousand pieces. He groped with both hands 
about the walls of the pit to try if it were possible to get out with- 
out help ; but he found them all so steep, that there was not the 
least hold or footing to get up. This grieved him to the soul ; 
and to increase his sorrow. Dapple began to raise^ his voice in a 
very piteous and doleful manner, which pierced his master's very 
heart ; nor did the poor beast make such moan without reason, 
for to say the truth, he was but in a woful condition. ** Woe's 
me," cried Sancho, " what sudden and unthought of mischances 
everv foot befall us poor wretches in this miserable world ! Who 
would have thought that he who but yesterday saw himself seated 
on the throne of an island-sovemor, and had servants and vas- 
sals at his beck, should to-day find himself buried in a pit, with- 
out the least soul to help him or come to his relief? Here we are 
likely to perish with hunger, I and ni^ ass, if we do not die be- 
fore, he of his bruises, and I of grief and anguish. At least, I 
shall not be so lucky as was my master Don Quixote, when he 
went down into the cave of the enchanter Montesinos. He found 
better fare there than he could have at his own house ; the cloth 
was laid, and his bed made, and he saw nothine but pleasant 
visions ; but I am like to see nothing here but toads and snakes. 
Unhappy creature that I am ! What have my foolish designs and 
whimsies brought me to V* 
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At lenffth^ after a whole night's lamentiD^ and complahiing at 
a miserable rate, the day came on ; and its light having con- 
firmed Sancho in his doubts of the possibility of getting out of 
that place without help, he again made a vigorous outcry, to try 
whether any body might not hear him. But alas, all his calling 
was in vain ; for all around there was nobody within hearing ; 
and at Urst he gave himself over for dead and buried. He cast 
his eyes on Dapple, and seeing him extended on the ground, and 
sadly dejected, he went to him, and tried to get him on his legs, 
which, with much ado, by means of his assistance, the poor beast 
did at last, being hardly able to stand. Then he took a luncheon 
of bread out of his wallet, that had run the same fortune with 
them, and giving it to the ass, who took it not at all amiss, and 
made no bones of it, " Here," said Sancho, as if the beast had un- 
derstood him, " a fat sorrow is better than a lean.*' At length, 
he perceived on one side of the pit a great hole, wide enough for 
a man to creep through stoopmg. He drew to it, and having 
crawled through on all fours, louud that it led into a vault, that 
enlarged itseit the further it extended, which he could easily per- 
ceive, the sun shining in towards the top of the concavity. Having 
made this discovery, he went back to his ass, and like one that 
knew what belonged to digging, with a stone he began to remove 
the earth that was about the hole, and laboured so effectually, 
that he soon made a passage for his companion. Then takiii^ 
him by the halter, he led him along through the cave, to try if 
he could not find a way to get out on the other side. " Alas !*' 
said he to himself, *^ what a heart of a chicken have 1 1 This, 
which to me is a sad disaster, to my master Don Quixote would 
be a rare adventure. He would look upon these caves and dun- 
geons as lovely gardens and dorious palaces, and hope to be led 
out of these dark narrow ceUs into some fine meadow; while I, 
luckless, heartless wretch that I am, every step I take, expect to 
sink into some deeper pit than this, and go down I do not know 
whither." Thus ne went on, lamenting and despairing, and 
thought he had gone somewhat more than half a league, when at 
last he perceived a kind of confused light, like that of day, break 
in at some open place, but which, to poor Sancho, seemed a pro- 
spect of a passage into another world. 

But here we leave him a while ; and return to Don Quixote, 
who entertained and pleased himself with the hopes of a speedy 
combat between him and Donna Rodriguez's enemy, whose 
wrongs he designed to see redressed. 
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CHAPTER LXXXV. 

Which treats cf matters that relate to this history ^ and no other. 

The duke and duchess resolved that Don Quixote's challenge 
against their vassal should not he ineffectual ; and the young 
man being fled into Flanders, to avoid having Donna Rodrigoei 
to his mother-in-law, they made choice of a Gascoin lackey, 
named Tosilos, to supply nis place, and gave him instructions 
how to act his part. Two days after, the duke acquainted Dod 
Quixote, that within four days his antagonist would meet him 
in the lists, armed at all points like a knight, to maintain that 
the damsel lied through the throat in saym^ that he had ever 
promised her marriage. Don Quixote was mightily pleased with 
this news, promising nimself to do wonders on this occasion; and 
esteeming it an extraordinary happiness to have such an oppor- 
tunity to shew, before such noble spectators, how great were his 
valour and his strength. Cheered and elevated with tihese hopes, 
he waited for the end of these four days, which his eager impa- 
tience made him think so many ages. 

It happened one morning, as he was riding out to prepare and 
exercise against the time of battle, that Rozinante pitcned his feet 
near the brink of a deep cave ; insomuch that, ir Don Quixote 
had not used the best of his skill, he must infallibly have tumbled 
into it. Having escaped' that danger, he was tempted to look 
into the cave without alighting ; and wheeling about, rode up to 
it. While he was satisfying ms curiosity and seriously musing, 
he thought he heard a noise within ; and thereupon listening, he 
could distinguish these words, which in a doleful tone arose oat 
of the cavern : " Ho, above there ! is there no good Christian that 
hears me ; no charitable knight or gentleman, that will take pity 
of a sinner buried alive, a poor governor without a ^vemment?" 
Don Quixote fancied he heard Sancho's voice, which did not a 
little surprise him ; and for his better satisfaction, raising his 
voice as much as he could, " Who is that below V* cried he ; 
" who is that complains V* " Who should it be, to his sorrow," 
cried Sancho, " but the most wretched Sancho Panza, governor, 
for his sins and for his unlucky errantry, of the island of Bara- 
taria, formerly squire to the famous knight Don Quixote de la 
Mancha V These words redoubled Don Quixote's surprise, and 
increased his amazement : '^ I conjure thee,'^ said he, ^^ as I am a 
Catholic Christian, to tell me who thou art ? And, if thou art a 
soul in pain, let me know what thou wouldst have me to do for 
thee? For since my profession is to assist and succour all that 
are afflicted in this world, it shall also be so to relieve and help 
those who stand in need of it in the other, and who cannot help 
themselves." " Surely, sir," answered he from below, ** you that 
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speak tome should be my master Don Quixote. By the tone of 
your voice it can be no man else." " My name is Don Quix- 
ote/^ replied the knisht, ^^and I think it my duty to assist not 
only the living but ttte dead in their necessities. Tell me then 
who thou art, for thou fillest me with astonishment?" "Why 
then," replied the voice, ''I make oath that I am Sancho Panza 
your squire, and that I never was dead yet in my life. But only 
having left my government, for reasons and causes which I have 
not leisure yet to tell you, last night unluckily I fell into this 
cave, where I am still, and Dapple with me, that will not let me 
tell a lie ; for, as a farther proof of what I say, he is here." Now 
what is strange, immediately, as if the ass had understood what 
his master said, to back his evidence, he fell a-braying so ob- 
streperously, that he made the whole cave ring again. "A 
worthy witness," cried Don Quixote ; " I know his bray, and I 
know thy voice too, my Sancho. I find thou art my real squire ; 
stay, therefore, till I so to the castle, which is hard by, and fetch 
more company to help thee out of the pit into which thy sins 
doubtless have thrown thee." " Make haste, I beseech you, sir,'^ 
quoth Sancho, " and come a^ln as fast as you can ; for I can no 
longer endure to be here buried alive." 

Don Quixote went with all speed to the castle, and gave the 
duke and duchess an account of Sancho's accident, whilst they 
did not a little wonder at it ; though they conceived he might 
easily enough fall in at the mouth of the cave, which had been 
there time out of mind. But they were mightily surprised to 
hear he had abdicated his government, before they had an ac- 
count of his coming away. 

In short, they sent ropes and other conveniences by their ser- 
vants to draw him out ; a^d at last, with much trouble and labour, 
both he and his Dapple were restored to the lieht of the sun. 
They then proceeded to the castle, where the duke and duchess 
waited for tnem in the eallery. As for Sancho, he would not go 
up to see the duke, till he had seen his ass in the stable, and pro- 
vided for him ; for he said the poor beast had but sorry enter- 
tainment in his last night's lodging. This done, away he went 
to wait on his lord and lady ; and l£rowing himself on his knees, 
** My lord and lady," said he, " I went to govern your island of 
Barataria, such bemg your will and pleasure, though it was your 
goodness more than my desert. Naked I entered into it, and 
naked I came away. I neither won nor lost. Whether I go- 
verned well or ill, there are those not far off can tell ; and let them 
tell, if they please, that can tell better than I. I have resolved 
doubtful cases, determined law-suits, and all the while ready to 
die for hunger ; such was the pleasure of Doctor Pedro Rezio, of 
Tirteafurea, that physician in ordinary to island-governors. Ene- 
mies set upon us in the night ; and after they had put us in great 
danger, the people of the island say they were delivered, and had 
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tlie victory ; and may Heaven prosper them as they speak tniih! 
In thoTty in that time I experienced all the cares and hprdens 
this trade of governing brings along with it, and I found them too 
heavy for my shoulders. I was never cut out for a ruler,, and I 
am too clumsy to meddle with ed^e-tools ; and so, before the go- 
vernment left me, I even resolved to leave the goveroment : and 
accordingly, yesterday morning I quitted the island as. I fboDd 
it, with the same streets, the same nouses, and the saine roo& to 
them, as when I came to it. I have asked for nothing by way of 
loan, and have made no hoard against a rainy day. 1 denned, 
indeed, to have, issued out several wholesome orders, but did not, 
for fear they should not be kept ; in which case, it signifies no 
more to make them than if one made them not. So, as I said 
before, I came away from the island without any company hut 
my Dapple. I fell into a cave, and went a good way through it, 
till this morning, by the light of the sun, I spied my way out; 
yet not so easy but, had not Heaven sent my master, Don Quix- 
ote, to help me, there I might have stayed till doomsday. And 
now, my lord duke and my lady duchess, here is your governor 
Sancho Panza again ; who, by a ten days' government, has only 
picked up so much experience as to know he would not giye a 
straw to be a governor, not only of an island, but of the whole 
world. This being allowed, kissing your honours' hands, and 
doing like the boys when they play at trusse or saille, who cry, 
^ Leap you, and then let me leap,' so I leap from the government 
to my old master's service again." 

Thus Sancho concluded nis speech ; and Don Quixote, ¥rbo 
all the while dreaded he would have said a thousand impertinen- 
cies, was glad in his heart, finding him end with so few. The 
duke embraced Sancho, and told him he was very sorry he had 
quitted his government so soon ; but that he would give him 
some other employment that should be less troublesome, and more 
profitable. The duchess was no less kind, ^ving order he should 
want for nothing ; for he seemed sadly bruised and out of order. 



CHAPTER LXXXVL 

Of the extraordinary and unaccountable combat between Don Quixote ii 
la Mancha and the lackey Tosilos, in vindication of the matron iHmw 
Rodriguez* 8 daughter. 

The day appointed for the combat was now come ; nor had the 
duke forgotten to give his lackey, Tosilos, all requisite instruc- 
tions how to vanquish Don Quixote, and yet neither kill nor 
wound him ; to which purpose he gave orders that ihe spears, or 
steel heads of their lances, should be taken off j making Don 
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Quixote sensible that Christianity, for which he had so great a 
veneration, did not admit that such conflicts should so much en- 
danger the lives of the combatants ; and that it was enough he 
granted him free lists in his territories, though it was against the 
decree of the holy council, which forbids such challenges ; for 
which reason he desired them not to push the thing to the utmost 
rigour. Don Quixote replied, that his grace md the sole dis- 
posal of all things, and it was only his duty to obey. 

And now, the dreadful day bein^ come, the duke caused a 
spacious scaffold to be erected for the judges of the field of battle, 
and for the matron and her daughter, the plaintifis. 

An infinite number of people flocked irom all the neighbour- 
ing towns and villages, to behold the wonderful combat, the like 
of which had never been seen, or so much as heard of, in these 
parts. The first that made his entrance at the barriers was the 
marshal of the field, who came to survey the ground, and rode all 
over it, that there might be no foul pl&y^ nor private holes, nor 
contrivance to make one stumble or rail. After that entered the 
matron and her daughter, who seated themselves in their places, 
all in deep mourning, with no small demonstration of sorrow. 
Presently, at one end of the field, appeared the peerless champion, 
Don Quixote de la Mancha ; a while after, at the other, entered 
the grand lackey, Tosilos, attended with a great number of trum- 
pets, and mounted on a mighty steed, that shook the very earth. 
The valorous combatant came on, well tutored by the duke his 
master how to behave himself towards Don Quixote, being warned 
to spare his life by all means ; and therefore, to avoid a shock in 
his first career, that might otherwise prove fatal, should he en- 
counter him directly, Tosilos fetched a compass about the barrier, 
and at last made a stop right against the two women, casting a 
curious eye upon her that had demanded him in marriage. Then 
the marshal of the field called to Don Quixote, and, in pre- 
sence of Tosilos, asked the mother and the daughter whether they 
consented that Don Quixote de la Mancha should vindicate their 
right, and whether they would stand or fall by the fortune of their 
champion. Thev said they did, and allowed of whatever he should 
do in their behalf as good and valid. The duke and duchess were 
now seated in a gallery that was over the barriers, which were 
surrounded by a vast throng of spectators, all waiting to see the 
terrible and unprecedented conflict. The conditions of the com- 
bat were these : That if Don Quixote were the conqueror, his 
opponent should marry Donna Rodriguez's daughter ; but if the 
knight were overcome, then the victor should be discharged from 
his promise. Then the marshal of the field placed each of them 
on the spot whence he should start, dividing equallv between 
them the advantage of the ground, that neither of them might 
have the sun in his eyes. And now the drums beat, and the 
clangour of the trumpets resounded through the air ; the earth 
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shook under thetn, and the hearts of the namerons spectators 
were in suspense, — some fearing, others expecting, the good or 
bad issue of the battle. Don Quixote, recommending himself to 
Heaven and his Lady Dulcinea del Toboso, stood expecting when 
the precise signal for the onset should be ^ven. But our lackey's 
mind was otherwise employed, and all his thoughts were upon 
what I am going to tell you. 

It seems, as he stood looking on his female enemy, she ap- 
peared to him the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his 
whole life ; which being perceived by the little blind archer to 
whom the world gives the name of Love, he took his advantage ; 
and, fond of improving his triumphs, though it were but over a 
lackey, he came up to him softly, and, wiUiout being perceived 
by any one, he shot an arrow two yards long into the poor foot- 
man's side, so smartly that his heart was pierced through and 
through — a thing which the mischievous boy could easily do ; for 
love is invisible, and has free ingress or egress where he pleases, 
at a most unaccountable rate. You must know, then, that when 
the signal for the onset was given, our lackey was in an ecstasy— 
transported with the thoughts of the beauty of his lovely enemy, 
insomuch that he took no manner of notice of the trumpets 
sound ; quite contrary to Don Quixote, who no sooner h^ml it 
than, clapping spurs to his horse, he began to make towards tbe 
enemy with Kozinante's best speed. Tosilos saw Don Quixote 
come towards him ; yet, instead of taking his career to encounter 
him — without leaving the place — he called as loud as he could to 
the marshal of the field : '^ Sir," said Tosilos, '^ is not tliis dud to 
be fought that I may marry yonder young lady or let it alone 7'' 
** Yes," answered the marshal. " Why, then," sisiid tbe lackey, 
^' I feel a burden upon my conscience, and am sensible I should 
have a great deal to answer for, should I proceed any farther in 
this combat ; and therefore I yield myself vanquished, and desire 
I may marry the lady this moment." The marshal of the field 
was surprised ; and as he was privy to the duke's contrivance of 
that busmess, the lackey's unexpected submission put him to such 
a nonplus, that he knew not what to answer. On the other side, 
Don Quixote stopped in the middle of his career, seeinsr lus ad- 
versary did not put himself in a posture of defence. The duke 
could not imagine why the business of the field was at a stand ; 
but the marshal having informed him, he was amazed, and in a 
great passion. In the meantime Tosilos, approaching Donna 
Rodriguez, " Madam," cried he, " I am wilhng to marry your 
daughter ; there is no need of law-suits nor of combats in the 
matter ; I had rather make an end of it peaceably, and without 
the hazard of body and soul." " Why, then," said the valorous 
Don Quixote, hearing this, " since it is so, I am discharged of 
my promise ; let them even marry in God's name, and Heaven 
bless them, and give them joy !" At the same time the duke, 
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coming down within the lists^ and applying himself to Tosilos, 
'^Tell me, knight/' said he, ^^is it true that you yield without 
fighting ; and tua^ at the instigation of your timorous conscience, 
you are resolved to marry this damsel ?" *^ Yes, if it please your 
grace,'' answered Tosilos. "Marry, and I think it the wisest 
course," quoth Sancho ; " for what says the proverb ? What the 
mouse would get, give the cat, and keep thyself out of trouble." 
In the meanwhile Tosilos began to unlace his helmet, and called 
out that somebody might help him off with it quickly, as being 
so choked with his armour that he was scarce able to breathe. 
With that they took off his helmet with idl speed, and then the 
lackey's face was plainly discovered. Donna Kodrieuez and her 
daughter perceiving it presently, "A cheat — a cneat!" cried 
they ; " they have got Tosilos, my lord duke's lackey, to coun- 
terfeit my lawful husband : justice of Heaven and the king — this 
is a piece of malice and treachery not to be endured !" " Ladies," 
said Don Quixote, " do not vex yourselves ; there is neither 
malice nor treachery in the case ; or, if there be, the duke is not 
in fault. No; these evil-minded necromancers that persecute 
me are the traitors ; who, envying the glory I should have got 
by this combat, have transformed the face of my adversary into 
this, which you see is the duke's lackey. But take my advice, 
madam," added he to the daughter, "and, in spite of the base- 
ness of my enemies, marry him ; for I dare engage it is the very 
man you claim as your husband." The duke, hearing this, angry 
as he was, could hardly forbear losing his indignation in laughter. 
" Truly," said he, " so many extraordinary accidents every day 
befall the great Don Quixote, that I am inclined to believe this is 
not my lackey, though he appears to be so. But^ for our better 
satisfaction, let us defer the marriase but a fortnight, and in the 
meanwhile keep in close custody this person that nas put us into 
this confusion ; perhaps by that time he may resume tiis former 
looks ; for, doubtless, the malice of those mischievous magicians 
a^inst the noble Don Quixote cannot last so long, especially 
when they find all these tricks and transformations of so little 
avaU." *' Alack-a-day, sir !" quoth Sancho, " those plaguy imps 
are not so soon tired as you tlunk ; for where my master is con- 
cerned, they use to form and deform, and chop and change this 
into that, and that into the other. It is but a little while ago that 
they transmogrified the Knight of the Mirrors, whom he had 
overcome, into a special acquaintance of ours, the bachelor Samp- 
son Carrasco, of our village ; and as for the lady Dulcinea del 
Toboso, our mistress, they have bewitched and bedevilled her 
into the shape of a mere country blouze ; and so I verily think 
this saucy fellow here is likely to live a footman all the days of 
his life." " Well," cried the daughter, " let him be what he/ 
will, if he will have me, I will have nim. I ought to thank him ; 
for I had rather be a lackey's wife than his that deluded me^ who 
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bas proved himself no gentleman." To be short, the ram of the 
matter was, that Tosilos should be confined, to see what his trans- 
formation would come to. Don Quixote was proclaimed victor, 
by general consent ; and the people went away, most of them 
very much out of humour, because the combatants had not cat 
one another to pieces to make them sport, according to the cus- 
tom of the young rabble, who are sorry when, after they have 
stayed in hopes to see a man hanged, he happens to be pardoned, 
either by the party he has wrong^ or the ma^gistrate. The crowd 
being dispersed, the duke and duchess returned with Don Quixote 
into the castle; Tosilos was secured, and kept close. As for 
Donna Rodriguez and her daughter, they were very well pleased 
to see, one way or another, that the busmess would end in mr~ 
riage ; and Tosilos flattered himself with the like expectation. 



CHAPTER LXXXVII. 

How adventures crowded so thick on Don Quirote that they trod upon 
. one another^s heels, 

Don Quixote thought it now time to leave the idle lite he had 
led in the castle, believing it a mighty fault thus to shut himself 
up, and indulge his appetite among the tempting varieties ci 
dainties and delights wnich the lord and lady of ue place pro- 
vided for his entertainment as a knight-errant. Accordingly, 
one day he acquainted the duke and duchess with his sentiments, 
and begged their leave to depart. They both seemed very un- 
willing to part with him ; but yet at last yielded to his entreaties. 
The duchess ^ve Sancho his wife's letters, which he could not 
hear read without weepinff. " Who would have thought," cried 
he, **that all the mighty hopes with which my wife swelled her- 
self up at the news of my preferment, should come to this at last; 
and how I should be reduced again to trot after my master Don 
Quixote de la Mancha, in search of hunger and broken bones! 
However, I am glad to see my Teresa was like herself, in sendine 
the duchess the acorns, which if she had not done, she had shewea 
herself ungrateful, and I should never have forgiven her. My 
comfort is, that no man can say the present was a bribe ; for I 
had my government before she sent it ; and it is fit tiiose who 
have a kindness done them should shew themselves gratefiil, 
though it be with a small matter." 

Don Quixote, having taken his solemn leave of the duke and 
duchess overnight, left his apartment the next morning, and ap- 
peared in his armour in the court-yard — the galleries all round 
about being filled at the same time with the people of the house; 
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the dake and duchess being also there to see him. Sancho was 
upon his Dapple, with his cloak-bag, his wallet, and his provi- 
sion, very brisk and cheerful; for the steward that acted the 
part of Triialdi had given him a purse, with two hundred crowns 
in gold, to defray expenses. 

Don Quixote no sooner breathed the air in the open field, than 
he feincied himself in his own element ; he felt the spirit of knight- 
errantry revivinff in his breast ; and turning to Saneno, *' Liberty," 
said he, ^'friend Sancho, is one of the most valuable blessings 
that Heaven has bestowed upon mankind. Not all the treasures 
concealed in the bowels of the earth, nor those in the bosom of 
the sea, can be compared with it. For liberty a man may, nay 
ought, to hazard even his life, as well as for honour, accounting 
captivity the greatest misery he can endure. I tell tnee this, my 
Sancho, because thou wert a witness of the eood cheer and plenty 
which we met with in the castle. Yet, in the nudst of those de- 
licious feasts, among those tempting dishes, and those liquors 
cooled with snow, methouffht I suffered the extrenuty of hunger, 
because I did not enjoy l£em with that freedom as if they nad 
been my own ; for the obligations that lie upon us to make suit- 
able returns for kindnesses received, are ties that will not let a 
generous mind be free. Happy the man whom Heaven has blest 
with bread, for which he is obliged to thank kind Heaven alone I'' 
^< For all these fine words,'^ quoth Sancho, *' it is not proper for 
us to be unthankful for two ^ood hundred crowns in gold, which 
the duke's steward gave me m a little purse, which I have here, 
and cherish in my bosom as a relic against necessity, and a com- 
forting cordial, next my heart, against all accidents ; for we are 
not like always to meet with castles where we shall be made 
much of." 

As the knight and squire went on discoursing of this and other 
matters, they had not ridden much more than a leaeue ere they 
espied about a dozen men, who looked like country feUows, sitting 
at their victuals, with their cloaks under them, on the green grass 
in the middle of a meadow. Near them they saw several white 
cloths or sheets, spread out and laid close to one another, that 
seemed to cover something. Don Quixote rode up to the people, 
and after he had civilly «duted them, asked what they had got 
under that linen. " Sir," answered one of the company, " they 
are some carved images, that are to be set up at an altar we are 
erecting in our town. We cover them lest they should be sullied, 
and carry them on our shoulders for fear they should be broken." 
" If you please," said Don Quixote, " I should be glad to see 
them ; for, considering the care you take of them, tnev should 
be pieces of value." '* Ay, marry are they," quoth another, " or 
else we are mistaken ; for there is never an image among them 
that does not stand us more than fifty ducats ; and that you may 
know I am no liar, do but stay, and you shall see with yoiur own 
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eyes." With that, he took off the cover from one of the fi^^ores, 
that happened to be St. George on horseback, and tinder his feet 
a serpent coiled up, his throat tran^xed with a lance, with the 
fierceness that is commonly represented in the piece ; and aD, 
as they use to say, spick and span new, and shining like beaten 
gold. Don Quixote having seen the image, ^* This,'' said he, 
^' was one of the best knights-errant the church-militant ever had ; 
his name was Don St. George, and he was an extraordinary pro- 
tector of damsels. What is the next ?" The fellow having un- 
covered it, it proved to be St. Martin on horseback. ^'This 
knight too,'' said Don Quixote at the first sight, ^* was one of the 
Christian adventurers ; and I am apt to think he was more liberal 
than valiant ; and thou mayst perceive it, Sancho, by his diyiding 
his cloak with a poor man : he gave him half, and doubtless it wai 
winter-time, or else he would have given it him whole, he was so 
charitable.'' ^' Not so, neither, I fancy,'' quoth Sancho ^ '^ bat I 
guess he stuck to the proverb. To give and keep what is fit, re- 
quires a share of wit.'' Don Quixote smiled, and desired ih& 
men to shew him the next image, which appeared to be that of 
the patron of Spain on horseba^, with his sword blood v, tramr 
nling down Moors, and treading over heads. ^^Ay, uua is a 
knight indeed," cried Don Quixote, when he saw it; '^he is 
called Don St. Jago Mata Moros, or Don St. James the Moor- 
killer ; and may l^ reckoned one of the most valorous saints and 
professors of chivalry that the earth then enjoyed, and Heaven now 
possesses." Then they uncovered another piece, whic^ shewed 
St. Paul falling from his horse, with all the circumstances usually 
expressed in the story of his conversion; and represented so to 
the life, that he looked as if he had been answering the voice that 
spoke to him from heaven. ^^This," said Don Quixote, ^^was 
the greatest enemy the church-militant had once, and proved 
afterwards the greatest defender it will ever have ; — in his life a 
true knight-errant, and in death a stedfast saint ; an indefiitigahle 
labourer in the vineyard of the Lord, a teacher of the GentUes, 
who had Heaven for his school* and Christ himself for his master 
and instructor." Then Don Quixote, perceiving there were no 
more images, desired the men to cover tnose he had seen ; ** And 
now, my good friends," said he to them, << I cannot but esteem 
the sight that I have had of these images as a happy omen ; for 
these saints and knights were of the same profession that I foUow, 
which is that of arms : the difference only lies in this point, that 
they were saints, and fought according to the rules of holy disci- 
pline ; and I am a sinner, and fight s&er the manner of men." 

All this while the men wondered at Don Quixote's figure, as 
well as his discourse, but could not understand one half of what 
he meant. So that, after they had made an end of their dinner, 
they got up their images, took their leave of Don Quixote, ana 
continued their journey. 
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Sancho remained Aill of admiration, as if he had never known 
his master : he wondered how he should come to know all these * 
things, and fancied there was not that history or adventure in the 
world but he had it at his fingers' ends. ^* Truly, master of mine," 
quoth he, '< if what has happened to us to-dav may be called an 
adventurevit is one of the sweetest and most pleasant we ever met 
with in all our rambles; for we are come oft* without a bastine^ 
or the least bodily fear. We have not so much as laid our hands 
upon our weapons ; but here we be safe and sound, neither drv 
nor hungry. Heaven be praised that I have seen all this witn 
my own eyes !" ** Thou sayest well, Sancho,'' said Don Quixote ; 
*' out I must tell thee that seasons and times are not always the 
same, but often take a different course; and what the vulgar call 
forebodings and omens, for which there are no rational grounds 
in nature, ought only to be esteemed happy encounters bv the 
wise. One of these superstitious fools, gome out of his nouse 
betimes in the morning, meets a friar of the blessed order of St. 
Francis, and starts as if he had met a griffin, turns back, and 
rans home again. Another wiseacre happens to throw down the 
salt on the taole-cloth, and thereupon is sadly cast down himself; 
as if nature were obliged to mve tokens of ensuing disasters by 
such slight and inconsiderable accidents as these. A wise and 
trul]^ religious man ou^ht never tonry into the secrets of Heaven. 
Scipio, landing in Africa, stumbled and fell down as he leaped 
ashore. Presently his soldiers took this for an ill omen ; but ne, 
embracing the earth, cried| * I have thee fast, Africa; thou shalt 
not escape me*' " 

Thus discoursing, they ^t into a wood auite out of the road ; 
and on a sudden Con Quixote, before he knew where he was, 
found himself entangled in some nets of green thread, that were 
spread across among the trees. Not being able to imagine what 
it was, '^Certainlv, Sancho," cried he, ''this adventure ofthe 
nets must be one ofthe most unaccountable that can be imagined. 
Let me die, now, if this be not a stratagem ofthe evil-minded ne- 
cromancers that haunt me, to stop my way." With that the 
knight put briskly forwards, resolvine to break through ; but in 
the very moment there sprung fh)m behind the trees two most 
beautiful shepherdesses, at least they appeared to be so by their 
habits, only with this difference, that they were richly dressed in 
{[old brocade. Their flowing hair hung down about their shoulders 
m curls as charming as l£e sun's eolden rays, and circled on 
their brows with gaSands of ^een oaize and red-flower-gentle 
interwoven. As for their age, it seemed not less than fifteen, nor 
more than eiffhteen years. This unexpected vision dazzled and 
amazed Sancho, and surprised Don Quixote ; till at last one ofthe 
shepherdesses opening ner coral lips, '' Hold, sir," she cried ; 
''pray do not tear those nets which we have spread here, not to 
offend you, but to divert ounelves ; and because it is likely you 
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will inquire why they are spread here, and who we are, I dull 
tell you in few words. 

'^ About two leagues from this plaee lies a Tifiage^ where there 
are many people of quality and good estates ; among these aereral 
have made up a company to come and take their diversion in this 
place, which is one of the most delightful in these parts. To thk 

Eurpose we design to set up a new Arcadia. The yonng men 
aye put on the habit of shepherds, and ladies the dress of diep- 
herdesses. We have got two eclc^ues by 'heart; one oat of tae 
fiunous Garcilasso, and the other out of Camoens, the most ex- 
cellent Portuguese poet ; though we have not yet repeated them, 
for yesterday was but the first day of our coming hither. We 
have pitched some tents among the trees, near the banks of a large 
brook that waters all these meadows. And last night we spretd 
these nets, to catch such simple birds as our calls should aUnre 
into the snare. Now, sir, if you please to afford us your com- 
pany, you shall be made very welcome, and handsomely enter- 
tained; for we are all disposed to pass the time agreeably." 
^* Truly, fair lady,'' answered Don Quixote, '^ I ap^daud the 
design of your entertainment, and return you thanks ^3r your 
obliging oners ; assuring you, that if it lies in my power to serve 
you, you may depend on my obedience to your commands; lor 
my profession is the very reverse of ingratitude, and aims at 
doing good to all persons, especially those of your merit and con^ 
dition ; so that were these nets spread over the sur&ce of tlie 
whole earth, I would seek out a passage throughout new workis, 
rather than I would break the smallest thread that conduces to 
your pastime : and that you may give some credit to this seeming 
exaggeration, know, that he wno makes this promise is no less 
than Don Quixote de la Mancha, if ever such a name has reached 
your ears." *' Oh, my dear," cried the other shepherdess, ** what 
good fortune is this ! You see this gentleman before us : I mast 
tell you he is the most valiant, the most loving, and the most 
complaisant person in the world, if the history of his exploits, 
already in prmt, does not deceive us. I have read it, and 1 hM 
a wager, that honest fellow there by him is one Sancho Panza, 
his squire, the most comical creature that ever was.** **You 
have hit it," quoth Sancho, " I am that very squire you wot of; 
and there is my lord and master, the aforesaid Don Quixote de k 
Mancha." " Oh pray, my dear," said the other, ** let us entreat 
him to stay ; our lather and our brothers will be aughty glad of 
it. I have heard of his valour and his merit, as much as yoa 
now tell me ; and what is more, they say he is the most oonstant 
and faithful lover in the world, and that his mistress, whom they 
call Dulcinea del Toboso, bears the prize from all the beauties 
in Spain." " It is not without justice," said Don Quixote, "if 
your peerless charms do not dispute with her that glory. But, 
ladies, I beseech you do not endeavour to detain m^ ; for the 
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indispensable duties of my profession will not suffer me to rest in 
one place." 

. At the same time came the brother of one of the shepherd- 
esses, clad like a shepherd, but in a dress as splendid and gay 
as those of the young ladies. They told him that the gentleman 
whom he saw with them was the valorous Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, and that other Saucho Panza, his squire, of whom he 
had read the history. The gallant shepherd having saluted 
him, begged of him so earnestly to grant them his company to 
their tents, that Don Quixote was forced to comply^ and go with 
them. 

About the same time the nets were drawn and filled with 
divers little birds, who being deceived by the colour of the snare^ 
fell into the danger they would have avoided. Above thirty per- 
sons, all gaily dressed like shepherds and shepherdesses, got to- 
gether there; and being informed who Don Quixote and his 
squire were, they were not a little pleased, for they were idread^ 
no strangers to liis history. In short they carried them to their 
tents, where they found a sumptuous entertainment ready. They 
obliged the knight to take the place of honour ; and while they 
sat at table, there was not one that did not gaze on him, and 
wonder at so strange a figure. 

At last, the cloth being removed, Don Quixote with a great 
deal of gravity, lifting up his voice, ^' Of all the sins that men 
commit/' said he, ''none, in my opinion is so great as ingrati- 
tude, though some think pride a ^eater ; and I ground my asser- 
tion on this, that hell is said to be mil of the ungrateful. Ever since 
I had the use of reason, I have employed my utmost endeavours 
to avoid this crime ; and if I am not able to repay the benefits I 
receive in their kind, at least I am not wanting in real intentions 
of making suitable returns ; and if that be not sufficient, I make 
my acknowledgments as public as I can : for he that proclaims the 
kindnesses he nas received, shews his disposition to repay tiiem 
if he could ; and those that receive are generally inferior to those 
that give. The Supreme Being, that is infinitely above all things, 
bestows his blessings on us so much beyond the capacity of all 
other bene&ctors, that all the acknowledgments we can make can 
never hold proportion with his goodness. However, a thankful 
mind in some measure supplies its want of power, with hearty 
desires and unfeigned expressions of a sense of gratitude and 
respect. I am in this condition, as to the civilities I have been 
treated with here ; for I am unable to make an acknowledgment 
equal to the kindnesses I have received. I shall, therefore, only 
oner you what is within the narrow limits of my own abilities, 
which is to maintain, for two whole days together, in the middle 
of the road that leads to Saragosa, that these ladies here, dis- 
guised in the habits of shepherdesses, are the fairest and most 
courteous damsels in the world, excepting only the peerless Dul- 
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dnea del Toboso, sole mistress of my thou^itB ; witlumt i 
to all that hear me, be it spoken." 

Here Sancho, who had all the while eiren ear to his master's 
compliment, thought fit to put in a word or two. ** Now^ in the 
name of wonder/' quoth he, '< can there be any body in the world 
so impudent as to say that this master of mine ia a madman! 
Pray, tell me, ye gentlemen shepherds, did you ever know any 
of your country parsons, though never so wise, or so good scho- 
lars, that could aeliver themselves so finely? Or is there any of 
your knights-errant, though never so £uned for prowess, that eaa 
make sucn an ofier as he has here done ?" 

Don Quixote turned towards Sancho, and, beholding him 
with eyes full of fiery indignation, '^Can there be any body in 
the world," cried he, " that can say thou art not an inoorrigiUe 
blockhead, Sancho; a compound offollv and knavery, wheroo 
malice also is no small ingredient ? Who bids thee meddle with 
my concerns, or busy thyself with my folly or discretion ? Make 
no reply; but go and saddle Rozinante, if he b unsaddled, that 1 
may immediately perform what I have offered ; for in ao noble 
and so just a cause, thou mayest reckon all those who shall pre- 
sume to oppose me subdued and overthrown.'^ This said, up be 
started, with marks of anger in his looks, to the amazement 
of all the company, who were at a loss whether they should es- 
teem him a madman or a man of sense. They endeayoured to 
prevail with him, however, to lay aside his challenge, telling him, 
they were sufficiently assured of his gratefiil nature, without ex- 
posing him to the danger of such demonstrations ; and as for hit 
valour, they were so well informed by the history of his numerous 
achievements, that there was no need of an^ new instance to con- 
vince them of it. But all these representaliDns could not dissuade 
him from his purpose ; and theremre, having mountecT Rozinante, 
braced his shield and erasped his lance, he went and posted him- 
self in the middle of the highway, not far from the verdant mea- 
dow, followed by Sancho on his Dapple, and all the pastoral so- 
ciety, who were desirous to see the event of that unaccountable 
defiance. 

And now the champion, having taken his ground, made the 
neighbouring air ring with the following challenge : ^^ O ye, who- 
ever you are, knights, squires, on foot or on horseback, that now 
pass, or shall pass this road within these two days, know, that 
Don Quixote cfe la Mancha, knight-errant, stays nere, to assert 
and maintain, that the nymphs who inhabit these groves and 
meadows, surpass, in beauty and courteous disposition^ all those 
in the universe, setting aside the sovereign of my soul, the lady 
Dulcinea del Toboso. And he that dares uphold the contrary let 
him appear.'' 

Twice he repeated these words, and twice they were repeated 
in vain. Bqt fortune, that had a strange hand at managing his 
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concerns, now shewed him a merry sight ; for by and by he dis- 
covered on the road a great number of people on horseback, many 
of them with lances in their hands, all trooping together very fast. 
The company that watched Don Quixote's motions no sooner 
spied such a squadron, driving the dust before them, than they 
got out of harm's way, not jud^ng it safe to be so near danger; 
and as for Sancho, he sheltered himself behind Rozinante's crup- 
per ; only Don Quixote stood fixed with an undaunted courage. 
When ^e horsemen came near, one of the foremost, bawling to 
the champion, " Ho, ho !" cried he, " get out of the way, or these 
bulls will tread thee to pieces." " Go to, you scoundrels !" an- 
swered Don Quixote, *^ none of your bulls are any thin^ to me, 
though the fiercest that ever were fed on the banks of Xarama. 
Acknowledge, all in a body, what I have proclaimed here to be 
truth, or else stand combat with me.'' But the herdsmen had 
not time to answer, neither had Don Quixote any to get out of 
the way, if he had been inclined to it ; for the herd of wild bulls 
were presently upon him, and a huge company of drivers and 
people, that were going to a town where they were to be baited 
the next day. So, bearing all down before them, knight and 
squire, horse and man, they trampled them under foot at an un- 
merciful rate. There lay Sancho mauled, Don Quixote stunned. 
Dapple bruised, and Rozinante in very indifferent circumstances. 
But for all this, after the whole route of men and beasts were 
gone by, up started Don Quixote, ere he was thoroughly come to 
himself, and staegerin^ and stumbling, falling an4 gettine up 
again, as fast as he could, he began to run after them. '* Stop, 
scoundrels, stop !" cried he aloud ; " stay ; it is a single knight defies 
you all, one who scorns the humour of making a golden bridge 
for a flying enemy." But the hasty travellers did not stop, nor 
slacken their speed, for all his loud defiance ; and minded it no 
more than the last year's snow. 

At last, weariness stopjped Don Quixote ; so that, with all his 
anger, and no prospect of^revense, he was forced to sit down on 
the road till Sancho came up to him with Rozinante and Dapple. 
Then the master and man made a shift to remount ; and, with 
more shame than satisfaction, hastened their journey, without 
taking leave of their friends of the new Arcadia. 



CHAPTER LXXXVin. 

Of an extraordinary accident that happened to Don Quixote^ which may 
well pass for an adventure. 

A CLEAR fountain, which Don Quixote and Sancho found among 
some verdant trees, served to refresh them, besmeared with dust. 



M 



384 DOH auixon. 

and tired as they were, after the mde encounter of the balls. 
There, by the brink, leaving Bozinante and Dapple, onbridJed 
and nnhaltered, to their own liberty, the two forlorn adventoren 
sat down. The squire then went to the wallet, and hayins tdben 
out of it what he used to call his stomach-sauce, laid it berore tbe 
knight. But Don Quixote would eat nothing for pure vezatioo, 
and Sancho durst not begin for good manners, expecting that be 
would first diew him the way. However, finding hun so wraTOied 
in his imaginations as to have no thoughts of lifting his haod 
to his mouth, the squire, without letting one word come oat of 
his, laid aside all kind of good breeding, and made a fierce attack 
upon the bread and cheese before him. " Eat, friend Sancho," 
cried Don Quixote, ^^ repair the decays of nature, and sustaii 
life, which thou hast more reason to cherish than I ; leave me to 
die, abandoned to ray sorrows, and the violence of my mis&r- 
tunes. I was bom, Sancho, to live dying, and tiiou to die eating." 
^^ For my part,'' quoth Sancho, '^ I am not so simple yet as to 
kill myself. No, I am like tbe cobbler that stretches his leather 
with his teeth : I am for lengthening my life by eating ; troly, 



master, there is no neater roily in the world than for a man to 
despair, and throw the hdve aner the hatchet. Therefore take 
my advice, and eat as I do ; and when jou have done, lie down 
and take a nap ; tbe fresh grass here will do as well as a feathe^ 
bed. I daresay by the time you awake you will find yourself 
better in body and mind." 

Don Quixote followed Sancho's counsel, for he was convinced 
the squire spoke good philosophy at that time. However, in the 
meanwhile, a thought coming into his mind, ^^Ah! Sancho^" 
said he, " if thou wouldst but do something that I am now going 
to desire thee, my cares would sit more easy on me, and my com- 
fort would be more certain. It is only this : while, according to 
th^ advice, I try to compose my thoughts with sleep, do but step 
aside a little, and take the reins of Rozinante's bndle, anddTe 
thyself some three or four hundred smart lashes, in part of the 
three thousand and odd thou art to receive to disenchant Dal- 
cinea ; for, in truth, it is a sh^e and very great pity that poor 
lady should remain enchanted all this while, through thy care- 
lessness and neglect." ^' There is a great deal to be said as to 
that," quoth Sancho, " but it may well keep ; first let us go to 
sleep, and then come what will come. Let my Lady Dulcinea 
have a little patience. There is nothing lost that comes at last; 
while there is life there is hope ; which is as good as to say, I live 
with an intent to make good my promise." Don Quixote gave 
him thanks, ate a little, and Sancho a great deal ; and then both 
betook themselves to their rest ; leaving those constant friends 
and companions, Rozinante and Dapple, to their own discretioo, 
to repose or feed at random on the pasture that abounded in that 
meadow. 
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The day was* now far gone, when the knight and the squire 
awoke. They mounted, and held on their journey, making the 
best of their way to an inn, that seemed to be about a league dis- 
tant. I call it an inn because Don Quixote himself called it so, 
contrary to his custom, it being a common thing with him to take 
inns for castles. 

Being got thither, they asked the innkeeper whether he had 
got any lodgings? ** Yes," answered he; "and as good accom- 
modation as you will find anywhere." They alighted, and, after 
Sancho had seen Rozinante and Dapple well provided for in the 
stable, he went to wait on his master, whom he found sitting on a 
seat made in the wall— ^the squire blessing himself more than once 
that the knight had not taken the inn for a castle. Supper-time 
approaching, Don Quixote retired to his apartment, and Sancho, 
staying with his host, asked him what he had to give them for 
supper? "What you will," answered he; "you may pick and 
choose — ^fish or flesh, butchers' meat or poultry, wild-fowl, and 
what not ; whatever land, sea, and air afford for food, it is but ask 
and have: everything is to be had in this inn." "There is no 
need of all this," quoth Sancho, " a couple of roasted chickens 
will do our business ; for niy master has a nice stomach, and eats 
but little ; and, as for me, 1 am none of your unreasonable tren- 
chermen." "As for chickens," replied the innkeeper, "truly we 
have none ; for the kites have devoured them." " Why, then," 
quoth Sancho, " roast us a good handsome pullet, with eggs, so it 
be young and tender." " A pullet, master !" answered the host, 
" I sent above fifty yesterday to the city to sell ; but, setting aside 
pullets, you majr have any thing else," "Why, then," quoth 
Sancho, " even give us a good joint of veal or kid." " Cry you 
mercy!" replied the innkeeper, "now I remember me, we have 
none left in the house ; the last company that went cleared me 
quite ; but by next week we shall have enough, and to spare." 
■** We are in a fine case, indeed," quoth Sancho; "now will I hold 
a good wager that all these defects must be made up with a dish 
of eggs and bacon." " Hey day !" cried the host, " my guest has 
a rare knack at guessing; I told him I had no hens nor pullets in 
the house, and yet he would have me to have eggs ! Think on 
something else, I beseech you, and let us talk no more of that." 
"Corae, come," cried Sancho, **let us have something; tell me 
what thou hast, Mr. Landlord, and do not put me to trouble my 
brains any longer." " Why, then," do you see," quoth the host, 
" to deal plainly with you, I have a delicate pair of cow-heels, 
that look hke calves' feet, or a pair of calves' feet that look like 
cow-heels, dressed with onions, peas, and bacon — a dish for a 
prince ; they are just ready to be taken o0^, and by this time they 
«cry ' Come eat me, come eat me.' " " Cow-heels!" cried Sancho, 
^* 1 set my mark on them ; let nobody touch them : I will giviB 
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more for them than any other shall. There is nothing I loye 
better." '^Nobody else shall have them," answered me host, 
''you need not fear, for all the gaests I have in the house, besides 
yourselves, are persons of quality, that carry their steward, dior 
cook, and their provisions along with them. ' ** As for quality," 
quoth Sancho, ** my master is a person of as good quality as the 
proudest of them all, if you go to that, but his profession allovBof 
no larders nor butteries." This was the discourse that passed 
betwixt Sancho and the innkeeper ; for, as to the host^s interro- 
gatories concerning his master's profession, Sancho was not then 
at leisure to make nim any answer. 

In short, supper-time came, Don Quixote went to his room, 
the host brought the dish of cow-heels, such as it was, and set him 
down fairly to supper. But at the same time, in the next room, 
which was divided from that where they were by a slender parti- 
tion, the knight overheard somebody talking. ''Dear Don Jero- 
nimo," said the unseen person, " 1 beseech you, till supper is 
brought in, let us read another chapter of the Second Part of Don 
Quixote." The champion no sooner heard hiihself named, than 
up he started, and listened, with attentive ears, to what was said 
of him ; and then he heard that Don Jeronimo answer, *' Why 
would you have us read nonsense, Sigfior Don John ? Meihhiks 
any one that has read the First Part of Don Quixote should take 
but little delight in reading the second." " That may be," reph'ed 
Don John ; " however, it may not be amiss to read it ; for there 
is no book so bad as not to have something that is good in it 
What displeases me most in this part is, that it represents Don 
Quixote as no longer in love with Dulcinea del Toboso." Upon 
these words, Don Quixote, burning with anger and indignation, 
cried out, " Whoever says that Don Quixote de la Mancha has 
forgotten, or can forget, Dulcinea del Toboso, I will make him 
know, with equal arms, that he departs wholly from the truth; 
for the peerless Dulcinea del Toboso cannot be forgotten, nor can 
Don Quixote be guilty of forgetfulness. Canstanev is his motto; 
and, to preserve his fidelity voluntarily, and wimout the least 
restraint, is his profession." " Who is he that answers us?" cries 
one of those in the next room. " Who should it be ?" quoth 
Sancho, '^ but Don Quixote de la Mancha his own self, the same 
that will make good all he has said, and all he has to say, take my 
word for it ; for a good paymaster never grudges to give security." 

Sancho had no sooner made that answer than in came the two 
gentlemen (for they appeared to be no less), and one of them, 
throwinff his arms about Don Quixote's neck, "Your presence, sir 
knight," said he, " does not belie your reputation, nor can your 
reputation fail to raise a respect for your presence. You are cer- 
tainly the true Don Quixote de la Mancha, the polar-star and 
luminary of chivalry-errant, in despite of him that has attempted 
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to usurp your name as the author of this book/ which I here 
deliver into your hands^ has presumed to do.'' With that he took 
the book from his friend and gave it to Don Quixote. The knight 
took it^ and^ without saving a word, began to turn over the leaves ; 
then, returning it a while after, " In the little I have seen,'' said 
he, " I have found three things in this author deserving reprehen- 
sion. First, I find fault with some words in his preface ; in the 
second place, his language is Arragonian, for sometimes he writes 
without articles ; and the third thing I have observed, which be- 
trays most his ignorance, is, he is out. of the way in one of the 
principal parts of the history; for there he says that the wife of 
my squire, Sancho Panza, is called Mary Gutierrez, which is not 
true, for her name is Teresa Panza ; and he l^at errs in so consi- 
derable a passage, may well be suspected to have comjnitted many 
gross errors through the whole history." ** A pretty impudent 
teJlow is this same history-writer!" cried Sancho; "sure he 
knows much what belongs to our concerns, to call my wife 
Teresa Panza, Mary Gutierrez ! Pray take the book again, if it 
like your worship, and see whether he says anything ot me, and 
whether he has not changed my name too." "Sure, by what 
you have said, honest man," said Don Jeronimo, " you should be 
Sancho Panza, squire to Sigfior Don Quixote ?" " So I am," 
quoth Sancho, " and I am proud of the office." " Well," said 
the gentleman, " to tell you the truth, the last author does not 
treat you so civilly as you seem to deserve. He represents you 
as a glutton and a fool, without the least grain of wit or humour, 
and very different from the Sancho we have in the first part of 
your master's history." " Heaven forgive him," (juoth Sancho ; 
" he might have left me where I was, without offering to meddle 
with me. Every man's nose will not make a shoeing horn. Let 
us leave the world aa it is. St. Peter is very well at Rome." 
Presently the two gentlemen invited Don Quixote to sup with 
them in their chamber, for they knew there was nothing to be got 
in the inn fit for his entertainment. Don Quixote, who was 
always very complaisant, could not deny their request, and went 
with them. Sancho staid behind with the flesh-pot ; he placed 
himself at the upper end of the table, with the innkeeper for his 
messmate ; for he was no less a lover of cow-heels than the 
squire. 

While Don Quixote was at supper with the gentlemen, Don 
John asked him when he heard of the lady Dulcinea del Toboso, 
and whether she still retained a grateful sense of the love and con- 
stancy of Sigfior Don Quixote. " She does," answered Don 
Quixote, " and my thoughts are more fixed upon her than ever ; 
our correspondence is after the old fashion, not Sequent ; and, alas, 

* Some one had published a book which he called the Second Part cf 
Don Quixotef before our author had printed this. 



388 DON QUIXOTX. 

her beauty is transfoimed into the homely appeaianoeof afemak 
rustic.'^ And with that he repeated the storyo f her eachant- 
ment, with what had be&Uen him in the cavern of Montesioos, 
and the means that the sage Merlin had prescribed to free i^ 
from enchantment. The gentlemen were extremely pleased to 
hear from Don Quixote's own mouth the strange passages ci Ids 
history ; equally wondering at the nature of bis eztrayasanoeB 
and his elegant manner of relating them. One minute llieykoked 
upon him to be in his senses, and the next they thoogrht he had 
lost them all ; so that they could not resolve what degree to aadgn 
him between madness and sound judgment. 

They then asked him which way he was traveUing ? He told 
them he was for Saragosa, to make one at the toumaments hcU 
in that citjr once a year for the prize of armour. Don John ac- 
quainted him, that the pretended second part of his history gare 
an account how Don Quixote, whoever he was, had been at 
Sara^osa, at a public running at the ring, the description of 
which was wretched and defective in the contrivance, mean and 
low in the style and expression, and miserably poor in devices, 
all made up of foolish idle stufiP. '^ For that reason,'' said Boa 
Quixote, '^ I will not set a foot in Saragosa ; and so the wcntU 
shall see what a notorious lie this new historian is guilty of, and 
all mankind shall perceive I am not the Don Quixote he speab 
of." " You do very well," said Don Jeronimo ; '* besides, there 
is another tournament at Barcelona, where you may signaliBe 
your valour." " I design to do so," replied Don Quixote ; "and 
so, gentlemen, give me leave to bid you good night, and permit 
me to go to bed, for it is time ; and pray place me in the number 
of your best friends and most faithful servants." 

Having taken leave of one another, Don Quixote and Sancho 
retired to their chamber, leaving the two strangers in admiration 
to think what a medley the knight had made of good sense and 
extravagance ; but f ullv satisfied, however, that these two persons 
were the true Don Quixote and Sancho, and not those obtruded 
upon the public by the Arragonian author. 

^ Early m the morning Don Quixote got up, and knocking at a 
thin wall that parted his chamber from that of the gentlemen, he 
took his leave of them. Sancho paid the host nobly, but advised 
him either to keep better provisions in his inn, or to commend it 
less. 



CHAPTER LXXXIX. 

What happened to Don Quixote going to Barcehruu 

The morning was cool, and seemed to promise a temperate day, 
when Don Quixote left the inn, having first informed himsdf 
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which was the readiest way to Barcelona ; for he was resolved he 
would not so much as see Saragosa, that he might prove that 
new author a liar, who, as he was told, had so much misrepre- 
sented him in the pretended second part of his history. For the 
space of six days they travelled without meeting any adventure 
worthy of memory ; but the seventh, having lost their way, and 
being overtaken by the night, thev were obliged to stop in a 
thicket of oaks or cork-trees. There both dismounted ; and 
laying themselves down at the foot of the trees, Sancho, who 
had eaten heartily that day, easily resigned himself into the arms 
of sleep. But Von Quixote, whom his chimeras kept awake 
much more than hunger, could not so much as close his eyes ; 
his working thoughts beinff hurried to a thousand several places. 
This time he fancied himsdf in Montesinos' cave;, fancied he saw 
his Dulcinea, perverted as she was into a country hoyden, jump 
at a single leap upon her ass colt. The next moment he thought he 
heard the sase Merlin's voice in awful words relate the means 
required to enect her disenchantment. Presently a Ht of despair 
seized him ; he was enraged to think of Sancho's remissness and 
want of charity, — the squire having not given himself above five 
lashes, a small and inconsiderable number in proportion to the 
number still behind. This reflection so aggravated his vexation, 
that he could not forbear thinking on some extraordinary methods. 
If Alexander the Great, thought he, when he could not untie the 
Gordian knot, said, it is the same thing to cut or to undo, and so 
slashed it asunder, and yet became the sovereign of the world, 
why may not I free Dulcinea irom enchantment by lashing 
Sancho myself, whether he will or no ? For, if the condition of 
this remedy consists in Sancho's receiving three thousand and odd 
lashes, what does it signify to me whether he gives himself those 
blows, or another gives them him, since the stress lies upon his 
receiving them, by what means soever they are given ? Full of 
that conceit, he came up to Sancho, having first taken the reins 
of Rozinante's bridle, and fitted them to nis purpose of lashing 
him with them. Sancho, however, soon started out of his sleep, 
and was thoroughly awake in an instant. '* What is here?'' criea 
he. ^' It is I," answered Don Quixote, '* I am come to repair thy 
negligence, and to seek the remedy of my torments. I am come 
to whip thee, Sancho, and to discharge, in part at least, that debt 
for which thou standest engaged. Dulcinea perishes, while thou 
livest careless of her fate; and therefore I am resolved, while we are 
here alone in this recess, to give thee at least two thousand 
stripes." '* Hold you there," quoth Sancho ; ** pray be quiet, will 
you ? — let me alone, or I protest deaf men shall hear us ! The 
strokes I am to give myself are to be voluntary, not forced; and 
at this time I have no mind to be whipped at all : let it suffice 
that I promise you to do so when the humour takes me." '^ No, 
Sancho," said Don Quixote ; *^ there is no trusting to thy courtesy, 
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for thou art hard-hearted, and, though a peasaaty of very toider 
flesh/' He then struggled with Sancho; upon which he jumped 
up, threw his arms a^ut the Don, tripped up his heels, and uiid 
him flat on his back, whereupon he held his hands down so &st 
that he could not stir and scarcely could hreathe. ^^ How, traitor," 
exclaimed the knight, ^' dost thou rebel against thy natural kHrdf 
— dost thou raise thy hand against him who feeds thee?'' ''I 
neither raise up nor pull down,'' answered Sancho ; '' I only defend 
myself, who am my own lord* If your worship will promise me 
to let me alone, and not talk about whipping at present^ I will set 
you at liberty : if not, ' here thou diest, traitor, enemy to Doiii» 
bancha.' " Don Quixote gave him the promise he denied, and 
swore by the life of his best thoughts he would not toaeh a hair of 
his garment, but leave the whipping entirely to his own discretion. 
Sancho now removed to another place ; and, as he was goisfi^ 
to lay himself under another tree, he thought sometbine tondbea 
his head ; and, reaching up his hands, he felt a couple ofdangliiig 
feet, with hose and shoes. Trembling with fear, ne moved on t 
little further, but was incommoded by other legs; upon which he 
called to his master for help. Don Quixote went up to him, and 
asked him what was the matter; when Sancho told him that 
all the trees were flill of men's feet and legs. Don Quixote felt 
them, and immediately guessed the cause ; he said, << Be not 
afraid, Sancho ; doubtless these are the legs of robbers and ban- 
ditti, who have been punished for their crimes : for here the offi- 
cers of justice hang them by scores at a time, when they can lay 
hold of them ; and, from this circumstance, I conclude we are 
not far from Barcelona." In truth, Don Quixote was right in 
his conjecture ; for when day began to dawn, they plainfy saw 
that the legs they had felt in the dark belonged to the bodies of 
thieves. 

But if they were alarmed at these dead banditti, how mneh 
more were they disturbed at beine suddenly surrounded by man 
than forty of their livin? comrades, who commanded them to 
stand, and not to move till their captain came up. Don QnixMs 
was on foot, his horse unbridled, his lance leaning against a tree 
at some distance, — in short, being defenceless, he thought it best to 
cross his hands, hang down his head, and reserve himself for bet- 
ter occasions. The robbers, however, were not idle, but imme- 
diately fell to work upon Dapple, and, in a trice, emptied both 
wallet and cloak-bag. Fortunately for Sancho, he had secured 
the crowns given him by the duke, with his other money, in a 
belt which he wore about his waist; nevertheless they would 
not have escaped the searching eyes of these good people, who 
spare not even what is hid between the flesh and the skin, had 
they not been checked by the arrival of their captain. His age 
seemed to be about four-and-tbirty, his body was robust, his sta- 
ture tall, his visage austere, and his complexion swarthy ; he was 
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mounted upon a powerful steed, clad in a coat of steel, and his 
belt was stuck round with pistols. Observing that hid squires 
(torso they call men of their vocation) were about to rifle Sancho, 
ne commanded them to forbear, and was instantly obeyed ; and 
thus the girdle escaped. He wondered to see a lance standing 
against a tree, a target on the ground, and Don Quixote in ar- 
mour and pensive, with the most sad and melancholy countenance 
that sadness itself could frame. Going up to the knieht, he said, 
** Bo not so dejected, good sir, for you are not faUen into the 
hands of a cruel Osiris, but into those of Roque Guinart, who has 
more of compassion in his nature than cruelty." "My dejec- 
tion/' answered Don Quixote, "is not on account of having fallen 
into your hands, O valorous Roque, whose fame extends over the 
whole earth, but for my negligence in having suffered myself to 
be surprised by your soldiers, contrary to the bounden duty of a 
knight-errant, which requires that I should be continually on the 
alert, and, at all hours, my own sentinel ; for, let me tell you, 
illustrious Roque, had they met me on horseback, with my lance 
and my target, they would have found it no very easy task to 
make^ me yield. Know, sir, I am Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
he with whose exploits the whole globe resounds.'' Roque 
Guinart presently perceived Don Quixote's infirmity, and that it 
had in it more of madness than valour ; and, though be had some- 
times heard his name mentioned, he always thought that what 
had been said of him was a fiction ; conceiving that such a cha- 
racter could not exist : he was therefore delighted with this meet- 
ing, as he might now know, from his own observation, what de-. 
gree of credit was really due to the reports in circulation. " Be 
not concerned^'' said Roque, addressing himself to Don Quixote, 
^' nor tax fortune with unkindness ; by thus stumbling, you may 
chance to stand more firmly than ever : for Heaven, by stranee 
and circuitous ways, incomprehensible to men, is wont to raise tne 
fallen, and enrich the needy." 

Don Quixote was about to return his thanks for this courteous 
reception, when suddenly a noise was heard near them, like the 
trampling of many horses ; but it was caused by one only, upon 
which came, at full speed, a youUi, seemingly al>out twenty years 
of age, clad in green damask edged with gold lace, trousers, and 
a loose coat ; his hat cocked in the Walloon fashion, with boots, 
spurs, dagger, and gold-hilted sword; a small carabine in his 
hand, and a brace of pistols by his side. Roque, hearing the noise 
of a horse, turned his head and observed this handsome youth ad- 
vancing towards him : " Valiant Roque," said the cavalier, " you 
are the person I have been seeking ; for with you I hope to nnd 
some comfort, though not a remedy, in my afflictiops. Not to 
keep you in suspense, because I perceive that you do not know 
me, I will tell you who I am. I am Claudia Jeronima, daughter 
of Simon Forte, your intimate friend, and the particular enemy 
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of Clauquel Torellas^ who is also yours, being of the foction which 
is adverse to you. You know, too, that Torellas has a son, calkd 
Don Yincente de ToreUas, — at least so he was called not two 
hours ago. That son of his — to shorten the story of my misfor- 
tune, — ah, what sorrow he has brought upon me ! that son, I say, 
saw me, and courted me ; 1 listen^ to turn, and loved him, un- 
known to my father. In short, he promised to be my spouse, 
and I pledged myself to become his, without proceeding any 
farther. Yesterday I was informed that, forgetting his engage- 
ment to me, he was going to be married to another, and that this 
morning the ceremony was to be performed. The news con- 
founded me, and I lost all patience. My &ther being out of town, 
I took the opportunity of equipping myself as you now see me, 
and by the speed of this horse, I overtook Don Yincente about a 
league hence, and, without stopping to reproach him, or hear Ids 
excuses, I fired at him not only with this piece, but with both my 
pistols, and lodged, 1 believe, not a few balls in his body : thus 
washing away with blood the stains of my honour. I left him to 
his servants, who either dared not, or could not prevent the execo- 
tlon of my purpose ; and am come to seek your assistance to get 
to France, where I have relations, with whom I may live ; and 
to entreat you likewise to protect my father from any cruel re- 
venge on the part of Don Yincente's numerous kindred." 

Koque was struck with the gallantry, bravery, figure, and 
also the adventure of the beautiful Claudia, and said to her, 
" Come, madam, and let us first be assured of your enemy's 
death, and then we will consider what is proper to be done for you." 

So, after commanding his squires to restore to Sancho all they 
had taken from Dapple, and likewise to retire to the place where 
they had lodged the night before, he went off immediately with 
Claudia at lull speed, in quest of the wounded or dead Don 
Yincente. They presently arrived at the place where Claudia 
had overtaken him, and found nothing there except the blood 
which had been newly spilt ; but, looluiig round, at a consider- 
able distance they saw some persons ascending a hill, and con- 
cluded (as indeed it proved) that it was Don Yincente, being con- 
veyed by his servants, either to a doctor or his ^rave. They in- 
stantly pushed forward to overtake them, which they soon effected, 
and found Don Yincente in the arms of his servants, entreating 
them, in a low and feeble voice, to let him die in that place, for 
he could no longer endure the pain of bis wounds. Claudia and 
Roque, throwing themselves from their horses, drew near; the 
servants were startled at the appearance of Roque, and Claudia 
was troubled at the sight of Don Yincente ; wnen, divided be- 
tween tenderness and resentment, she approached him, and, taking 
hold of his hand, said, '* Had you but given me this hand, accord- 
ing to our contract, you would not have been reduced to this ex- 
tremity. '^ The wounded cavalier opened his almost closed eyes. 
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and, recognising Claudia, he said, " I perceive, fair and mistaken 
lady, that it is to ^our hand I owe my death ;~a punishment 
unmerited by me, ior neither in thought nor deed could I offend 
you." ** Is it not true, then," said Claudia, '^ that, this very 
morning, you were going to be married to Leonora, daughter of 
the rich Balvastro ?" " No, certainly," answered Don Vincente ; 
« my evil fortune must have borne you that news, to excite your 
jealousy to bereave me of life ; but since I leave it in your arms, 
I esteem myself happy ; and, to assure you of this truth, take my 
hand, and, if you are willing, receive me for your husband ; for 1 
can now give you no other satisfaction for tne injury which you 
imagine you have received." 

Claudia pressed his hand, and such was the anguish of her 
heart that she swooned away upon the bloody bosom of Don Vin- 
cente, and at the same moment he was seized with a mortal par- 
oxysm. Roque was confounded, and knew not what to do ; the 
servants ran for water, with which they sprinkled their faces ; 
Claudia recovered, but Don Vincente was left in the sleep oi 
death. When Claudia was convinced that her beloved husband 
no longer breathed, she rent the air with her groans, and pierced 
the skies with her lamentations. She tore her hair, scattered it 
in the wind, and, with her own merciless hands, wounded and 
disfi^red her face, with every other demonstration of grief, dis- 
traction, and despair. ^' O rash and cruel woman !" she ex- 
claimed, ''with wnat facility wert thou moved to this evil deed! 
O maddenine sting of jealousy, how deadly thy effects 1 O my 
dear husband, whose love for me hath given thee a cold grave !" 
So piteous, indeed, were the lamentations of Claudia, that they 
forced tears even from the eyes of Roque, where they were sel- 
dom or never seen before. The servants wept and lamented ; 
Claudia was recovered from one fainting fit, only to fall into an- 
other, and all around was a scene of sorrow. At length Roque 
Ouinart ordered the attendants to take up the body of Don Vin- 
cente, and convey it to the town where his father dwelt, which 
was not far distant, that it might be there interred. Claudia told 
Roque that it was her determination to retire to a nunnery, of 
which her aunt was abbess ; there to spend what remained of her 
wretched life, looking to heavenly nuptials and an eternal spouse. 
Roque applauded her good design, offering to conduct her wher- 
ever it was her desire to go, and to defend her father against the 
relatives of Don Vincente, or any one who should offer violence 
to him. Claudia expressed her thanks in the best manner she 
could, but declined his company; and, overwhelmed with afflic- 
tion, took her leave of him. At the same time, Don Vincente's 
servants carried off his dead body ; and Roque returned to his 
companions. Thus ended the amour of Claudia Jeronima ; and 
no wonder that it was so calamitous, since it was brought about 
by the cruel and irresistible power of jealousy. 
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Roque Guinart found his band of desperadoes in the place he 
had appointed to meet them, and Don Quixote in the midst of 
them, endeavouring, in a formal speech, to persnde them to quit 
that kind of life, so prejudicial both to soul and body. But his 
auditors were chiefly Gascons, a wild and ungoTemable race, and 
therefore his haran^e made but little impression upon them. 
Roque having asked Sancho Panza whether they had restored to 
him all the property which had been taken from Dapple, he sud 
they had returned all but threo night-caps, which were worth 
three cities. " What does the fellow say V quoth one of the 
party; ^' I have got them, and they are not worth three reals." 
" That is true," quoth Don Quixote ; " but my sqnire justlj 
values the gift for the sake of the giver." Hoque Guinart indsted 
upon their being immediately restored ; then, after commanding 
his men to draw up in a line before him, he caused all the dothes, 
jewels, and money, and, in short, all they had plundered sinee 
the last division to be brought out and spr^ul before them ; which 
being done, he made a short appraisement, reducing whfU could 
not be divided into money, and shared the whole among his com- 
pany with the utmost exactness and impartiality. After sharine 
the booty in this manner, by which all were satined, Roque said 
to Don Quixote, '^ If I were not thus exact in dealing with these 
fellows, there would be no living with them." ** Well," quoth 
Sancho, '^justice roust needs be a eood thine ; for it is necessary, 
I see, even among thieves." On hearing this, one of the squires 
raised the butt-end of his piece, and would surely have split poor 
Sancho's head, if Roque had not called out to him to forbear. . 
Terrified at his narrow escape, Sancho resolved to seal up his lips 
whiJe he remained in such company. 

Just at this time, intelligence was brought by the scouts that, 
not far distant, on the Barcelona road, a large body of people 
were seen coming that way. " Can you discover,*' said Roque, 
'* whether they are such as we look for, or such as look for us?" 
" Such as we look for, sir." " Away then," said Roque, ** and 
bring them hither straight; and see that none escape.'' The 
command was instantly obeyed; the band sallied forth, while 
Don Quixote and Sancho remained with the chief, anxious to see 
what would follow. In the mean time Roque conversed with the 
knight on his own way of living. ^' This life of ours must appear 
strange to you, Signor Don Quixote, — new accidents, new adven- 
tures, in constant succession, and all full of danger and disquiet: 
it is a state, I confess, in which there is no repose either for body 
or mind. Injuries which I could not brook, and a thirst of re- 
venge, first led me into it, contrary to my nature ; for the savage 
asperity of my present behaviour is a dis^ise to my heart, which 
is gentle and humane. Yet, unnatural as it is, having plunged into 
it, I persevere ; and, as one sin is followed by anomer, and mis- 
chief is added to mischief, my own resentments are now so linked 
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with those of others, and I am so involved in wrones, and fac- 
tions, and engagements, that nothing but the hand of Provi* 
dence can snatch me out of this entangled maze. Nevertheless, 
I despair not of coming, at last, into a safe and quiet harbour.'' 

Don Quixote was surprised at these sober reflections, so dif- 
ferent from what he should have expected from a banditti chief, 
whose occupation was robbery and murder. " Sigfior Roque," 
said he, ^' the beginning of a cure consists in the knowledge of the 
distemper, and in the patient's willingness to take the medicines 
prescribed to him bv his physician. You are sick ; you know 
your malady ; and God, our physician, is ready with medicines 
that, in time, will certainly efllect a cure. Besides, sinners of 
good understanding are nearer to amendment than those who are 
devoid of it; and as your superior sense is manifest, be of good 
cheer, and hope for your entire recovery. If, in this desirable 
work, you would take the shortest way, and at once enter that of 
your salvation, come with me, and I will teach you to be knight- 
errant, — a profession, it is true, full of labours and disasters, but 
which, being placed to the account of penance, will not fail to lead 
you to honour and felicity." Roque smiled at Don Quixote's 
counsel ; but, chan^g the discourse, he related to him the tragi- 
cal adventure of Clauma Jeronima, which ffrieved Sancho to the 
heart ; for he had been much captivated by the beauty, grace, and 
sprightliness of the youne lady. 

The party which had been despatched by Roque now returned 
with their captives, who consisted of two gentlemen on horse- 
back, two pilgrims on foot, and a coach full of women, attended 
by six servants, some on foot, and some on horseback, and also 
two muleteers belonging to the gentlemen. They were sur- 
rounded by the victors, who, as well as the vanquished, waited in 
profound silence till the great Roque should declare his will. He 
flrst asked the gentlemen who they were, whither thy were go- 
ing, and what money they had? " We are captains of infantry, 
sir,'' said one of them ; '^and are going to join our companies, 
which are at Naples, and, for that purpose, intend to embark at 
Barcelona, where, it is said, four galleys are about to sail for 
Sicily. Two or three hundred crowns is somewhere about the 
amount of our cash, and with that sum we accounted ourselves 
rich, considering that we are soldiers, whose purses are seldom 
overladen." The pilgrims, being questioned in the same manner, 
said, their intention was to embark for Rome, and that they had 
about them some threescore reals. The coach now came under 
examination ; and Roque was informed by one of the attendants 
that the persons within were the Lady Donna Guiomar de Qui- 
nones, wife of the regent of the vicarship of Naples, her young 
daughter, a waiting-maid, and a duenna ; that six servants accom- 
panied them, and their money amounted to six hundred crowns." 
" It appears, then," said Roque Guinart, " that we have here 
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Dine hundred crowns, and sixty reals : my aoldien are sixty in 
number ; see how much falls to the share of eaeh ; for I am my- 
self but an indifferent accountant." 

His armed ruffians, on hearing this, cried out, ** Long fivfe 
Boque Guinart, in suite of the dogs that seek his ruin 1" Bat 
the officers looked cnop-fallen, the lady-re^ent much dejected, 
and the pilgrims nothing pleased at witnessmg this confiscation 
of their effects. Roque held them awhile in suspense, and, tun- 
ing to the captains, he said, " Pray, gentlemen, do me the &?OQr 
to lend me sixty crowns ; and you, lady-regent, fourscore, as a 
slight perquisite which these honest gentlemen of mine expect: 
for ' the abbot must eat that sings for his meat ;' and you may 
then depart, and prosecute your journey without molestation; 
bein^ secured by a pass which I will give you, in case of yonr 
meeting with any other of my people, who are dispersed aboot 
this part of the country ; for it is not a practice with me to molest 
soldiers ; and I should be loath, madam, to be found wanting io 
respect to the fair sex — especiallv to ladies of your quality." 

The captains were liberal in tneir acknowledgments to Roque 
for his courtesy and moderation in having generously left them a 

Sart of their money ; and Donna Guiomar de Quinones would 
ave thrown herself out of the coach to kiss the feet and hands of 
the great Roque, but he would not sufier it, and entreated her 
pardon for the injury he was forced to do them, in compliance 
with the duties of an office which his evil fortune had imposed on 
him. The lady then ordered the fourscore crowns to be imme- 
diately paid to him, as her share of the assessment ; the captains 
had already disbursed their quota, and the pilgrims were proceed- 
ing to offer their little all, wnen Roque told them to wait ; then, 
turning to his men, he said, '^ Of these crowns two fall toeack 
man's share, and twenty rernain : let ten be given to these pil- 
grims, and the other ten to this honest squire, that, in relating bit 
travels, he may have cause to speak well of us." Then, producing 
his writing implements, with which he was always provided, he 
gave them a pass, directed to the chiefs of his several parties; 
and, taking his leave, he dismissed them, all admiring his gene- 
rosity, his gallantry, and extraordinary conduct, and looking 
upon him rather as an Alexander the Great than a notorioiu 
robber. 

On the departure of the travellers, one of Roqne's men seemed 
disposed to murmur, saying, in his Catalonian dialect, '* This cap- 
tain of ours is wondrous charitable, and would do better amonf 
friars than with those of our trade; but, if he must be ^ving, let 
it be with his own.'' The wretch spoke not so low but tnat Roque 
overheard him ; and, drawing his sword, he almost cleft his head 
in two, saying, " Thus I chastise the mutinous." The rest were 
silent and overawed, such was their obedience to his authority. 
Roque then withdrew a little, and wrote a letter to a friend at 
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Barcelona, to inform him that he had with him the famous Don 
Quixote de la Mancha, of whom so much had been reported, and 
that, being on his way to Barcelona, he might be sure to see him 
there on the approaching festival of St. John the Baptist, parading 
the strand, armed at all points, mounted on his steed Rozinante, 
and attended by his squire Sancho Panza, upon an ass ; adding 
that he had found him wonderfully sagacious and entertaining. 
He also desired him to give notice of this to his friends the Niarra, 
that they mi^ht be diverted with the knight, and enjoy a plea- 
sure which he thought too good for his enemies the Cadells ; 
though he feared it was impossible to prevent their coming in for 
a share of what all the world must know and be delighted with. 
He despatched this epistle by one of his troop, who, changing the 
habit of his vocation for that of a peasant, entered the city, and 
delivered it as directed. 



CHAPTER XC. 

Of what befell Don Quixote at his entrance into Barcelona ; with other 
events more true than ingenious, 

Thrbr days and three nights Don Quixote sojourned with the 
great Roque;'and, had he remained with him three hundred 
years, in such a mode of life he might still have found new mat- 
ter for observation and wonder. Here they sleep, there they eat ; 
sometimes flying from they know not what, at others lymg in 
wait for they know not whom ; often forced to steal their nap 
standing, and every moment liable to be roused. Roque passed 
the nights apart from his followers, making no man privy to his 
lodgings : for the numerous proclamations which the viceroy of 
Barcelona had published against him, setting a price upon his 
head, kept him m continual apprehension of surprise, and even of 
the treachery of his own followers ; making his life irksome and 
"wretched beyond measure. 

Roque, Don Quixote, and Sancho, attended by six squires, set 
out for Barcelona ; and taking the most secret and unfrequented 
ways, at night reached the strand on the eve of St. John. Roque 
now embraced the knight and the squire, givinc to Sancho the 
promised ten crowns; and thus they parted, with many friendly 
expressions and a thousand offers of service on both sides. 

Roque returned back, and Don Quixote remained there on 
horseback, waiting for daybreak ; and it was not long before the 
beautiful Aurora appeared in the golden balconies of the east, 
cheering the flowery fields, while, at the same time, the ears were 
regaled with the sound of numerous kettle-drums and jingling 
morrice-bells, mixed with the noise of horsemen coming out of 
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the city. Aurora now retired, and the glorious sun gradually 
rising, at length appeared broad as an ample shield on the verge 
of the horizon. Don Quixote and Sancho now beheld the sea, 
which, to them, was a wondrous novelty, and seemed so bound- 
less and so vast that the lakes of Ruydera, which they had seen 
in La M ancha, could not be compared to it. They saw the galleys 
too, lying at anchor near the shore, which, on removing their 
awnings, appeared covered with flags and pennants all flidLering 
in the wind, and kissing the surface of the water. Within them 
was heard the sound of trumpets, hautboys, and other martial 
instruments, that filled the air with sweet and cheering harmony. 
Presently the vessels were put in motion, and on the calm sea 
began a counterfeit engagement ; at the same time a numerous 
body of cavaliers in gorgeous hveries and nobly mounted, issued 
from the city and performed corresponding movements on shore. 
Cannon were discharged on board the galleys, which were an- 
swered by those on the ramparts ; and thus the air was rent by 
mimic thunder. The cheerful sea, the serene sky, only now and 
then obscured by the smoke of the artillery, seemed to exhilarate 
and gladden every heart. 

Sancho wondered that the bulky monsters which he saw moving 
on the water should have so many legs ; and while his master 
stood in silent astonishment at the marvellous scene before him, 
the body of gay cavaliers came galloping up towards him, shoat- 
ing in the Moorish manner; and one of them, the person to whom 
Roque had written, came forward and said, ** Welcome to our 
dty, the mirror, the beacon, and polar star of knight-errantry ! 
Welcome, I say, O valorous Don Quixote de la Maneh% not toe 
spurious, the fictitious, the apocryphal one, lately sent amongst 
us in lying histories, but the true, the legitimate, the genuuie 
Quixote of Cid Hamet Benengeli, the flower of historians!" 
Don Quixote answered not a word; nor did the cavaliers wait for 
any answer, but, wheeling round with all their followers, they 
began to curvet in a circle about Don Quixote, who, turning to 
Sancho, said, " These people seem to know us well, Sancho : I 
dare engage they have read our history, and even that of tbe 
Arragonese lately printed." The gentleman who spoke to Dob 
Quixote again addressed him, saying, " Be pleased, Sigfior Don 
Quixote, to acconipany us; for we are all the intimate and devoted 
friends of Roque Guinart." To which Don Quixote replied, " If 
courtesy beget courtesy, yours, good sir, springs from that of the 
great Roque ; conduct me whither you please, tor I am wholly at 
your disposal." The gentleman answered in expressions no leas 
polite ; and enclosing him in the midst of them, they all proceeded 
to the sound of martial music towards the city, until they reached 
their conductor's house, which was large and handsome, declaring 
the owner to be a man of wealth and consideration. 
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CHAPTER XCI. 

OJ the adventure of the enchanted head ; with other tr\fting matters 
that must not be omitted. 

The name of Don Quixote's present host was Don Antonio Mo- 
reno ; he was rich, sensible, and good-humoured ; and being cheer- 
fully disposed, with such an inmate he soon began to consider how 
he might extract amusement from his whim^xd infirmity, but 
without offence to his guest : for the jest that ^ives pain is no jest^ 
nor is that lawful pastime which inflicts an injury. Having pre- 
vailed upon the knight to take off his armour, he led him to a bal- 
cony at the front of his house, and there in his straight chamois 
doublet (which has already been mentioned) exposed him to the 
populace, who stood gazing at him as if he had been some strange 
baboon. The gay cavaliers again appeared and paraded before 
him, as in compliment to him alone, and not in honour of that 
day's festival. Sancho was highly delighted to find so unexpec- 
tedly what he fancied to be another Camacho's wedding, another 
house like that of Don Diego de Miranda, and another duke's 
castle. 

On that day several of Don Antonio's friends dined with him, 
all paying homage and respect to Don Quixote as a knight-er- 
rant ; with which his vanity was so flattered that he could scarcely 
conceal the delight which it gave him. And such was the power 
of Sancho's wit that every servant of the house, and indeed all 
who heard him, hung as it were upon his lips. While sitting at 
table, Don Antonio said to him, "We are told here, honest 
Sancho, that you are so great a lover of capons and sausages, that 
when you have crammed your belly, you stuff your pockets with 
the fragments for another day." " "lis not true, an't please your 
worship ; I am not so filthy, nor am I a glutton, as my master 
Don Quixote here present can bear witness ; for he knows we 
have often lived day after day, ay a whole week together, upon a 
handful of acorns or hazel nuts. It is true, I own, that if they 
give me a heifer, I make haste with a halter ; my way is, to take 
things as I find them, and eat what comes to hand; and whoever 
has said that I am given to greediness, take my word for it, he is 
very much out ; and I would tell my mind in another manner, 
but for the respect due to the honourable beards here at table." 
'* In truth, gentlemen," said Don Quixote, " the frugality of my 
squire and his cleanliness in eating deserve to be recorded on plates 
of brass, to remain an eternal memorial for ages to come. I con- 
fess that, when in great want of food, he may appear somewhat 
ravenous, eating mst and chewing on both sides of his mouth ; 
but as for cleanliness, he is therein most punctilious ; and when 
he was a governor, such was his nicety in eating that he would 
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take up grapes, and even the grains of a pomegranate, with the 
point of a fork." " How V quoth Don Antonio, " has Sancho 
been a governor?" " Yes, I have," replied Sancho, " and of an 
island called Barataria. Ten days I governed it at my own will 
and pleasure ; but I paid for it in sleepless nights, and learned to 
hate with all my heart the trade of governing ; and made such 
haste to leave it, that I fell into a pit, which I thought would be 
my grave, but I escaped alive out of it by a miracle." Hereupon 
Don Quixote related minutely all the circumstances of Sancho's 
government ; to the great entertainment of the hearers. 

The dinner being ended, Don Quixote was led by his host into 
a distant apartment, in which there was no other mmiture than 
a small table, apparently of jasper, supported by a pillar of the 
same ; and upon it was placed a bust, seemingly of bronze, the 
effigy of some high personage. After taking a turn or two in the 
room, Don Antonio said, "Sigfior Don Quixote, now that we are 
alone, I will make known to you one of the most extraordinary 
circumstances, or rather I should say, one of the greatest wonden 
hnaginable, upon condition that what I shall communicate be 
deposited in the inmost recesses of secrecy." " It shall be there 
buried," answered Don Quixote ; " and to be more secure, I will 
cover it with a tombstone ; besides, I would have you know, Sig- 
fior Don Antonio (for by this time he had learned his name), that 
you are addressing one who, though he has ears to hear, has no 
tongue to betray : so that if it please you to deposit it in my 
breast, be assured it is plunged into the abyss of silence.*' " I am 
satisfied," said Don Antonio; "and confiding in your promise, I 
will at once raise your astonishment, and disburden my own 
breast of a secret which 1 have long home with pain, from the 
want of some person worthy to be made a confidant in matters 
which are not to be revealea to every body." Thus having, by 
his long preamble, strongly excited Don Quixote's curiosity, Don 
Antonio made him examine carefully the brazen head, the table, 
and the jasper pedestal upon which it stood ; he then said, "Know, 
Sigfior Don Quixote, that this extraordinary bust is the produc- 
tion of one of the greatest enchanters or wizards that ever existed. 
He was, I believe, a Polander, and a disciple of the famous Esco- 
tillo, of whom so many wonders are related. He was here in my 
hou^e, and for the reward of a thousand crowns fabricated this 
head for me, which has the virtue and property of answering to 
every question that is put to it. After much study and labour, 
drawing figures, erecting schemes, and frequent observaticm of the 
stars, he completed his work. To-day being Friday, it is mute; 
but to-morrow. Signer, you shall surely witness its marvellous 
powers. In the mean time, you may prepare your questions, for 
you may rely on hearing the truth." Don Quixote was much 
astonished at what he heard, and could scarcely credit Don An- 
tonio's relation ; but, considering how soon he should be satisfied, 
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he was content to suspend his opinion, and expressed his acktiow- 
ledgments to Don Antonio for so great a proof of his favour. 
Then leaving the chamher, and carefully locking the door, they 
hoth returned to the saloon, where the rest of the company were 
diverting themselves with Sancho's account of his master's adven- 
tures. 

The same evening they carried Don Quixote ahroad to take 
the air, mounted on a large, easy-paced mule, with handsome 
furniture, himself unarmed, and with a long wrapping coat of 
tawny-coloured cloth, so warm that it would have put even frost 
into a sweat. They had given private orders to tne servants to 
find amusement for Sancho, so as to prevent his leaving the house, 
as they had secretly fixed on the back of Don Quixote's coat a 
parchment, on which was written in capital letters ; " This is Don 
Quixote de la Mancha." They had no sooner set out than the 
parchment attracted the eyes of the passengers ; and the inscrip- 
tion being read aloud, Don Quixote heard his name so frequently 
repeated, that turning to Don Antonio with much complacency, 
he said, "How great the prerogative of knight-errantry, since its 
professors are known and renowned over the whole earth ! Ob- 
serve, Sigfior Don Antonio ; even the very boys of this city know- 
me, although they never could have seen me before l" " It is 
verv true, Sigfior Don Quixote," answered Don Antonio ; "for 
as fire is discovered by its own light, so is virtue by its own ex- 
cellence ; and no renown equals in splendour that which is acquired 
by the nrofession of arms." 

As Don Quixote thus rode along amidst the applause of the 
people, a Castilian, who had read the label on hisbacK, exclaimed, 
" What 1 Don Quixote de la Mancha ! How hast thou got here 
alive after the many drubbings and bastings thou hast received ? 
Mad indeed thou art ! Had thy folly been confined to thyself, the 
mischief had been less ; but thou bast the property of converting 
into fools and madmen all that keep thee company — witness these 
gentlemen here, thy present associates. Get home, blockhead, to 
thy wife and children ; look after thy house, and leave these fool- 
eries that eat into thy brain and skim ofi^the cream of thy under- 
standing!" " Go, friend," said Don Antonio, "look after your 
own business, and give your advice where it is required ; Signer 
Don Quixote is wise, and we his friends know what we are doing. 
Virtue demands our homage wherever it is found ; begone, there- 
fore, in an evil hour, nor meddle where you are not called." 
" Truly," answered the Castilian, " your worship is in the right ; 
for to give that lunatic advice, is to kick against the pricks. Yet 
am I grieved that the good sense which he is said to have, should 
run to waste, and be lost in the mire of knight-errantry. And 
may the evil hour, as your worship said, overtake me and all my 
generation, if ever you catch me giving advice again to any body, 
asked or not a^ked, though I were to live to the age of Methuse- 
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lab." So saying, the adyiser went his way ; bat tibe rabUe still 
pressing upon them to read the inscription, Don Antonio con- 
trived to haye it remoyed, that they might proceed without inter- 
ruption. 

The next day, Don Antonio determined to make experiment 
of the enchanted head ; and for that purpose, the knight and 
squire, the two mischieyous ladies (who had been invited by Bon 
Antonio's lady to sleep there that night), and two other friend^ 
were conducted to the chamber in which the head was placed. 
After locking the door, Don Antonio proceeded to explain to them 
the properties of the miraculous bust, of which, he said, he should 
for the first time make trial, but laid them all under an injunction 
of secrecy. The artifice was known only to the two gentlemen, 
who, had they not been apprised of it, would have been no le» 
astonished than the rest at so ingenious a contrivance. The first 
who approached the head was Don Antonio himself, who whis- 
pered in its ear, not so low but he was overheard by all : '^ Tdi 
me,'' said he, " thou wondrous head, by the virtue inherent in 
thee, what are my present thoughts." The head, in a distinct 
and intelligible voice, though without moving the lips, answered, 
'^ I am no judge of thoughts." They were ul astonished at the 
voice, being sensible nobody was in the room to answer. ^< How 
many of us are there in the room V said Don Antonio again. 
The voice answered, in the same key, " Thou, and thy wife> two 
of thy friends, and two of hers ; a fiimous knight, called D<hi 
Quixote de la Mancha, and his squire Sancho Panza.^' Now their 
astonishment was greater than before ; and the hair of some of 
them stood on end with amazement. *^ It is enough,'^ said Don 
Antonio, stepping aside, '' 1 am conyinced it was no impostor sold 
thee to me, sage, miraculous head ! Now, let somebody else try 
their fortunes.'' As women are generally most curious and inqui- 
sitive, one of the dancing ladies, venturing up to it, ** Tell me, 
head," said she, ** what shall I do to be truly beautiful V ** Be 
honest," answered the head. " I have done," replied the lady. 
Her companion then came on, and with the same curiosity, '* I 
would know," said she, " whether my husband loves me or no." 
The head answered, *^ Observe his usage, and that will tell thee." 
" Truly,*' said the married lady to herself, as she withdrew, "that 
question was needless ; for, indeed, a man's actions are the surest 
tokens of the dispositions of his mind*" 

Don Antonio's lady asked the next question. '' I do not well 
know what to ask thee," said she ; " only tell me whether I shall 
long enjoy the company of ray dear husband." "Thou sbalt," 
answered the head: "for his healthy constitution and temperance 
promise length of clays, while those who live too fast are not like 
to live long." Next came Don Quixote. " Tell me, thou ora- 
cle," said lie, ** was what I reported of my adventures in Monte- 
sinos' cave a dream or reality ? will Sancho my squire fulfil his 
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promise, and scourge himself effectually ? and shall Dulcinea he 
disenchanted ?" " As for the adventures in the cave," answered 
the head, "there is much to he said — they have something of 
hoth ; Sancho's whipping shall go on but leisurely ; however, 
Dulcinea shall at last be really freed from enchantment." " That 
is all I desire to know," skid Don Quixote ; ** for the whole stress 
of my good fortune depends on Dulcinea's disenchantment." Then 
Sancho made the last application. " If it please you, Mr. Head," 
quoth he, "shall I chance to have another government? shall I 
ever get clear of this starving squire-erranting ? and shall I ever 
see my own fireside again?" The head answered, "Thou shalt 
be a governor in thine own house : if thou goest home, thou mayest 
see thy own fireside again ; and it thou leavestoffthy service, thou 
shalt get clear of thy squireship." " That is a very good one," 
cried Sancho; "a horse-head, I vow, might have told all this; I 
could have prophesied thus much myself." " How now!" said 
Don Quixote ; " what answers woulddt thou have but what are 
pertinent to thy questions?" " Nay," quoth Sancho, "since you 
will have it so, it shall be so ; I only wish Mr. Head would have 
told me a little more concerning the matter." 

Thus the questions proposed, and the answers returned, were 
brought to a period ; but the amazement continued among all the 
company, except Don Antonio's two friends, who imderstood the 
device. 

The manner of it was thus : the table, and the frame on which 
it stood, the feet of which resembled four eagles' claws, were of 
wood, painted and varnished like jasper. The head, which looked 
like the bust of a Roman emperor, and of a brass colour, was all 
hollow, and so were the feet of the table, which answered exactly 
to the neck and breast of the head ; the whole so artificially fixed, 
that it seemed to be all of a piece ; through this cavity ran a tia 
pipe, conveyed into it by a passage through the ceiling of the room 
under the table. He that was to answer, set his ear to the end 
of the pipe in the chamber underneath, and by the hollowness of 
the trunk, received their questions, and delivered his answers in 
clear and articulate words ; so that the imposture could scarcely 
be discovered. The oracle was managed by a young, ingenious 

fentleman, Don Antonio's nephew ; who having his instructions 
eforehand from his uncle, was able to answer, readily and di- 
rectly, to the first Questions ; and by conjectures or evasions make 
a return handsomely to the rest, with the help of his ingenuity. 
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CHAPTER XCII. 

OJ an unlucky adventure which Don Quueote laid most to heart qfaxji 
that had yet befallen^him. 

It happened one morning that Don Quixote, going abroad to 
take the air upon the sea-shore, armed at all points, according to 
bis custom — ^his arms, as he said, being his best attire — be spi^ t 
knisht riding towards him, armed like himself from head to foot, 
with a bright moon blazoned on his shield, who, coining within 
bearing, called out to him* ''Illustrious Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, I am the Knight of the White Moon, whose incredible 
achievements perhaps have reached thy ears. Lo ! I am come to 
enter into combat with thee, and to compel thee, by dint of 
sword, to own and acknowledge my mistress, by -whatever name 
and dignity she be distin^uisned, to be, without any degree of 
comparison, more beautiful than thy Dulcinea del Toboso. Now 
if thou wilt fairly confess this truth, thou freest thyself from cer- 
tain death, and me from the trouble of taking or giving thee Ay 
life. If not, the conditions of our combat are these : If victory 
be on my side, thou shalt be obliged immediately to forsake thy 
arms and the quest of adventures, and to return to thy own 
bouse, where thou shalt engage to live quietly and peaceably 
for the space of one whole year, without laying hand on thy 
sword, to the improvement of thy estate, and the salvation of thy 
soul. But, if thou comest off conqueror, my life is at thy mercy, 
my horse and arms shall be thy trophy, and the fame of all my 
former exploits, by the lineal descent of conquest, be vested is 
thee as victor. Consider what thou hast to do, and let thy an- 
swer be quick, for my despatch is limited to this very day." 

Don Quixote was amazed and surprised, as much at the ar- 
rogance of the Knight of the White Moon's challenge, as at the 
subject of it ; so, with a composed and solemn address, he replied, 
" Knight of the White Moon, whose achievements have as yet 
been kept from my knowledge, it is more than probable that you 
have never seen the illustrious Dulcinea ; for had you viewed her 
perfections, you had found arguments enough to convince you, 
that no beauty, past, present, or to come, can parallel hers ; and 
therefore I tell thee, knight, thou art mistaken ; and this position 
I will maintain, by accepting your challenge on your own condi- 
tions, except that article of your exploits descending to me ; for, 
not knowing what character your actions bear, I shall rest satis- 
fied with the fame of my own, by which, such as they are, I am 
willing to abide. And since your time is so limited, choose your 
ground, and begin your career as soon as you will, and expect 
a fair field and no favour.'' 

While the two knights were adjusting the preliminaries of 
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combat, the viceroy, who had been informed of the Knight of the 
White Moon's appearance near the city walls, and his parleying 
with Don Quixote, hastened to the scene of battle, not suspecting 
it to be any thing but some new device of Don Antonio Moreno, 
or somebody else. Several gentlemen, and Don Antonio among 
the rest, accompanied him thither. They arrived just as Don 
Quixote was wheeling Rozinante to fetch his career, and seeing 
them both ready for the onset, he interposed, desiring to know 
the cause of the sudden combat. The Knight of the White Moon 
told him, there was a lady in the case ; and briefly repeated to 
his excellency what passed between him and Don Quixote. The 
viceroy whispered Don Antonio, and asked him whether he knew 
that Knight of the White Moon, and whether their combat was 
not some jocular device to impose upon Don Quixote? Don An- 
tonio answered positively, that he neither knew the knight, nor 
whether the combat were in jest or earnest. This put the viceroy 
to some doubt whether he should not prevent their engagement ; 
but bein^ at last persuaded that it must be a jest at the Dottom, 
he withdrew. " Valorous knights," said he, " if there be no 
medium between confession and death, but Don Quixote be still 
resolved to deny, and you, the Knight of the White Moon, as 
obstinately to urge, I nave no more to say ; the field is free, 
and so proceed.'' 

The knights made their compliments to the viceroy ; and Don 
Quixote, making ^me short ejaculations to Heaven and his lady, 
as he always used upon these occasions, be^an his career, without 
either sound of trumpet or any other signal. His adversary was 
no less forward ; for setting spurs to his horse, which was much 
the swifter, he met Don Quixote so forcibly, before he had run half 
his career, that without making use of his lance, which it is 
thought he lifted up on purpose, he overthrew the Knight of La 
Mancha and Rozinante, both coming to the ground with a terrible 
fall. 

The Knight of the White Moon got immediately upon him : 
and clapping the point of his lance to his face, " Knignt," cried 
he, *' you are vanquished and a dead man, unless you immedi- 
ately fulfil the conditions of your combat." Don Quixote, bruised 
and stunned with his fall, without lifting up his beaver, answered 
in a faint hollow voice, as if he had spoken out of a tomb, *' Dul- 
cinea del Toboso is the most beautiful woman in the world, and I 
the most unfortunate knight upon the earth. It were unjust that 
such perfection should suffer through my weakness. No, pierce 
my body with thy lance, knight, and let my life expire with my 
honour." "Not so rigorous neither," replied the conqueror; 
** let the fame of the lady Dulcinea remain entire and unblemished ; 
provided the great Don Quixote return home for a year, as we 
agreed before the combat, I am satisfied." The viceroy and Don 
Antonioj with many other gentlemen, were witnesses to all these 
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passages, and particularly to this propogal ; to which Don Qnix* 
ote answered, that upon condition he should he enjoined nothiog 
to the prejudice of Bulcinea, he would, up<Hi the faith of a tnie 
knight, be punctual in the performance of every thing else. Tbu 
ackuowledgment being made, the Knight of the White Mood 
turned about his horse, and saluting the viceroyy rode at a hand- 
gallop into the city, whither Don Antonio followed him^ at the 
viceroy's request, to find out who he was, if possible. 

Don Quixote was lifted up, and, upon taking off his helmet, 
they found him pale, and in a cold sweat. As for Rozinante, he 
was in so sad a plight, that he could not stir for the jpreseni 
Then, as for Sancho, he was in so heavy a taking, that he knew 
not what to do, nor what to say : he was sometimes persuaded he 
was in a dream, sometimes he fancied this rueful adventure wtf 
all witchcraft and enchantment. In short, he found his mast« 
discomfited in the face of the world, and bound to ^ood behavioar 
and to lay aside his arms for a whole year. Now lie thought his 
glory eclipsed, his hopes of greatness vanished into smoke, and 
his master's promises, like his bones, put out of joint by that tw- 
rible fall, which he was afraid had at once crippled Rozinante and 
his master. At last, the vanquished knight was put into a chair, 
which the viceroy had sent for that purpose, and they carried him 
into town, accompanied likewise by the viceroy, who had a great 
curiosity to know who this Knight of the White Moon was, that 
had left Don Quixote in so sad a condition. 
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CHAPTER XCIII. 

Wherein is given an account of the Knight qfthe White Moon ; ttiih 
other matters* 

Don Antonio Morrno followed the Knight of the White Mood 
to his inn, whither he was attended by a rabble of hoys. The 
knight being got to his chamber, where his scjuire waited to take 
off his armour, Don Antonio came in, declaring he would not be 
shaken off till he had discovered who he was. The knight finding 
that the gendeman would not leave him, " Sir," said he, " since 
I lie under no obligation of concealing myself, if you please, 
while my man disarms me, you shall hear the whole truth of the 
story. 

** You must know, sir, I am called the Bachelor Carrasco: I 
live in the same town with this Don Quixote, whose unaccount- 
able phrenzy has moved all his neighbours, and me among the 
rest, to endeavour by some means to cure his madness ; in order 
to which, believing that rest and ease would prove the surest 
remedy, 1 bethought myself of this present stratagem ; and, about 
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three months ago, in the equipage of a knight-errant, under the 
title of the Kni^t of the Mirrors, T met him on the road, fixed a 
quarrel upon him, and the conditions of our combat were as you 
have heard already. But fortune then declared for him, for he 
unhorsed and vanquished me ; and so I was disappointed : he pro-r 
secuted his adventures, and I returned home very much hurt with 
my fall. But willing to retrieve my credit, I have made this second 
attempt, and now have succeeded ; for I know him to be so nicely 
punctual in whatever his word and honour is engaged for, that he 
will undoubtedly perforp his promise. This, sir, is the sum of 
the whole story ; and I beg the favour of you to coiujeal me from 
Don Quixote, that my project may not be ruined a second time,, 
and that the honest gentleman, who is naturally a man of good 
parts, may recover his understanding/' " Oh, sir," replied Don 
Antonio, *^ what have you to answer for, in robbing the world of 
the most diverting folly that ever was exposed among mankind ! 
Consider, sir, that his cure can never benefit the public half so 
much as his distemper. But I am apt to believe. Sir Bachelor, 
that his madness is too firmly fixed for your art to remove ; and, 
indeed, I cannot forbear wishing it may be so ; for by Don Quix-^ 
ote's cure, we not only lose his good company, but the drolleries 
and comical humours of Sancho Panza too, which are enough to 
cure melancholy itself of the spleen. However, I promise to say 
nothing of the matter ; though I confidently believe, sir, your pains 
will be to no purpose.'' Carrasco told him, that having suc- 
ceeded 80 far, he was obliged to cherish better hopes ; and asking 
Don Antonio if he had any farther service to command him, he 
took his leave ; and packing up his armour on a carriage-mule, 
presently mounted his charging horse, and leaving the city that 
very day, posted homewards, meeting no adventure on the road 
worthy a place in this faithfiil history. 

Don Antonio gave an account of the discourse he had had with 
Carrasco to the viceroy, who was vexed to think that so much 
pleasant diversion was like to be lost to all those that were ac- 
quainted with the Don's exploits. 

Six days did Don Quixote keep his bed, very dejected, and full 
of severe and dismal reflections on his fatal overthrow. Sancho 
was his comforter ; and among his other crumbs of comfort, " My 
dear master," quoth he, '* cheer up ; come, pluck up a good heart, 
and be thankful for coming off" no worse. Why, a man has broken 
his neck with a less fall, and you have not so much as a broken 
rib. Consider, sir, that they that game must sometimes lose ; we 
must not always look for bacon where we see the hooks. Come, 
sir, cry a fig for the doctor, since you will not need him this bout ; 
let us jog home fair and sofdy, without thinking any more of 
sauntering up and down, nobody knows whither, in quest of ad- 
ventures and bloody noses. Why, sir, I am the greatest loser, if 
you go to that, though it is you that are in the worst pickje. It is 
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true, I was weary of being a governor, and gave over all thongfats 
that way ; but yet I never parted with my inclination of being an 
earl ; and now, if you miss bein? a king, by casting off yoar 
knight-errantry, poor I may pro whistle for my earldom." " So 
more of that, feancho," said Don Quixote ; "I shall only retire 
for a year, and then reassurae my honourable profession, wliicli 
will undoubtedly secure me a kingdom, and thee an earldom/ 
*' Heaven grant it may," quoth Sancho, " and no mischid' betide 
us ; hope well and have well, says the proverb/'. 

Two days after, Don Quixote, being somewhat recovered, took 
his leave of Don Antonio, and having caused his armour to be 
laid on Dapple, he set forwards on his journey home, Sanoho thu 
being forcea to trudge after him on foot. 

Don Quixote, as he went out of Barcelona, cast his eyes on the 
spot of ground where he was overthrown. ** Here once Troy 
stood,'' said he ; ^* here my unhappy fate, and not my cowardice, 
deprived me of all the glories I had purchased. Here fortune, by 
an unexpected reverse, made me sensible of her inconstancy aod 
fickleness. Here my exploits suffered a total eclipse ; and io 
short, here fell my happiness, never to rise a^ain." Sancho, 
hearing his master thus dolefully paraphrasing on his miskh 
tunes, " Good sir," quoth he, " it is as much the part of great 
spirits to have patience when the world frowns upon them, as to 
be joyful when all goes well; and I judge of it by myself; foriif 
when I was a governor I was merry, now I am but a poor squire 
arfoot I am not sad. And indeed I have heard say, that this 
same lady they call Fortune is a whimsical, freaJcish quean, and 
blind into the bargain ; so that she neither sees what she does, 
nor knows whom she raises nor whom she casts dovm." " Thoa 
art very much a philosopher, Sancho," said Don Quixote ; ^*thon 
talkest very sensibly. I wonder how thou camest by all this; 
but I must tell thee there is no such thing as fortune in the world, 
nor does any thing that happens here below of good or ill come 
by chance, but by the appointment of Providence ; and this makes 
^ood the proverb, that every man may thank himself for his own 
rortune. For my part, I have been the maker of mine ; but for 
want of using the discretion I ought to have used, all my pre- 
sumptuous edifice sunk, and tumbled down at once. I might well 
have considered that Rozinante was too weak and feeble to with- 
stand the Knight of the White Moon's huge and strong-buiit 
horse. However, I would needs adventure : I did the best I could, 
and was overcome. Yet though it has cost me my honour, I have 
not lost, nor can I lose, my integrity to perform my promise 
Trudge on then, friend Sancho, and let us get home, to pass the 
year of our probation. In that retirement we shall recover new 
vigour, to return again to the never-to-be-forgotten profession of 
arms.'' 

That night master and man took up their lodging in a field,. 
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under the roof of the open sky ; and the next day, as they were 
on their journey, they saw coming towards them a man on 
foot, with a wallet ahout his neck, and a javelin or dart in his 
hand, just like a foot-post. The man mended his pace when he 
came near Don Quixote, and, almost running, came with a great 
deal of joy in his looks, and embraced Don Quixote's right thigh, 
for he could reach no higher. " My Lord Don Quixote de la 
Mancha," cried he, " oh, how heartily glad my lord duke will 
be when he understands you are coming again to his castle, for 
there he is still with my lady duchess.'' " I do not know you, 
friend,'' answered Don Quixote ; ** nor can I imagine who you 
should be, unless you tell me yourself." " My name is Tosilos, 
if it please your honour; I am my lord duke's footman, the 
same who would not fight with you about Donna Rodriguez's 
daughter." ** Bless me !" cried Don Quixote, " is it possible 
you should be the man whom those enemies of mine, the magi- 
cians, transformed into a lackey, to deprive me of the honour of 
that combat?" " Softly, good sir," replied the footman ; " there 
was neither enchantment nor transformation in the case. I was 
as much a footman when I entered the lists as when I came out ; 
and it was because I had a mind to marry the young gentle- 
woman that I refused to fight. But I was sadly disappointed : 
for, when you were gone, my lord duke had me soundly banged 
for not doing as he ordered me in that matter ; and the upshot 
was this, Donna Rodriguez is packed away to seek her fortune, 
and the daughter is shut up in a nunnery. As for me, I am 
going to Barcelona with a parcel of letters from my lord to the 
viceroy. However, sir, if you please to take a sip, I have here a 
calabash full of the best, with some excellent cheese, that will 
make it go down, I warrant you." " I take you at your word," 
quoth Sancho ; '' I am no proud man ; and so let us drink, honest 
Tosilos, in spite of all the enchanters in the Indies." **Well, 
Sancho," said Don Quixote, ** thou art certainly the veriest glut- 
ton that ever was, and the silliest blockhead m the world, else 
thou wouldst consider that this man thou seest here is enchanted,, 
and a sham lackey. Stay with him, if thou thinkest fit, and 
gratify thy voracious appetite ; for my part, I will ride softly on 
before." Tosilos smiled, and, laying his bottle and his cheese 
upon the grass, he and Sancho sat down there, and, like sociable 
messmates, never stirred till they had quite cleared the wallet. 

While they were thus employed, " Friend Sancho," quoth- 
Tosilos, *' I know not what to make of this master of yours ; doubt- 
less he ought to be reckoned a madman." " Why ought ?" re- 
plied Sancho ; " he owes nothing to any body, for he pays for 
every thing, especially where madness is current ; there he might 
be the richest man in the kingdom, he has such a stock of it. I 
see it full well, and full well I tell him of it; but what boots it, 
especially now that he is all in the dumps, for having been worsted 
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by the Knight of the White Moon?" Tonics begged of feaflcho 
to tell him that story ; but Sancho said it would not be handsome 
to let his master stay for him, but that next time they met he 
would tell him the whole matter. With that they got up ; and, 
after the squire had brushed his clothes and put himself to rights, 
he drove Dapple along, and with a good-by-to-ye, left Tosilos, 
in order to overtake Ms master, who stayed for him under the 
cover of a tree. 
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CHAPTER XCIV. 

How Don Quixote resolved to turn shepherd^ and lead a rural Itfefor tht 
year'^s time he was obliged not to bear arms ; loUh other passages 
trulp good and diverting. 

They travelled on conversing together till they came near the 
place where the bulls had run over them ; and Don Quixote 
knowing it again, *' Sancho,^' said he, '^ yonder is that meadow 
where we met the fine shepherdesses, and the gallant shepherds, 
who had a mind to renew or imitate the pastoral Arcaoia. It 
was certainly a new and ingenious conceit. If thou thinkest well 
of it, we will follow their example, and turn shepherds too, at 
least for the time I am to lay aside the profession of arms. I 
will buy a flock of sheep, and every thing that is fit for a pastoral 
life ; and so calling myself the shepherd Quixotis, and thee the 
shepherd Pansino, we will range the woods, the hills, and mea- 
dows, singing and versifying. We will drink the liquid crystal, 
sometimes out of the fountains, and sometimes from the purling 
brooks and swift-gliding streams. The oaks, the cork-trees, 
and chestnut- trees, will afford us both lodging and diet, the 
willows will yield us their shade, the roses present us their 
inoffensive sweets, and the spacious meads will be our carpet?, 
diversified with colours of all sorts ; blessed with the purest air, 
and unconfined alike, we shall breathe that, and freedom. The 
moon and stars, our tapers of the night, shall light our evening 
walks. Light hearts will make us merry, and mirth will make 
us sing. Love will inspire us with a theme and with wit, and 
Apollo with harmonious lays. So shall we become famous, not 
only while we live, but we shall make our loves eternal as our 
songs.'' 

" Sure enough," quoth Sancho, " this sort of life suits me to 
a hair ; and I fancy that, if the bachelor Sampson Carrasco and 
Master Nicholas have but once a glimpse of it, they will ev&a turn 
shepherds too ; nay, it is well if the curate does not put in for 
one among the rest, for he is a notable joker, and merrily in- 
clined." ** That was well thought on," said Don Quixote ; "and 
then, if the bachelor will make one among us, as I doubt not b|itr 
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he will^ he may call himself the shepherd Samsonino, or Carras- 
con ; and Master Nicholas, Niculoso, For the curate, I do not 
well know what name we shall give him, unless we should call 
him the shepherd Curiamhro. As for the shepherdesses with 
whom we must fall in love, we cannot he at a loss to find them 
names, there are enough for us to pick and choose ; and, since my 
lady's name is not improper for a shepherdess, any more than for 
a princess, I will not trouble myself to get abetter ; thou mayest 
call thine as thou pleasest.'' " For my part,'' quoth Sancho, " I 
do not think of any other name for mine than Teresona ; that will 
fit her full well, and is taken from her Christian name too. So, 
when I come to mention her in my verses, every body will know 
her to be my wife, and commend my honesty as being contented 
with my own." "Bless me," said Don Quixote, "what a life 
shall we lead ! What a melody of oaten reeds and Zamora pipes 
shall we have resounding in the air I what intermixture of tabors, 
morr ice-bells, and fiddles! And if to all the different instruments 
we add the albogues, we shall have all manner of pastoral music." 
" What are the albogues V quoth Sancho ; " for I do not remem-' 
ber to have seen or ever heard of them in my life/' 

" They are," said Don Quixote, " a sort of instruments made 
of brass plates, rounded like candlesticks : the one shutting into 
the other, there rises, through the holes or stops, and the trunk 
or hollow, an odd sound, which, if not very grateful or harmo- 
nious, is, however, not altogether disagreeable, but does well 
enough with the rusticity of the bagpipe or tabor. You must 
know the word is Moorish, as indeed are all those in our Spanish 
that begin with al, as Almoasa, Almorsar, Alhombra, Alguasil, 
Alucema, Almacen, Alcanzia, and the like, which are not very 
many. And we have also but three Moorish words in our tongue 
that end in i; and they are, Borcequi, Zaquicami, and Mara- 
vedi ; for, as to Alheli and Alfaqui, they are as well known to be 
Arabic by their beginning with aly as their ending in i, I could 
not forbear telling thee so much by the by, thy query about al- 
bogue having brought it into my head. There is one thing more 
that will go a great way towards making us complete in our new 
kind of life, and that is poetry. Thou knowest I am somewhat 
given that way, and the bachelor Carrasco is a most accomplished 
poet, to say nothing of the curate, though I will hold a wager he 
is a dabbler in it too ; and so is Master Nicholas, I dare say ; for 
al 1 your barbers are notable scrapers and songsters. For m y part, 
I will complain of absence ; thou shalt celebrate thy own loyalty 
and constancy ; the shepherd Carrascon shall expostulate on his 
shepherdess's disdain: and the pastor Curiambro choose what 
subject he likes best ; and so all will be managed to our heart's 
content. But no more at this time — it grows late— let us leave 
the road a little, and take up our quarters yonder in the fields ; 
to-morrow will be a new day." They did accordhigly, and made 
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a slender meal, as little to Sancho's likiog as his hard lodging; 
which brought the hardships of knight-erranting fresh into his 
thoughts, and made him wish for the better entertainment he 
had sometimes found, as at Don Diego's, Camacho's, and Don 
Antonio's houses. But he considered, after all, that it could not 
be always fair weather, nor was it always foul ; so he betook him- 
self to his rest till morning, and his master to the usual exercise 
of his roving imaginations. 

Don Quixote, after his first sleep, thought nature sufficiently 
refreshed, and would not yield to the temptations of a second. 
Sancho, indeed, did not enjoy a second, but from a different rea- 
son. For he usually made but one nap of the whole night ; which 
was owing to the soundness of his constitution, and his inexpe- 
rience of cares, that lay so heavy upon Don Quixote. 

^' Sancho," said the knight, after he had pulled the squire till 
he had waked him too, '^ I am amazed at the insensibility of thy 
temper. Thou art certainly made of marble or brass, thou liest 
so without either motion or feeling. Thou sleepest while I wake; 
thou singest while I mourn ; and while I am ready to faint for 
want of sustenance, thou art lazy and unwieldy lYitn mere glut- 
tony. It is the part of a good servant to share in the afflictions 
of his master. Observe the stillness of the night, and the solitary 
place we are in. It is a pity such an opportunity should be lost 
in sloth and inactive rest ; rouse for shame, step a little aside, and 
with a ^ood grace and a cheerful heart, score me up some three 
or four hundred lashes upon thy back, towards the disenchanting 
of Dulcinea. This I make my earnest request, being resolved 
never to be rough with thee again upon this account ; for I must 
confess thou canst lay a heavy hand on a man upon occasion. 
When that performance is over, we will pass the remainder of the 
night in chanting, I of absence, and thou of constancy, and so 
begin those pastoral exercises which are to be our employment 
at home." 

" Sir," answered Sancho, **do you take me for a monk or a 
friar, that I should start up in the middle of the night, and disci- 
pline myself at this rate ? Or do you think it such an easy mat- 
ter to scourge myself one moment, and fall a-singing the next? 
Look you, sir ; say not a word more of this whipping ; if the bare 
brushing of my coat would do you any good, you should not 
have it, much less the currying of my hide ; and so let me go to 
sleep again." ** O obdurate heart !" cried Don Quixote ; ** 
nourishment and favours ill bestowed! Is this my reward for 
havintr got thee a government, and my good intentions to get 
thee an earldom, or an equivalent at least, which I dare engage 
to do when this year of our obscurity is elapsed ? for, in short, 
post tenebras spero hicem" "That I do not understand,*' quoUi 
Sancho ; " but this I very well know, that I have worst luck of 
any physician under the cope of heaven ; other doctors kill their 
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patients^ and are paid for it too, and yet they are at no farther 
trouble than scrawling two or three cramp words for some physi- 
cal slip-slop, which t£e apothecaries are at all the pains to make 
up. Now here am I, that save people from the f^ye, at the 
expense of my own hide, pinched, run through with pins, and 
whipped like a top, and yet never a cross J get bv the bargain. 
But if ever they catch me a-curing any body in this fashion, un- 
less I have my fee beforehand, may I be served as I have been, 
for nothing. No money, no cure, say I." " You are right, Sancho,'* 
said Don Quixote ; ** for my part, had you demanded your fees 
for disenchanting Dulcinea, you should have received them al- 
ready ; but I am afraid there can be no gratuity proportionable 
to the greatness of the cure ; and therefore I would not have the 
remedy depend upon a reward ; for who knows whether my prof- 
fering it, or thy acceptance of it, might hinder the effect of the 
penance ? However, since we have gone so far, we will put it 
to a trial : come, Sancho, name your price, and begin. First 
scourge yourself^ then pay yourself out of the money of mine that 
you m.ve in your custody.'' Sancho, opening his eyes and ears 
above a foot wide at this &ir offer, leaped presently at the pro- 
posal. " Ay, ay, sir, now, now you say something/' quoth he ; 
*' I will do It with a jerk now, since you speak so feelingly : I 
have a wife and children to maintain, sir, and I must mind the 
main chance. Come, then, how much will you give me by the 
lash?" *'Were your payment," said Don Quixote, "to be an- 
swerable to the greatness and merits of the cure, not all the wealth 
of Venice, nor 2ie Indian mines, were sufBcient to reward thee. 
But see what cash you have of mine in your hands, and set what 
price you will on every stripe." " The lashes," quoth Sancho^ 
" are in all three thousand three hundred and odd, of which I 
have had five ; the rest are to come. Let those five go for the odd 
ones, and let us come to the three thousand three hundred. At a 
quartillo, or three halfpence a-piece (and I will not bate a far- 
thing, if it were to my brother), they will make three thousand 
three hundred three-halfpences. Three thousand three-halfpences 
make fifteen hundred threepences, which amounts to seven hun- 
dred and ^fty reals or sixpences. Now the three hundred remain- 
ing tbree-haffpenoes make an hundred and fifty threepences, and 
threescore ana fifteen sixpences ; put that together, and it comes 
just to eight hundred and twenty-five reals, or sixpences, to a 
farthing. This money, sir, if you please, I will deduct from 
yours that I have in my hands ; and then I will reckon myself 
well paid for my jerking, and go home well pleased, though well 
whipped. But that is nothing ; for he must not think to catch 
fish who is afraid to wet his feet. I need say no more." " Now 
blessings on thy heart, dearest Sancho!" cried Don Quixote; 
** O my friend, how shall Dulcinea and I be bound to pray for 
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thee^ and serve tbee while it shall please Heaven to oonliiiiie is 
on earth ! If she recover her former afaape and beaatj, as nov 
she infallibly must, her misfortune will torn to her f elidty, and I 
shall triumph in my defeat. Speak, dear Sanoho ; when wih 
thou enter upon thy task ? and a hundred reals more shall be st 
thy service, as a gratuity for thy being expeditious/' " I will 
begin this very night,'' answered Sancho ; ** do you but oider it 
so that we may lie in the fields^ and you shall see how I will lay 
about me." 

Don Quixote longed for night so impatiently, that, like all 
eager expecting lovers, he fancied Phoebus had broken his chariot- 
wheels, which made the day of so unusual a length ; but at last it 
grew dark, and they went out of the road into a shady wood, 
where they both alighted, and, being sat down upon the grass, 
they went to supper upon such provisions as Sancho's wallet 
afforded. 

And now having satisfied himself, he thought it time to satisfy 
his master, and earn his money. To which purpose he made 
himself a whip of Dapple's halteV ; and having stripped himself 
to the waist, retired farther up into the wood at a small distance 
from his master. Don Quixote, observing his readiness and re- 
solution, could not forbear calling after him ; ^* Dear Sancho,'' 
cried he, *^ be not too cruel to thyself neither; have a care, 
do not hack thyself to pieces : make no more haste than good 
speed ; go gently to work, soft and fair goes farthest ; I mean, I 
would not have thee kill thyself before thou ^ettest to the end of 
the tally ; and that the reckoning may be lair on both sides, I 
will stand at a distance and keep an account of the strokes by the 
help of my beads ; and so Heaven prosper thy pious undertaking!" 
" He is an honest man," quoth Saneho, " who pays to a £urthing ; 
I only mean to give myself a handsome whipping ; for do not 
think I need kill myself to work miracles." With that he began 
to exercise the instrument of punishment, and Don Quixote to 
tell the strokes. But by the time Sancho had struck seven or 
eight lashes, he felt the jest bite so smartly, that he b^an to 
repent him of his bargain. Whereupon, after a short pause, he 
called to his master, and told him that he would be off with him ; 
for such lashes as these were modestly worth threepence a-piece 
of any man's money ; and truly he could not afford to go on at 
three-halfpence a lash. ** Go on, friend Sancho," answered Don 
Quixote; " take courage and proceed ; I will double thy pay, if 
that be all." " Say you so?" quoth Sancho ; " then have at all. 
I will lay it on thick and threefold. Do but listen." With that, 
slap went the scourge ; but the cunning knave left persecuting his 
own skin, and fell foul of the trees, fetching such dismal groans 
every now and then, that one would have thought he had been 
dying. Don Quixote, who was naturally tender-hearted, fearing 
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he might make an end of himself before he could finish his pen^ 
ance, and so disappoint the happy effects of it : <^ Hold/^ cried 
he, '^ hold/ my friend ; as thou iovest thy life, hold, I conjure 
thee: no more at this time. This seems to be a very sharp sort of 
physic. Therefore, pray do not take it all at once, make two 
doses of it. Come, come, all in good time ; Rome was not built 
in a day. If I have told right, thou hast given thyself above a 
thousand stripes ; that is enough for one beating ; for, to use a 
homely phrase, the ass will carry his load, but not a double load f 
ride not a free horse to death.'' " No, no," quoth Sancho, " it 
shall never be said of me, the eaten bread is forgotten ; or that I 
thought it veorking for a dead horse, because I am paid before- 
hand. Therefore stand off, I beseech you ; get out of the reach 
of my whip^ and let me lay on the other thousand, and then the 
back of the work will be broken : such another flogging bout, 
and the job will be over." " Since thou art in the humour," re- 
plied Don Quixote, " I will withdraw, and Heaven strengthen 
and reward thee I" With that, Sancho fell to work afresh, and 
beginning upon a new score, he lashed the trees at so unconscion- 
able a rate, that he fetched off their skins most unmercifully. At 
len^h, raising his voice, seemingly resolved to give himself a 
settling blow, he lets drive at a beech-tree with might and main : 
** There!*' cried he, ** down with thee Samson, and all that are 
about thee !" This dismal cry, with the sound of the dreadful 
strokes that attended it, made Don Quixote run presently to his 
squire, and laying fast hold on the halter, " Hold," cned he, 
** friend Sancho, stay the fury of thy arm. Dost thou think I 
will have thy death, and the ruin of thy wife and children to be 
laid at my door ? Forbid it. Fate ! Let Dulcinea stay a while, 
till a better opportunity offer itself. I myself will be contented 
to live in hopes, that when thou hast recovered new strength, 
the business may be accomplished to every body's satisfiEiction." 
^ Well, sir," quoth Sancho, " if it be your worship's will and 
pleasure it should be so, so let it it be, ouoth I. But, for good- 
ness' sake, do so much as throw your cloak over my shoulders, 
for I have no mind to catch cold : we novices are somewhat in 
danger of that when we first undergo the discipline of flogging." 
With that Don Quixote took off his cloak from his own shoulders, 
and putting it over those of Sancho, chose to remain in his 
doublet ; and the crafty souire, being lapped up warm, fell fast 
asleep, and never stirrea till the sun waked him. 

In the morning they went on their journey, and after three 
hours' riding alighted at an inn ; for it was allowed by Don Quix- 
ote himself to be an inn, and not a castle, with moats, towers, 
portcullises, and drawbridges, as he commonly fancied ; for now 
the knight was mightily off the romantic pin to what he used 
to be, as shall be shewn ^^resenUy at large. He was lodged in 
a ground -room, which, mstead of tapestry, was hung with & 
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coarse painted stuff, such as is often seen in Tillages. One <£ Ae 
pieces had the story of Helen of Troy, when Pans stcde her awty 
trom her hushand Menelaus ; hut scrawled out after a bungiiog 
rate by some wretched dauber or other. Another had the story 
of Dido and -Eneas — the lady on the top of a tarret, waving t 
sheet to her fugitive guest, who was in a snip at sea, crowding all 
the sail he could to get from her. Don Quixote made this ob- 
servation upon the two stories, that Helen was not at all dis- 
1>leased at the force put upon her, but rather smiled upon her 
over ; whereas, on the other side, the fiiir Dido shewed bet grief 
by her tears, which, because they should be seen, the painter had 
made as big as walnuts. ^^How unfortunate," said I>on Quixote, 
''were these two ladies, that they lived not in this age ; or rather, 
how much more unhappy am I, for not having lived in theirs! 
I would have met and stopped tJiose gentlemen, and saved both 
Troy and Carthage from destruction ; nay, by the death of ParU 
alone, all these miseries had been prevented." ** I will lay you 
a wager," quoth Sancho, "that before we be much older, there 
will not be an inn, a hedge-tavern, a blind victuallii^bouse, nor 
a barber's shop in the country, but will have the story of our lives 
and deeds pasted and painted along the walls. But I could wish 
with all my heart, though, that &ey may be done by a better 
hand than the bungling fellow that drew these." <^ Thou art ia 
the right) Sancho ; for the fellow that drew these puts me in miod 
of Orbaneja, the painter of Uveda, who, as he sat at work, being 
asked what he was about, made answer, any thing that comes 
uppermost ; and if he chanced to draw a cock, he underwrote, 
This is a cock, ]est the people should take it for a fox. Just sudi 
a one was he that painted, or that wrote (for they are much tke 
same) the history of this new Don Quixote that his lately pe^ed 
out, and ventured to go a-strolling ; for his painting or writmg 
is all at random, and any thing that comes uppermost. But to 
come to our own afiairs. Hast thou an inclination to have the 
other brush to-night ? what think you of a warm house ? would 
it not do better for that service than the open air?" 

" Why, truly," quoth Sancho, "a whipping is but a whipping, 
either abroad or within doors; and I could like a close warm 
place well enough, so it were among trees ; for I love trees hugely, 
do you see ; methinks they bear me company, and have a sort of 
fellow-feeling of my sufferings." " Now 1 think on it," said 
Don Quixote, ^Mt shall not be to-night, honest Sancho ; you shall 
have more time to recover, and we will let tiie nest alone till we 
get home ; it will not be above two days at most." " £v6h as 
your worship pleases," answered Sancho ; " but if I might have 
my will, it were best making au end of the job, now my hand is 
in and my blood up. There is nothing like striking while the 
iron is hot ; for delay breeds danger. It is best grinding at the 
mill before the water is past. Ever take while you mayiiave iU 
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A bird in hand is worth two in the bush." " Now good Sancho," 
cried Don Quixote, "let alone thy proverbs; if once thou be- 
ffinnest, I must give thee over. Canst thou not speak as other 
folks do, and not after such a tedious, round-about manner? 
How often have I told thee of this ? Mind what I tell you ; I 
am sure you will be the better for it." " It is an unlucky trick 
I have got," replied Sancho ; " I cannot bring you in three words 
to the purpose without a proverb, nor bring you any proverb but 
what 1 think to the purpose ; but I will mend, if I can." And 
80 they went on direct towards their own village. 



CHAPTER XCV. 

OJ the ominous accidents that crossed Don Quixote as he entered his vil- 
lage ; with other transactions that illustrate and adorn this memorable 
history. 

When they were entering the village, Don Quixote observed twa 
little boys contesting together in an adjoining field ; and one said 
to the other, " Never fret thy gizzard about it : for thou shalt 
never see her whilst thou hast breath in thy body." Don Quixote 
overhearing this, " Sancho," said he, " did you mind the boy's 
words, Thou shalt never see her while thou hast breath in thy 
body?" **Well," answered Sancho, "and what is the great 
business, though the boy did say so?" "How!" replied Don 
Quixote, " dost thou not perceive that, applying the words to my 
affairs, they plainly imply that I shall never see my Dulcinea ?" 
Sancho was about to answer again, but was hindered by a full 
cry of hounds and horsemen pursuing a hare, which was put so 
hard to her shifts that she came and squatted down for shelter 
just at Dapple's feet. Immediately Sancho laid hold of her with- 
out difficulty, and presented her to Don Quixote ; but he, with a 
dejected look, refusing the present, cried out aloud, "An ill omen 
— an ill omen ; a hare runs away, hounds pursue her, and Dul- 
cinea appears not !" " You are a strange man," quoth Sancho, 
" to regard such trumperies ; nay, I have heard you yourself, my 
dear master, say that all such Christians as troubled their heacls 
with these fortune - telling follies were neither better nor worse 
than downright numskulls ; so let us even leave these things as 
we found them, and get home as fast as we can." 

By this time the sportsmen were come «p, and demanding 
their game, Don Quixote delivered them their hare. They passed 
on, and just at their coming into the town they perceived the curate 
and the bachelor Carrasco, repeating their breviary in a small field 
adioining. The curate and the bachelor, presently knowing their 
old friends, ran to meet them with open arms ; and while Don 
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Quixote sJifflited and returned their embraces, the boys, who m 
ever so quick-sighted that nothing can escape their eyes, presently 
spying the ass, came running and flocking' about them: ^Oh!" 
cried they to one another, '^ look you here, boys ; here is Gaffer 
Sancho Panza's ass as fine as a lady ; and Don Quixote's beut 
leaner than ever V With that, they ran whooping and hollowing 
about them through the town ; while the two adventurers, at- 
tended by the curate and the bachelor, moved towards Don Quix- 
ote's house, where they were received at the door by his book- 
keeper and his niece, who had already got notice of their arrival 
The news having also reached Teresa Panza, Sancho's wife, she 
came running half naked, with her hair about her ears, to see 
him ; leading by the hand all the way her daughter Sanchica, 
who hardly wanted to be tugged along. But when she found 
that her husband looked a little short of the state of a governor, 
" Mercy on me !" quoth she, " what is the meaning of this, hus- 
band ? You look as though you had come all the way on foot, 
and tired off your legs too ! Why, you come liker a shark than 
a governor." " Mum, Teresa," quoth Sancho ; ** it is not all 
gold that glisters ; and every man was not bom with a silver 
spoon in his mouth. First let us go home, and then I will tell 
thee wonders. I have taken care of the main chance. Money 1 
have, and I came honestly by it, without wronging any body." 
" Hast got money, old boy ? Nay, then, it is well enough, no 
matter which way ; let it come by hook or by crook, it is but 
what your betters have done before you." At the same time 
Sanchica, hugging her father, asked him what he had brought her 
home ; for she had gaped- for him as the flowers do for the dew 
in May. Thus Sancho, leading Dapple by the halter on one side, 
his wife taking him by the arm on the other, away they went 
together to his cottage, leaving Don Quixote at his own house, 
under the care of his niece and housekeeper^ with the curate and 
bachelor to keep him company. 

Don Quixote took the two last aside at once, and, without 
mincing the matter, gave them an account of his defeat, and the 
obligation he lay under of being confined to his village for a vear, 
which, like a true knight-errant, he was resolved punctusJly to 
observe. He added, that he intended to pass that interval of time 
in the innocent functions of a pastoral life ; and therefore he 
would immediately commence shepherd, and entertain himself 
solitarily in fields and woods; and begged, if business of greater 
importance were not an obstruction, that they would both please 
to be his companions, assuring them he would furnish them with 
such a number of sheep as might entitle them to such a profession. 
He also told them that he had already in a manner fitted them 
for the undertaking ; for he had provided them all with names the 
most pastoral in the world. 

They were struck with amazement at this new strain of folly ; 
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but oonBidering it might be a means of keeping him at home, and 
hoping at the same time that, within the year, he might be cured 
of his knight-errantry, they came into his pastoral scheme, 
and, greatly applauding it, freely offered their company in the 
design. " We shall live the most pleasant life imaginable," said 
Samson Carrasco ; " for, as every body knows, I am a most cele- 
brated poet, and I will write pastorals in abundance. Sometimes, 
too, I may raise my strain, as occasion offers, to divert us as we 
range the groves and plaing. But one thing, gentlemen, we must 
not forget : it is absolutely necessary that each of us choose a 
name for the shepherdess he means to celebrate in his lays ; nor 
must we forget tne ceremony used by the shepherds, of writing, 
carving, notching, or engraving on every tree the names of such 
shepherdesses, though the bark be ever so hard." "You are very 
much in the right," replied Don Quixote ; "though, for my part, 
I need not be at the trouble of devising a name for any imaginary 
shepherdess, being already captivated by the peerless Dulcinea 
del Toboso — the nymph of these streams, the ornament of these 
meads, the primrose of beauty, the cream of gentleness, and, in 
short, the proper subject of all the praises that hyperbolical elo- 
quence can bestow." "We grant all this," said the curate ; "but 
we, who cannot pretend to such perfections, must make it our 
business to find out some shepherdesses of a lower stamp, and be 
content." " We shall find enough, I will warrant you," replied 
Carrasco ; " and though we meet with none, yet will we give 
those very names we find in books — such as Phyllis, Amaryllis, 
Chloe, Diana, Florinda, Chloris, Galatea, and a thousand more, 
which are to be disposed of .publicly in the open market; and 
when we have purchased them, they are our own. Besides, if my 
shepherdess be called Anne, I will name her in my verses An- 
arda ; if Frances, I will call her Francenia ; and if'^Lucy be her 
name, then Lucinda shall be my shepherdess ; and so forth. And, 
if Sancho Panza will make one ot our fraternity, he may cele- 
brate his wife Teresa by the name of Teresania." Don Quixote 
could not forbear smiling at the turn given to that name. The 
curate again applauded his laudable resolution, and repeated his 
offer of bearing him company all the time that his other employ- 
ment would aflow him ; and then they took their leave, giving 
kim all the good advice that they thought might conduce to his 
health and wel&re. 

No sooner were the curate and the bachelor gone, than the 
housekeeper and niece, who, according to custom, had been lis- 
tening to all their discourse, came both upon Don Quixote. 
" Bless me, uncle," cried the niece, " what is here to do ! What 
Bew maggot is got into your head ! When we thought you were 
come to stay at home, and live like a sober, honest gentleman in 
your own house, are you hankering after new inventions, and 
running a wool-gathering after sheep, forsooth ? By my troths 
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sir, you are somewhat of the latest The com 10 too old to make 
oaten pipes of." " Ah ! sir/' quoth the housekeeper, '*how will 
your worship be able to endure the summer's sun and the win- 
ter's frost in the open fields ? And then the howlings of tiie 
wolves, Heaven bless us ! Pray, good sir, do not think of it ; it 
is a business fit for nobody but those that are bred and born to it, 
and as strong as horses. Let the worst come to the worst, better 
be a knight-errant still than a keeper of sheep. Be ruled by me; 
stay at home, look after your concerns, go often to confession, do 
good to the poor ; and, if aught goes ill with you, let it lie at my 
door.'^ " Good girls," said Don Quixote, ** hold your prating: 
I know best what I have to do. Do not trouble your hea£; 
whether I be a knight-errant or an errant-shephera, you shall 
always find that I will provide for you." 

The niece and maid, who, without doubt, were good-natured 
creatures, made no answer, but brought him something to eat, 
and tended him with all imaginable care. 



CHAPTER XCVI. 

How Don Quixote fell sicky made his last trt//, and died. 

As all human things, especially the lives of men, are transitory, 
their very beginnings being but steps to their dissolution ; so Don 
Quixote, who was no way exempted from the common fate, was 
snatched away bv death when he least expected it. He was 
seized with a violent fever that confined him to his bed for six 
days, during all which time his good friends, the curate, bachelor, 
and barber, came often to see him, and his trusty squire Sancho 
Panza never stirred from his bed-side. 

They conjectured that his sickness proceeded only from the re- 
gret of his defeat, and his being disappointed of Dulcinea^s disen* 
chantment ; and accordingly they left nothing unessayed to divert 
him. The bachelor begged Uim to pluck up a good heart, and 
rise, that they might begin their pastoral life ; telling him, that 
he had already written an eclogue to that purpose, not inferior to 
those of Sanazaro ; and that he had bought, with his own money, 
of a shepherd of Quintanar, two famous dogs to watch their flodk, 
the one called Barcino, and the other Butron ; but this had no 
efiect on Don Quixote, for he still continued dejected. A physi- 
cian was sent for, who, upon feeling his pulse, did not very well 
like it ; and therefore desired him of all things to provide for his 
soul's health, for that of his body was in a dangerous condition. 
Don Quixote heard this with much more temper than those about 
him ; for his niece, his housekeeper, and his squire, fell a weeping 
as bitterly as if he had been laid out already. The physician was 
of opinion that mere melancholy and vexation had brought him 
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to his approaching end. Don Quixote desired them to leave him 
a little, because he found himself inclined to rest ; they retired , 
and he had a hearty sleep of about six hours, which the maid and 
niece were afraid had been his last. 

At length he awaked, and, with a loud voice, '^ Praised be 
the Almighty," cried he, " for this great benefit he has vouch- 
safed to me !" The niece, hearkening very attentively to these 
words of her uncle, and finding more sense in them than there 
was in his usual talk, at least since he had fallen ill ; ** What do 
you say, sir?" said she ; " has any thing extraordinary happened? 
What mercies are these you mention?" "Mercies," answered 
he, " that Heaven has this moment vouchsafed to shew me, in 
spite of all my iniquities. My judgment is returned, clear and 
undisturbed, and that cloud of ignorance is now removed which 
the continual reading of those books of knight-errantry had cast 
over my understanding. I am only sorry the discovery happens 
so late, when I want time to make amends by those studies that 
should enlighten my soul, and prepare me for futurity. I find, 
niece, my end approaches ; but I would have it such, that though 
my life has got me the character of a madman, I may deserve a 
better at my death. Dear child," continued he, " send for my 
honest friend the curate, the bachelor Carrasco. and Master 
Nicholas the barber; for I intend to make my confession and my 
will." His niece was saved the trouble of sending, for presently 
they all three came in ; which Don Quixote perceiving, " My 
good friends," said he, " I have happy news to tell you ; I am no 
longer Don Quixote de la Mancha, but Alonzo Quixano, the same 
whom the world, for his fair behaviour, has been formerly pleased 
to call the Good. I now declare myself an enemy to Amadis de 
Gaul, and his whole generation ; all foolish stories of knight- 
errantry I detest. I have a true sense of the danger of reaaing 
them, and of all my past follies; and, through Heaven's mercy 
and my own experience, I abhor them." His three friends were 
not a little surprised to hear him talk at this rate, and concluded 
some new frenzy had possessed him. " What now ?" said Samson 
to him : " what is all this to the purpose, Sienor Don Quixote? 
We have just had the news that the Lady Dulcinea is disenchant- 
ed; and now we are upon the point of turning shepherds, to 
sing, and live like princes, you are dvnndled down to a hermit !" 

" No more of that, I beseech you," replied Don Quixote ; 
^' all the use I shall make of these follies at present is to heighten 
my repentance ; and though they have hitherto proved prejudi- 
cial, yet, by the assistance of Heaven, they may turn to my 
advantage at my death : I find it comes fast upon me ; therefore, 
P"^y» gentlemen, let us be serious. I want a priest to receive my 
confession, and a scrivener to draw up my will. There is no 
trifling at a time like this ; and therefore, pray let the scrivener 
be sent for, while Mr. Curate prepfu*es me by confession." 
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Don Qmxote'8 words put them all into such wonder, tbsl 
they stood gazing upon one another ; they thought they had rea- 
son to doubt of the return of his understanding', and yet they 
could not help believing him. They were also apprehensive he 
was near the point of death, considering the sudden recovery of 
his intellects ; and he delivered himself after that with so moeh 
sense, discretion, and piety, and shewed himself so resigned to the 
will of Heaven, that they made no scruple to believe him restored 
to his perfect judgment at last. The curata thereupon cleared th« 
room of all the company but himself and Don Quixote, and then 
confessed him. In the meantime the bachelor ran for the scrive- 
ner, and presently brought him with him ; and Sancho Panza, 
being informed by the bachelor how ill his master was, and find- 
ing his niece and housekeeper all in tears, began to make a sad 
face and tall a-crying. The curate, having heard die sick man's 
confession, came out and told them that me good Alonzo Qaix- 
ano was yery near his end, and certainly in his senses; and 
therefore they had best go in that he might make his will. 
These dismal tidings opened the sluices of the housekeeper's, 
the niece's, and the good squire's swollen eyes, so that a whole 
inundation of tears burst out of those flood-gates, and a thousand 
sighs from their hearts ; for, indeed, either as Alonzo Quizano, or 
as Don Quixote de la Mancha, as it has been observed, the sick 
gentleman had always shewed himself such a good-natured man, 
and of so agreeable a behaviour, that he was not only beloved by 
his family, but by every one that knew him. 

The scrivener, with the rest of the company, then went into 
the chamber ; and the preamble and former part of the will being 
drawn, and the testator having recommended his soul to Heaven 
and bequeathed his body to the earth, according to custom, he 
came to the legacies, as follows : 

" Item, I give and bequeath to Sancho Panza, if^hom in my 
madness I made my squire, whatever money he has or may have 
of mine in his hands : and whereas there are reckonings and 
accounts to be adjusted between us, for what he has received and 
disbursed, my will and pleasure is, that whatever may remain 
due to me, which can be but small, be enjoyed by him as my free 

fift, without any let or molestation ; and much good may it do 
im. And as he was, through my means, made governor of an 
island, I would now, in my right senses, give him the government 
of a kingdom, were it in my power, in consideration of his inte- 
grity and faithfulness. And now, my firiend," said he, turning to 
Sancho, " pardon me that I have brought upon thee, as well is 
myself, the scandal of madness, by draveing thee into my own 
errors, and persuading thee that there have been and still ars 
knights-errant in the world." " Woe's me, my dear master's 
worship !" cried Sancho, all in tears, " do not die this time, but 
even take my counsel, and Hve on many yean^ For shame, 
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sir, do not ffive \vay to sluggishness^ but g^ out of your doleful 
dumps, and rise. Is this a time to lie groaning a-bed, when we 
should be in the fields, in our shepherds' clothing, as we had re- 
solved ? Ten to one but behind some bush, or under some hedge, 
we may find the Lady Madam Dulcinea, stript of her enchanted 
rags, and as fine as a queen. May haps you take it to heart that 
you were unhorsed and a little crupper-scratched the other day ; 
JE>at if that be all, lay the blame upon me, and say it was my fault 
in not girting Rozmante tight enough. You know, too, there 
is nothing more common in your errantry-books than for the 
knights to be every foot jostled out of the saddle. There is no* 
thing but ups and downs in this world, and he that is down to-day 
may be up to-morrow." "Even so," said Samson, "honest 
Saucho has a right notion of the matter." " Soft and fair, gentle* 
men," replied Don Quixote; "never look for birds of this year 
in the nests of the last ; I was mad, but now I am in my right 
senses ; I was once Don Quixote de la Mancha, but I am now (as 
I said before) the plain Alonzo Quixano ; and I hope the sincerity 
of my words, and my repentance, may restore me to the same 
esteem you have had for me before ; and so, Mr. Scrivener, pray 
go on." 

" Item, I constitute and appoint Antonia Quixano, my niece 
here present, sole heiress of all my estate, real and personal, after 
all my just debts and legacies, bequeathed by these presents, shall 
have been paid, satisfied, and deducted, out of the best of my 
goods and chattels ; and the first of that kind to be discharged 
shall be the salary due to my housekeeper, together with twenty 
ducats over and above her wa^es ; which said sum I leave and 
bequeath her to buy her mourning. 

" Item, I appoint Mr. Curate, and Mr. Samson Carrasco, the 
bachelor, here present, to be the executors of this my last will 
and testament. 

" Item, It is my will, that if my niece Antonia Quixano be inclin- 
able to marry, it be with none but a person who, upon strict inquiry, 
shall be found never to have read a book of knight-errantry in 
his life ; and in case it appears that he has been conversant in such 
books, and that she persists in her resolution to marry him, she 
is then to forfeit all right and title to my bequest, which, in such 
a case, my executors are hereby empowered to dispose of to pious 
uses, as they shall think most proper." 

Having finished the will, he fell into a swooning fit. All the 
company were troubled and alarmed, and ran to his assistance. 
However he came to himself at last ; but relapsed into the like 
fits almost every hour, for the space of three days that he lived 
after he had made his will. 

In short, Don Quixote's last day came, after he had made 
those preparations for death which good Christians ought to do; 
and, by many fresh and weighty arguments, shewed his abhor- 
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rence of books of knight-emmtry. The 0orivener, who was by, 
protected he had never read in any books of that kind of any 
Knight-errant who ever died in his l>ed so quietly^ ajad like a good 
Christian, as Don Quixote did. When the curate perceived that 
he was dead, he desired the scrivener to give him a certificate 
how Alonzo Quixano, commonly called the Good, and sometimes 
known by the name of Don Quixote de la Mancha, was departed 
out of this life into another, and died a natural death. This he 
desired, lest any other author but Cid Hamet Benengeli should 
take occasion to raise him from the dead, and presume to write 
endless histories of his pretended adventures. 

Thus died that ingenious gentleman, Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, whose native place Cid Hamet has not thought fit di- 
rectly to mention, with design that all tbii towns and villages m 
La Mancha should contend lor the honour of giving him birth, as 
the seven cities of Greece did for Homer. We shall omit Sfmebo's 
lamentations, and those of the niece and the bouBekeeper, as also 
several epitaphs that were made for his tomb, and wiU only giTe 
you this, which the bachelor Carrasoo caused to be put o?er it : 

The body of a knight lies here, 

So brave, that, to his latest breath, 
Immortal glory was his care, 

And made bim triumph over deatii. 

Nor has his death the world deceived 
Leu than his wondrous life surprised; ' 

For if he like a madman lived. 
At least he like a inse one died. 
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1. TALES of ADVENTURE by SEA and LAND. (Nearly Ready.) 

2. SELECT PLAYS of SHAKSPEARE. Edited by the Rev. A. J. Howell. 

S. THE LIFE of SAMUEL JOHNSON, in one vol., by the Rev. J. F. Russell. 
(In the Press, and Nearly Ready.) 

4. ROBINSON CRUSOE, a New Edition, with Introduction, Notes, &c. Edited 
by the same. 

5. FROISSART'S CHRONICLES, condensed. 2 vols, (in the press.) 

6. A POPULAR COMPENDIUM of MODERN HISTORY. 

7. STORIES from HERODOTUS. 

8. A MANUAL of ARCHITECTURE. 

9. THE BRITISH ESSAYISTS— 5pectofor, Tatler, Rambler, ^c— ft Selection of 
the best Papers, arranged on a novel and popular plan. 

10. TALES from the ARABIAN NIGHTS. (In the press.) 

11. PRIDEAUX'S LIFE of MOHAMMED, amplified, so as to present a compre- 
hensive History of Mohammedanism. 

12. STRUTT'S SPORTS and PASTIMES, condensed, and illostrated with copious 
Notes from Brand and other eminent Antiquaries. 

&c. &c. &c. 
Under the title of "Select Library*' it is proposed to publish a Series of Works 
upon such a plan as may remove all cufficulty on the part of Parents and Tutors as to 
what books of an instructive and entertaining character they may, without hesitation, 
place in the hands of those in whose moral as well as intellectnal training they are 
most deeply interested. 

1. It cannot be denied that ttnch oi the Standard Literature of England, though 
beautiful for the most part in style, elevated in sentiment, and generally moral in its 
tendency. Is yet defaced, and rendered unfit for the promiscuous reading of youth, by 
the not unfrequent occurrence of passages of an objectionable kind. Many of our most 
celebrated works have thus been hitherto withheld from our children, from an appre- 
hension that the mental benefit to be derived from their perusal must be purchased at 
the costly sacrifice of a high tone of moral thought and feeliog, which is but too likely 
to accrue from an unguarded use of them. All pertaining to intellect and its develop- 
ment is to be valued ; but it is worth nothing compared with morals. One object, 
then, of the " Select Library" will be to send forth editions of some of our best writers 
thus corrected. And in all the cases which we contemplate, it is satisfactoiy to find 
that this can be done without at all injuring their real value. Indeed, a judicious re- 
vision will not seldom remedy that prolixity and occasional heaviness which the young 
80 often complain of in our older writers. 

2. Further : there are many works which, apart from their high price, it would be 
injudicious to place in the hands of the young, on account of their great length. The 
Junior student would be deterred from reading such books as FroTssart's or Hollin- 
shed's Chronicles, were he required to master the whole of them. Their extreme 
value, as the best souxees whence our nation's history may be detlved, is on this ac- 
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count lost to him. It is, therefore, most desirable that Works of this character shoold 
be placed within his reach, judiciously and invitingly compressed ; not, indeed, in such 
a way as to destroy the distinctive character of the work itself, but so as to present 
the whole substance of it, divested of those portions which are not an essential part of 
its entireness. This, also, our " Library*' proposes to do. 

3. Original works, on popular and useful subjects, will firom time to time be added. 

It will be seen from the above outline, that the Works, though primarily purposed 
for the young, will yet be suitable to a large number of older Readers, especially in the 
middle and lower classes ; and it is expected that they will be found useful for Lend* 
ing-Libraries, School-Libraries, Prizes, &o. &c. 

The "Select Library" will appear at short intervals, in volumes of a daodecino 
size, bound in cloth, each of which will be purchaseable by itself. The price will Yaij 
with the thickness of the volumes ; but will be made as moderate as ia consistent with 
proper editorial care, good typography, and a due proportion of embellislunent. 



BURNS* ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE and SCRAP BOOK ol 
ENGRAVINGS for 1847: a Descriptive List of Works in General Literatuie, 
suited for Drawing-room Books, Presents. &c., acotiqpanied with Specimevs of the 
Engravings contamed in each volume. The Catalogue is printed in small 4to., on fine 
hot-pressed paper, and is itself an Ornamental Book. It contains forty-three D^sigiu 
executed in the best style of Wood Engraving, which will be found suitable for Scrap 
Books, &c. 

N.B. The price (4«.) is deducted to purchasers to the amount of Two pounds. 



Elegant Giftt. 

Fcp. 8vo., with numerous Illustrations on Wood, by the best Artists. 

O^HE TALES AND ROMANCES of the Baron de la Motte Fouqo^ 

N.B. These inimitable fictions may itow be had in New and Improved EditioDs, 
chastely bound in half-morocco, marbled edges, at Uttle more than the price &» cloth. 

1. THE FOUR SEASONS, Undine, 8intram,&c., entirely re-translated, and with 
30 wood-engravings, hf. mor., 12*. 

2. ROMANTIC FICTION, half morocco, 8». 

3. WILD LOVE, ditto, 8*. 

4. THIODOLF, ditto, 8». 

5. MINSTREL LOVE, ditto, 8». 

6. MAGIC RING, ditto, 6a. 

Or the Six Vols., if taken together, 45*. 



Romantic Tales for Youth. 

HAUFF'S POPULAR TALES from the German. This Volume 
contains 17 of the best Tales of this clever and amusing writer, than whom no 
author has been more popular in his own country. 
Price in cloth gilt, 4«., morocco elegant, 5«. &d, ' 

Also, a Companion to the above, 

SELECT POPULAR TALES from the celebrated eoUection of Musaeusw Ckth, 
28. 6d., morocco elegant, is. 

Gift Books for Young Ladies. 

IT AYS and BALLADS from English and Scottish History. Second 
-Li Edition, improved, with Notes and Explanations. Cloth, 8«. 6<<., morocco ele- 
gant, 5s. 

2. THE VIRGIN MARTYR, by Massingbk, illustrated by Pickersgill. SmaU 
4to., 5s., half-morocco, 6«. 

3. TALES of FEMALE HEROISM (Nineteen Tales), drawn fc©m authentic 
sources. Cloth, 3«., half-morocco, As. 6c£. 

4. FIVE TALES of OLD TIME, containing the Story of Genoveva, *c,with 
Six Pictures, Qs. 

5. MANZONI'S BETROTHED. Sixty Engravings. Two Vols., 10*. 6rf. 

6. MARCO VISCONTI, complete in One Vol., 5«., por. 6c. 6if. 
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7. SACRED VERSES, by Rev. I. Williams, with 36 PictOKs, IVom Durer 
Overbeck, &c., 12*. ' 

8. TALES from the GERMAN of C. Pichlbr. Cloth, Ss. Cd., morocco, 5s. 

9. GERMAN BALLADS and SONGS. Cloth, 3«. 6d., morocco, Ss. 

10. PRASCA LOUPOULQFF, and other Stories and Sketches : a varied and 
interesting volume. Cloth, 2a. 6d., morocco, 4«. 

N.B. Catalogues, containing a great variety of others, may be had on application 
to the Publisher. 



Presents for Children, 

l."VrURSERY TALES : containing Twenty of the best old Nursery 
-1.^ favourites, and illustrated with engravings. Half-bound elegant morocco, 12*. 

2. SHORT STORIES and POEMS: a new Nursery £ook or Holiday Book for 
Young Children : Forty Engravings, 3*. 

3. NURSERY RHYMES and JINGLES (180 in number); with numerous En- 
gravings and Ornaments round each page. 7#., or in splendid crimson and gold 
binding, 10«. 6d. 

4. HOUSEHOLD TALES and TRADITIONS, as told at the Firesides of Eng- 
land, Scotland, Germany, &c. Fifty Stories, twenty-one cuts, cloth, 3*., morocco, 
4«. 6d. 

N.B. A Catalogue with a variety of others may be had, gratis, on application. 



Boohs for Boys, combining Amusement and Instruction. 

1. pHOICE BALLADS and METRICAL TALES, from Percy, Scott, 
V> Jameson, Ritson, Sec. (18 Engravings). Cloth, 3*., morocco, 4*. 6d. 
2. SELECT PLAYS of SHAKESPEARE, with Notes and Introductions. (Nearly 

nady). 

8. TALES of ADVENTURE by SEA and LAND. St. 6d. (In the press.) 

4. POPULAR PLUTARCH ; LIVES of celebrated Greeks and Romans. One 
Vol. Illustrated. Cloth, 4». 6d., morocco, 6*. 

5. LIVES of ENGLISHMEN in PAST DAYS. Containing Nineteen Lives. 
Two Vols., it. 6d. each in cloth, or 4*. morocco. 

6. STORIES of the CRUSADES; with Frontispiece and Plans. Cloth, 3^. 6rf., 
half morocco, 6*. 

7. HAUFF'S TALES,— The Caravan— The Sheick of Alexandria — The Cold 
Heart, &c. &c. Nineteen Stories, illustrated by W. B. Scott. Cloth, 4*., morocco, 
5*. 6d. 

8. SELECT FABLES, Ancient and Modem. Two Hundred and Thirty in num- 
ber, containing aU the best Specimens extant, and carefully revised. Cloth, 2». 6d., 
morocco, 4*. 

9. DON QUIXOTE : a new edition, condensed and revised for the use of the 
Young. Cloth, 6*., half-morocco, 7». 6d. 

10. MUSAEUS* POPULAR TALES (fi-om the celebrated " Volks-Marchen,") with 
Six Engravings. Cloth, 2«. 6d., morocco, 4*. 

11. TALES Arom TIECK. A selection of some of the most popular Fictions of 
this great Author ; with Six Engravings, 5*. 

12. A POPULAR HISTORY of the FRENCH REVOLUTION. 5*. cloth, half- 
morocco, 6*. 6d. This volume contains a complete account of this eventfU period, 
commencing with the first rise of the revolutionary movement, and including the 
whole career of Napoleon down to the battle of Waterloo; with Engravings and Plans. 

N.B. A Catalogue containing a large variety of others may be had, gratis, on 
application. 



Lives of the Ancients. 

PLUTARCH'S LIVES, newly edited by the Rev. A. J. Howell, with 
engravings by Pickersgill. Cloth, 4«. 6d., morocco elegant, 6«. This will be 
found a very suitable volume for the Yoimg. 

An extensive List of Educational Books, frc. 
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Cheap Library of lUermUoM €mi IntinuiUm. 

BWith 120 EnciBTliigi. 
URNS' FIRESIDE LIBRARY : an agreeable Mdange of Instrac' 
tion and Entertainment, — Tales, RonuaieM, Komphj, History, Songs, Ballakls, 
ftc. &c., admirably adapted for a Present. With 120 nhutistioiis. 

Price : Thirty-Five Parts, ornamented wrappert II. 2t. ; Twenty-One Volumei, 
bound in cloth gilt, 3/. 3s. 

1. EVENINGS with the OLD STORY-TELLERS. U. 6d. 

2. CHOICE BALLADS and TALES. 9$. 

8. SHADOWLESS MAN, UNDINE, UE8LL 1 rol. U. 

4. NORTHERN MINSTRELSY. 8«. 

5. LIVES OF ENGLISHMEN, First Series. 2«. 6d. 

6. Ditto Second Series. U.6d, 

7. TWELVE NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS. 8#. 

8. THE WHITE LADY : Romances by Fouqa6. 1 toI. U. 

9. PRASCA LOUPOULOFF; and other Stofies. 2$. 6d. 

10. LAYS and BALLADS txom Hktory. U. 6d. 

11. QUENTIN MAT8YS; SWEDX8 in PRAGUE. . 1 toL 8«. 6d. 

12. SELECT FABLES, Ancient and Modem. 1 toL 2«. 6d. 
12. HOUSEHOLD TALES and TRADITIONS. U, 

14. CHURCHES ; their STRUCTURE, ftc. 2*. 6d. 
18 GERMAN BALLADS and SONGS. S«. 6d. 

16. MUSAEUS' POPULAR TALES. U. 6d. 

17. MARCO VISCONTI. By G&ossi. 5*. 

18. HAUFFS POPULAR TALES. 4*. 

19. FOUQUE'S MAGIC RING. 5s. 

20. SCHILLER'S JOAN of ARC, and WILLIAM TELL. is. 

21. LIVES of CELEBRATED GREEKS and ROMANS. 4#. 6d. 

Or, the Twenty-one Volumes, if taken together, for 3/. Ss. 

Also, strongly half-bound, tat Lending Libraries, at the reduced price of 2/. I6s. 

These Volumes, done up in this handsome binding, wiU be found well-adapted for 
Presents, Rewards, &c., for which purpose they are aJso sold in el^ant morocco at 
1«. 6d. a vol. above the price in cloth. 

N.B.— Each Part or Volume may be had separately. Descriptive Catalogues on 
application. 

POUQUE'S SEASONS. By de la Motte FouquE. In separate 

1 . SPRING :— UNDINE. An entirely new translation, which it is believed reflects 
the peculiar beauties of the original much more accurately than any previous version. 
Beautifully printed in fbap. Svo, with eleven original Designs by John Tenniel, Jun., 
price 5s. in elegant cloth, gilt tops. 

2. SUMMER:— THE TWO CAPTAINS, with three Designs by Franklin, price 
U.6d. 

3. AUTUMN:— ASLAUGA'S KNIGHT, with three Designs by Franklin, price 
U. 6d. 

4. WINTER:— SINTRAM. A New and more accurate Translation, uniform 
with the above, and containing ten Designs by Henry C. Selous, price 5s. 

N.B.— New Catalogues, Show Boards, and Specimens may be had by the trade on 
application to the Publisher. 

Magnificent Drawing-room Table or Cfi/i-Book. 

POEMS AND PICTURES: a Collection of Ballads, Songrg, and 
oCier Poems. Illustrated by English Artists, with an ornamental border round 
each page. 

*•* The unexpectedly rapid sale of the First Issue of this admired Work has en- 
couraged the Publisher to prepare a Second Edition, with such improvements as he 
trusts will entitle it to a place among the finest Works of Art ever produced in this or 
any other country. It is splendidly printed in square 8vo., on toned paper, prepared 
for the purpose. Price, in handsome cloth gilt, two guineas; or in moroceo elegant, 
two guineas and a half. 

As the impression is limited, those who wish to procure copies for presents or other 
purposes should ^ive their orders as early as possible. 

N.B. A specimen of the letter-press sod engravhigs, with a synopsis of the con- 
lents, sent by post on rec*ip|; <tf four postage stamps. 
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